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Asian  principles  which,  although  local  in  their 
birth,  are  of  divine  origin." 

These  passages  are  very  striking,  and  the 
fifteenth  chapter  of  the  fourth  book  of  the 
novel,  with  its  magnificent  tribute  to  the  Jewish 
race,  is  immortal,  but  it  may  yet  be  doubted 
whether  many  readers  find  in  religion  the  chief 
inspiration  of  Coningsby,  There  are  certainly 
some  who  will  always  regard  the  work  as  inferior 
to  its  immediate  successors,  Sybil  and  Tattered^ 
in  grandeur  and  depth,  and  who  may  think 
that  it  was  in  these  later  writings  that  Lord 
Deaconsfield  in  reality  carried  out  the  main 
ptirpose  with  which  he  started  on  the  famous 
trilogy.  To  such  minds  the  pages  of  Coningsby 
will  seem  to  be  occupied  with  the  more  ordinary 
aspects  of  politics,  and  Lord  Monmouth,  Rigby, 
Taper,  and  Tadpole  will  be  of  more  actual 
moment  than  Eustace  Lyle  or  even  Sidonia. 
In  short,  it  will  be  held  that  Lord  Beaconsfield  is 
here  primarily  the  shrewd  and  witty  man  of  the 
world,  the  master  of  party  tactics  and  strategy. 

There  are  many  political  meditations  in  Con- 
ingsby^ and  these  are  obviously  of  very  high 
value.  1  One  must  surely  cherish  the  opportunity 
of  learning  what  Lord  Beaconsfield  thought  of 
the  statesmanship  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
and  Sir  Robert  Peel  in  the  days  of  the  great 
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Reform  Bill,  of  the  partial  recovery  of  the  N 
Tories  in  1834,  and  of  the  Bedchamber  Plot; ' 
and  Lord  Beaconsfield  expresses  his  opiniods 
with  full  candour.  )  It  may  perhaps  be  excusable 
to  estimatetKese  opinions  as  of  more  worth 
than  the  dreams  of  Coningsby  himself  and  his 
youthful  companions,  since  to  many  of  us  the 
latter  may  have  failed  to  make  any  strong 
appeal,  and  a  band  of  young  men  bent  upon 
setting  to  rights  an  erring  world  in  some  eyes 
lacks  attraction. 

It  is  probable  that  for  every  character  in 
Coningsby  a  prototype  has  been  found,  and 
to  two  of  the  most  prominent  personages  in 
the  story  short  references  may  be  allowed.  In 
Rigby  we  have  a  singularly  disagreeaUe  and 
singularly  ill-justified  portrait  of  the  unlucky 
Mr.  Croker,  whose  memory  Mr.  Gladstone  has 
striven  to  defend  against  the  attacks  of  Lord 
Macaulay  as  well  as  those  of  Lord  Beaconsfield^ 
In  Coningsliy  Rigby  is  made  out  to  be  th6 
creature  of  Lord  Monmouth ;  in  real  life,  as  we 
may  learn  from  the  Grevilie  Memoirs^  Mr. 
Croker  did  render  services  to  the  third  Marquis 
of  Hertford,  and  those  services  were  acknow* 
ledged  by  a  legacy;  but  we  are  sure  that  Mn 
Croker  did  nothing  that  was  servile  or  unworthy, 
since  at  the  time  of  his  death  Mr.  GteviWe,  ^Vvo 
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disliked  htm  and  who  was  no  lenient  jui 
testified  to  his  honourable  character  and  f 

tion.     To  I^ord  Hertford  himself  Lord  B 
field  has  been  much  more   Icind,  since  in  h 
very  fine  picture  of  Lord  Monmouth  he  presenul 
us  merely  with. an  overbearing  aristocrat! of  tbt  I 
pre-revolutionary  type.     Lord  Monmouth  is,  ofl 
course,  a  tyrant,  and  the  irue  note  of  lyta 
ring  out  roundly  in  his  ultimatum  to  Conings^ 
"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Harry ;  members  of  tj 
family  may  think  as  they  like,  but  they  ml 
act  as  I  please."     But   if  Mr.  Greville  m 
be    trusted.    Lord    Monmouth,    in   compi 
with  Lord  Hertford,  is  an  angel  of  light,  f«l 
the  Memoin  comes  the  passage :  "  There  h 
been,  as  far  as  I  know,  no  example  of  nndl 
guised  debauchery  exhibited  to  the  world  lil 
that  of  Lord    Hertford,  and  his   age  and  i 
firmities  rendered  it  at  once  the  more  remsil 
able    and    the    more    shocking."      To    Loi 
Monmouth    such   language   would  be   whcJI 
inapplicable,  since   his  Lordship   is   never  a 
object  for  scorn.     Like  Miss  Austen's  Gener 
Tilney,  but  acting  on  a  larger  stage,  he  is  tbi 
grand  gentleman   of  his  day  whose   freedoi 
from  all  scruples  and  whose  sublime  selfishnes 
are  carried  to  the  pitch  of  absolute  perfection. 
IDDESLEIGH. 
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It  was  a  bright  May  morning  some  twelve  years 
^o,  when  a  youth  of  stili  tender  age,  for  he 
had  certainly  not  entered  his  teens  by  more 
than  two  years,  was  ushered  into  the  waiting- 
room  of  a  house  in  the  vicinity  of  Sl  James's 
Square,  whicii,  though  with  the  general  appear- 
ance of  a  private  residence,  and  that  too  of  no 
very  ambitious  character,  exhibited  at  this  period 
symptoms  of  being  occupied  for  some  public 
purpose. 

The  house-door  was  constantly  open,  and 
frequent  guests  even  at  this  early  hour  crossed 
the  threshold.  The  hall.table  was  covered  with 
sealed  letters ;  and  the  hall-porter  inscribed  in 
a  book  the  name  of  every  individual  who 
entered. 

The  young  gentleman  we  have  mentioned 
found  himself  in  a  room  which  offered  few 
resources  for  his  amusement,  A  large  ^afe\t 
amply  covered  with  writing  materials,  a.u4  a.  few 
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man,  putting  his  arm  within  that  of  the  youth; 
and  they  were  just  on  the  point  of  leaving  the 
waiting-room,  when  the  door  was  suddenly 
thrown  open,  and  two  individuals,  in  a  state  oif 
great  excitement,  rushed  into  the  apartment. 

"Rigbyl  Rigby  !  "  they  both  exclaimed  at  the 
same  moment.     "  By  G —  they're  out !  " 

"  Who  told  you  ? " 

"  The  best  authority ;  one  of  themselves." 

"Who?  who?" 

'■  Paul  Evelyn ;  I  met  him  as  I  passed 
Brookes',  and  he  told  me  that  Lord  Grey  had 
resigned,  and  the  King  had  accepted  his  resig- 
nation." 

But  Mr.  Rigby,  who,  though  very  fond  of 
news,  and  much  interested  in  the  present,  was 
extremely  jealous  of  any  one  giving  him  infor* 
mation,  was  sceptical.  He  declared  that  Paul 
Evelyn  was  always  wrong ;  that  it  was  morally 
impossible  that  Paul  Evelyn  ever  could  be 
right ;  that  he  knew,  from  the  highest  authority, 
that  Lord  Grey  had  been  twice  yesterday  mik 
the  King;  that  on  the  last  visit  nothing  was 
settled ;  that  if  he  had  been  at  the  palace  again 
to-day,  he  could  not  have  been  there  bdbre 
twelve  o'clock ;  that  it  was  only  now  a  quartet 
to  one ;  that  Lord  Grey  would  have  called  his 
colleagues  togelher  on  his  return  ;  that  at  least 
an  hour  must  have  elapsed  before  anything  coutd 
possibly  have  transpired.  Then  he  compared 
and  criticised  the  dates  of  every  rumoured  inci- 
dent of  the  last  twenty-four  hours,  and  nobody 
was  stronger  in  dates  than  Mr.  Rigby  ;  counted 
epsn  the  number  of  stairs  which  \he  roinUtei: 


The  New  Generation  5 

lad  to  ascend  and  descend  in  his  visit  to  the 
>alace,  and  the  time  their  mountings  and  dis- 
nountings  must  have  consumed,  detail  was  Mr. 
ftigby's  forte.;  and  finally,  what  with  his  dates, 
lis  private  information,  his  knowledge  of  palace 
localities,  his  contempt  for  Paul  £velyn,  and  his 
confidence  in  himself,  he  succeeded  in  per- 
suading his  downcast  and  disheartened  friends 
that  their  comfortable  intelligence  had  not  the 
|«ligblest  foundation. 

I     They  all  left  the  room  together ;  they  were  in 
ipie  hall ;  the  gentlemen  who  brought  the  news 
jlooked  somewhat  depressed,  but  Mr.  Ejgby  gay, 
even  amid  the  prostration  of  his  party,  from  the 
^consciousness  that  he  had  most  critically  de- 
ipiolished  a  piece  of  political  gossip  and  con- 
lyeyed   a   certain  degree  of  mortification  to  a 
jcouple  of  his  companions  ;  when  a  travelling 
carriage  and  four  with  a  ducal  coronet  drove  up 
to  the  house.     The  door  was  thrown  open,  the 
kteps  dashed  down,  and  a  youthful  noble  sprang 
from  bis  chariot  into  the  ball. 
i     "  Good  morning,  Rigby,"  said  the  Duke. 
t    "I  see  your  Grace  well,  1  am  sure,"  said  Mr. 
^gby,  with  a  softened  manner. 
I     "  You  have  heard  the  news,  gentlemen  ?  "  the 
S7uke  continued. 
I    "What  news?    Yes;  no;  that  is  to  say,  Mr. 

^^by  thinks " 

"You  know,  of  course,  that  Lord  Lyndhurst 
is  with  the  King  ?  " 
i'    "  It  is  impossible,"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 
U^  "  I  don't  think  I  can  be  mistaken,"  said  the 
S>uke,  smiling. 
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"  1  will  show  your  Grace  that  it  is  impossible," 
said  Mr.  Rigby.  "Lord  Lyndhurst  slept  at 
Wimbledon.  Lord  Grey  could  not  have  seen 
the  King  until  twelve  o'clock ;  it  is  now  five 
minutes  to  one.  It  is  impossibie,  therefore,  that 
any  message  from  the  King  could  have  reached 
Lord  Lyndhurst  in  time  for  his  Lordship  to  be 
at  the  palace  at  this  moment" 

"But  my  authority  is  a  high  one,"  said  the 
Uuke. 

"  Authority  is  a  phrase,"  said  Mr.  Rigby ;  "  we 
must  look  Co  time  and  place,  dates  and  localities, 
to  discover  the  truth." 

"  Your  Grace  was  saying  that  your  authority 
"  ventured  to  observe  Mr.  Tadpole,  em- 
boldened by  the  presence  of  a  duke,  his  patron, 
to  struggle  against  the  despotism  of  a  Rigby, 
his  tyrant. 

"  Was  the  highest,"  rejoined  the  Duke,  smil- 
ing, "  for  it  was  Lord  Lyndhurst  himself.  I 
came  up  from  Nuneham  this  morning,  passed 
his  Lordship's  house  in  Hyde  Park  Place  as  be 
was  getting  into  his  carriage  in  full  dress,  stopped 
my  own,  and  learned  in  a  breath  that  the  Whigs 
were  out,  and  that  the  King  had  sent  for  the 
Chief  Baron.     So  I  came  on  here  at  once." 

'■  I  always  thought  the  country  was  sound  at 
bottom,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Taper,  who,  under  the 
old  system,  had  sneaked  into  the  Treasury 
Board. 

Tadpole  and  Taper  were  great  friends. 
Neither  of  them  ever  despaired  of  the  Common- 
wealth. Even  if  the  Reform  Bill  were  passed, 
^^^Thopr   was   convinced  that  the  W\ii%'i  ^Qold 

^ I 
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r  prove  men  of  business;  and  when  his 

ieods  confessed  among  themselves  ihat  a  Tory 

oremment  was  for  the  future  impossible, 
Taper  would  remark,  in  a  confidential  whisper, 
that  for  his  pan  he  believed  before  the  year  was 
jOTer  the  Whigs  would  be  turned  out  by  the 
jclerks. 

"  There  is  no  doubt  that  there  is  considerable 
Ireaction,"  said  Mr.  Tadpole.  "The  iofamous 
;conduct  of  the  Whigs  in  the  Amersham  case  has 
lopened  the  public  mind  more  than  anything." 
I  "  Aldborough  was  worse,"  said  Mr.  Taper. 
j  "  Terrible,"  said  Tadpole.  "  They  said  there 
.was  DO  use  discussing  the  Reform  Bill  in  our 
iHouse.  I  believe  Rigby's  great  speech  on  Aid- 
■borough  has  done  more  towards  the  reaction 
than  all  the  violence  of  the  PoUlical  Unions  put 
together." 

'  "  Let  us  hope  for  the  best,"  said  the  Duke, 
mildly.  "  'Tis  a  bold  step  on  the  part  of  the 
Sovereign,  and  I  am  free  to  say  I  could  have 
srished  it  postponed ;  but  we  must  support  the 
King  like  men.  What  say  you,  Rigby?  You 
Jue  silent." 

»  "I  am  thinking  how  very  unfortunate  it  was 
jOiat  I  did  not  breakfast  with  Lyndhurst  this 
pioming,  as  I  was  nearly  doing,  instead  of  going 

urn  to  Eton." 

•*  To  Eton  !  and  why  to  Eton  ?  " 

*'  For  the  sake  of  my  young  friend  here.  Lord 

;h's  grandson.     By   the   bye,  you  are 

Let  me  present  to  your  Grace,  Mr. 

«NGSBV." 
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The  political  agitation  which  for  a  year  and  a 
half  had  shaken  Engkaj^d  to  its  centre,  recei^-ed, 
if  possible,  an  increase  to  its  intensity  and 
virulence,  when  it  was  known,  in  the  early  pan 
of  the  month  of  May  1832,  that  the  Pnine 
MtDister  had  tendered  his  resignation  to  the 
King,  which  resignation  had  been  giaciousi; 
accepted 

The  amendment  carried  by  the  OppositiOD 
in  the  House  of  Lords  on  the  evening  of  the  7th 
of  May,  that  the  enfranchising  clauses  of  the 
Reform  Bill  should  be  considered  before  enter- 
ing into  the  question  of  disfranchisement,  was 
the  ifflinedtate  cause  of  this  startling  event 
The  Lords  bad  previously  consented  to  the  ' 
•econd  reading  of  the  Bill  with  the  view  of  |«e- 
Tcsdng  that  large  increase  of  their  numben 
with  which  they  had  been  long  menaced ;  ratheii 
indeed,  by  mysterious  rumours  than  by  any 
official  declaration ;  but,  nevertheless,  in  i 
manner  which  had  carried  conviction  to  no  in- 
considerable portion  of  the  Opposition  thai  the 
threat  was  not  without  foundation. 

During  the  progress  of  the  Bill  through  the 
Lower  House,  the  journals  which  were  looked 
upon  as  the  organs  of  the  ministry  had  an- 
nounced with  unhesitating  confidence,  that  Lord 
Grey  was  armed  with  what  was  then  called  1 
"  carte  blanche  "  to  create  any  number  of  peers 
necessary  to  insure  its   success.     But   public 
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Isls  who  were  under  the  control  of  the 
,.  and  whose  statements  were  never  con- 
'rsdicted,  were  not  the  sole  authorities  for  this 
prevailing  belief.  Members  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  who  were  strong  supporters  of  the 
cabinet,  though  not  connected  with  it  by  any 
official  tie,  had  unequivocally  stated  in  their 
places  that  the  Sovereign  had  not  resisted  the 
advice  of  his  counsellors  to  create  peers,  if  such 
creation  were  required  to  carry  into  effect  what 
was  then  styled  "  the  great  national  measure." 
In  more  than  one  instance,  ministers  had  been 
warned,  that  if  they  did  not  exercise  that  power 
with  prompt  energy,  they  might  deserve  im- 
peachment. And  these  intimations  and  an- 
nouncements had  been  made  in  the  presence  of 
leading  members  of  the  Government,  and  had 
received  from  them,  at  least,  the  sanction  of 
their  silence. 

It  did  not  subsequently  appear  that  the 
Reform  ministers  had  been  invested  with  any 
stich  power ;  but  a  conviction  of  the  reverse, 
fostered  by  these  circumstances,  had  successfully 
acted  upon  the  nervous  temperament,  or  the 
statesman-like  pnidence,  of  a  certain  section  of 
the  peers,  who  consequently  hesitated  in  their 
course ;  were  known  as  being  no  longer  in- 
dined  to  pursue  their  policy  of  the  preceding 
Bcssion ;  bad  thus  obtained  a  title  at  that  mo- 
ment in  everybody's  mouth,  the  title  of  "  The 
Waverers," 

Notwithstanding,  therefore,  the  opposition  of 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  of  Lotd.L,^l\iiWiS., 
(A<*  Waverers  carried  the  second  readmg  ol  't'ftfc 
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tiATC  n&fred. 

But  (be  Whig  minuUfs,  who,  wbatevex  ■ 
bwe  beea  Iheif  faults,  wiere  at  least  men  of  »■ 
teltect  and  courage,  were  not  to  be  beateo  bj 
"  the  WnvcTcis."  They  might  have  made  ti 
with  art  audacious  foe ;  tbey  trampled  on  ■ 
httiritiitmg  opponent.  Lord  Grey  hasteoed  to 
the  palace. 

Before  the  result  of  this  appeal  to  I 
tJOVcrei{(ii  was  known,  for  its  effects  were  not 
Irninttdiali;,  on  Ihc  second  morning  after  the 
voui  In  the  House  of  Lords,  Mr.  Rigby  had 
inndii  thm  vinit  to  Eton  which  had  summoned 
vory  uncxpoclcdly  t)iu  youthful  Coningsby  to 
l^ndun.     Hi!   wag    Ihe  orphan   child  of  the 

tiiuiiKVil'  uf  thu  two  tuns  of  the  Marquess  of 
liiniliuuth,  It  wai  a  family  famous  for  its 
linltudN.  The  cld^'st  son  hated  his  father;  and^ 
l(  wait  iinlcl,  ill  Hpilir  had  married  a  lady  to  whom 
llml  liillii'i  wan  olljichfd,  and  with  whom  Lord 
Mxnifioiilli  ilirii  incdltated  a  second  alliancQ. 
'Mill  >'Mi<M  v<Mi  liM'il  ,11  Nnptes,  and  had  several 
ii)_iililti'ii,  lull  in.iniiHini'd  no  connection  either 
lit  hh  iwiivf  rountry.     On  the 
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nnd,  Lord  Monmouth  hated  his  younger 
,  vfao  bad  married,  against  his  consent,  a 
iwoman  to  whom  that  son  was  devoted.  A 
isystem  of  domestic  persecution,  sustained  by 
;the  hand  of  a  master,  had  eventually  broken  up 
,  the  health  of  its  victim,  who  died  of  a  fever  in  a 
foreign  country,  where  he  had  sought  some 
refuge  from  his  creditors. 

His  widow  returned  to  England  with  her 
child ;  and,  not  having  a  relation,  and  scarcely 
an  acquaintance  in  the  world,  made  an  appeal. 
to  her  husband's  father,  the  wealthiest  noble  in 
Kngland,  and  a  man  who  was  often  prodigal, 
.and  occasionally  generous.  After  some  time, 
and  more  trouble,  after  urgent  and  repeated, 
and  what  would  have  seemed  heart-rending, 
solicitations,  the  attorney  of  Lord  Monmouth 
■called  upon  the  widow  of  his  client's  son,  and 
informed  her  of  his  Lordship's  decision.  Pro- 
vided she  gave  up  her  child,  and  permanently 
.resided  in  one  of  the  remotest  counties,  he  was 
authorised  to  make  her,  in  four  quarterly  pay- 
ments, the  yearly  allowance  of  three  hundred 
1  pounds,  that  being  the  income  that  Lord  Mon- 
_  mouth,  who  was  the  shrewdest  accountant  in 
L.the  country,  had  calculated  a  lone  woman  might 
I,  very  decently  exist  upon  in  a  small  market  town 
-in  the  county  of  Westmoreland. 
|.  Desperate  necessity,  the  sense  of  her  own 
I  forlornness,  the  utter  impossibility  to  struggle 
Iiwith  an  omnipotent  foe,  who,  her  husband  had 
., taught  her,  was  above  all  scruples,  prejudices, 
and  fears,  and  who,  though  he  respected  law, 
""  "ffid  opinion,  made  the  victim  yield.     Bui 


I 

L 


(M  an  earMf  6iead  «  ^ 
ind  (icMned,  and  dnag  a 
net  foraoUM). 
Omngiby  was  not  ntote  ti 

rwh«n  tie  kxt  his  last  parent ;  and  | 
n  tmsen  teparated  from  her  for  i      " 
)r«fi.   Hut  he  rentembeTed  the  swcetn 
fl(if«<»y  day*.     His  mother,  too,  had  i  ^ 

him  Ur.i\uent]y  »ince  he  quitted  her,  and  !«* 
flMrl  n*[)TiM(iilonii  had  cherished  the  tenderness  I 
M  hl»  hfuH.  Hf!  wf^pt  bitterly  when  his  school- 
rnti*l'<r  IimIh-  tfi  him  the  news  of  his  moiher'a'j 
lli'dMl,  'Ifim  It  WB»  they  had  been  long  paited,  j 
Hhil  llinlr  iiroHpi":!  of  again  meeting  was  vague  I 
Hfifl  ditri )  lull  hU  inuthuT  Hceraed  to  him  his  | 
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only  link  to  humaD  society.  It  was  something 
to  have  a  mother,  even  if  he  never  saw  her. 
Other  boys  went  to  see  their  mothers !  he,  at 
least,  could  talk  of  his.  Now  he  was  alone, 
'  His  grandfather  was  to  him  only  a  name.  Lord 
Munmouth  resided  almost  constantly  abroad, 
and  during  his  rare  visits  lo  England  had  found 
no  time  or  inclination  to  see  the  orphan,  with 
whom  he  felt  no  sympathy.  Even  the  death  of 
the  boy's  mother,  and  the  consequent  arrange- 
ments, were  notified  to  his  master  by  a  stranger. 
The  letter  which  brought  the  sad  intelligence 
was  from  Mr.  Rigby.  It  was  the  first  time  that 
name  had  been  known  to  Coningsby. 

Mr.  Rigby  was  member  for  one  of  Lord 
Monmouth's  boroughs.  He  was  the  manager 
of  Lord  Monmouth's  parliamentary  influence, 
and  the  auditor  of  his  vast  estates.  He  was 
more;  he  was  Lord  Monmouth's  companion 
when  in  England,  his  correspondent  when 
abroad;  hardly  his  counsellor,  for  Lord  Mon- 
mouth never  required  advice ;  but  Mr.  Rigby 
could  instruct  him  in  matters  of  detail,  which 
Mr.  Rigby  made  amusing.  Rigby  was  not 
I  a  professional  man ;  indeed,  his  origin,  educa- 
tion, eariy  pursuits,  and  studies,  were  equally 
I  obscure  ;  but  he  had  contrived  in  good  time  to 
I  squeeze  himself  into  parliament,  by  means 
;  which  no  one  could  ever  comprehend,  and  then 
isel  up  to  be  a  perfect  man  of  business.  The 
world  took  him  at  his  word,  for  he  was  bold, 
acute,  and  voluble;  with  no  thought,  but  a  good 
^  of  desultory  information  ;  and  though  desti- 
f  air  imagination   and  noble  sentiment. 


Wbletsed 


Coningsbr  ;  or 


d  with  >  wtgorooa.  ■joidacMMn  bncf, 
fruhful  iit  unal]  espcdtcots,  lod  never  happicf 
thKD   «heii   devtsing    dtifts    for   great   meoS 

They  ay  itut  all  of  as  bsre  ooe  chance  in 
this  lire,  and  so  it  «as  with  Rigby.  AiUs 
a  struggle  of  many  ye^is,  after  ■  long  series  of 
th«  usual  allcrnaiives  of  smaD  successes  and' 
trmiilt  failur«,  aftw  i  few  dererish  speeches  and 
n  Hood  iiisny  ctevetish  pamphlets,  with  a  con- 
siderable TCpiitxiicMi,  indeed,  for  pasquinade^ 
moat  of  which  he  never  wrote,  and  aitidei 
in  revicWH  to  which  it  was  whispered  be  had 
cnntritiutcd,  Ri^hy,  who  had  alr^dy  intr^od 
hlmitlf  into  a  ifuburdinste  office,  met  with  Lord 
Monmouth. 

He  was  just  the  animal  that  Lord  Monmouth 
wanted,  fur  ht)v.\  Monmouth  always  looked  upon 
human  nature  with  the  callous  eye  of  a  jockey. 
He  surveyed  Rigby,  and  he  determined  to 
buy  him,  He  bought  him ;  with  his  dear 
head,  his  indefatigable  industry,  his  audacdona 
tongue,  and  his  ready  and  unscrupulous  pen; 
with  all  his  dates,  all  his  lampoons ;  all  his 
private  memoirs,  and  all  his  political  intrigues. 
It  was  a  good  purchase.  Rigby  became  a  great 
personage,  and  Lord  Monmouth's  man, 

Mr.  Rigby,  who  liked  to  be  doing  a  great 
many  things  at  the  same  time,  and  to  astonish 
the  Tadpoles  and  Tapers  with  his  energetic 
versatility,  determined  to  superintend  tiie  educa- 
tion of  Coningsby.  It  was  a  relation  which 
identified  him  with  the  noble  house  of  his 
I  or,  properly  speaking,  his   charge;   for 


^jjffl,    c 
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Mr.  Rigby  affected  rather  the  graceful  dignity  of 
the  governor  than  the  duties  of  a  tutor.  The 
boy  was  recalled  from  his  homely,  rural  school, 
where  he  had  been  well  grounded  by  a  hard- 
working curate,  and  affectionately  tended  by 
the  curate's  unsophisticated  wife.  He  was  sent 
to  a  fashionable  school  preparatory  to  Eton, 
where  he  found  about  two  hundred  youths  of 
noble  families  and  connections,  lodged  in  a 
magnificent  villa,  that  had  once  been  the  retreat 
of  a  minister,  superintended  by  a  sycophantic 
Doctor  of  Divinity,  already  well  beneficed,  and 
not  despairing  of  a  bishopric  by  favouring  the 
children  of  the  great  nobles.  The  doctor's  lady, 
clothed  in  cashmeres,  sometimes  inquired  after 
their  health,  and  occasionally  received  a  report 
as  to  their  linen. 

Mr.  Rigby. had  a  classical  retreat,  not  distant 
from  this  establishment,  which  he  esteemed 
a  Tusculum.  There,  surrounded  by  his  busts 
and  books,  he  wrote  his  lampoons  and  articles ; 
massacred  a  she  liberal  (it  was  thought  that  no 
one  could  lash  a  woman  like  Rigby),  cut  up 
a  rising  genius  whose  politics  were  different 
from  his  own,  or  scarified  some  unhappy  wretch 
who  had  brought  his  claims  before  parliament, 
proving,  by  garbled  extracts  from  official  cor- 
respondence that  no  one  could  refer  to,  that 
the  malcontent  instead  of  being  a  victim,  was, 
on  the  contrary,  a  defaulter.  Tadpole  and 
Taper  would  back  Rigby  for  a  "  slashing  reply" 
against  the  field.  Here,  too,  at  the  end  of 
a  busy  week,  he  found  it  occasiorv'aW^  cotv- 
venient  to  entertain  a.  clever  friend  01  Vno  cA 
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eiiuivocal  reputation,  with  whom  he  bad  beoome 
acquainted  in  former  days  of  equal  biothtt- 
hood.  No  one  was  more  faithful  to  his  eaAj 
friends  than  Mr.  Rigby,  particulaTly  if  thej 
could  write  a  squib. 

It  was  in  this  refined  retirement  that  Mr.  Rigby 
found  time  enough,  snatched  from  the  toils  of 
o£ficial  life  and  parliamentary  struggles,  to  com- 
pose a  letter  on  the  study  of  History,  addressed 
to  Coningsby.  The  style  was  as  much  like  tlial 
of  Lord  Bolingbroice  as  if  it  had  been  nrittea 
by  the  authors  of  the  Rejected  Addresses,  and  it 
l>egan,  "My  dear  young  friend."  This  polished 
composition,  so  full  of  good  feeling  and  coio- 
prehensive  views,  and  all  in  the  best  taste,  was 
not  published.  It  was  only  privately  printed^ 
and  a  few  thousand  copies  were  distributed 
among  select  personages  as  an  especial  favoiir 
and  mark  of  high  consideration.  Each  oapj 
given  away  seemed  to  Rigby  like  a  certificate  (rf 
character ;  a  property  which,  like  ail  men  of 
dubious  repute,  he  thoroughly  appreciated. 
Rigby  intrigued  very  much  that  the  headmaster 
of  Eton  should  adopt  his  discourse  as  a  classr 
book.  For  this  purpose  he  dined  with  the 
Doctor,  told  him  several  anecdotes  of  the  King, 
which  intimated  personal  influence  at  Windsorj 
but  the  headmaster  was  inflexible,  and  so  Mr. 
Rigby  was  obliged  to  be  content  with  having 
his  Letter  on  History  canonized  as  a  classic  in 
the  Preparatory  Seminary,  where  the  individual 
to  whom  it  was  addressed  was  a  scholar. 

This  change  in  the  life  of  Coningsby  contri- 
buted to  his  happiness.    The  various  cbaracteES,- 
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rhich  a  large  school  exhibited  interested  a 
loiuig  mind  whose  aclive  energies  were  begin- 
UDg  to  stir.  His  previous  acquirements  made 
UB  studies  light ;  and  he  was  fond  of  sports,  in 
rbich  he  was  qualified  to  excel.  He  did  not 
particularly  like  Mr.  Rigby.  There  was  some- 
hing  jarring  and  grating  in  that  gentleman's 
'oice  and  modes,  from  which  the  chords  of  the 
'oung  heart  shrank.  He  was  not  lender,  though 
perhaps  he  wished  to  be;  scarcely  kind:  but  he 
was  good-natured,  at  least  to  children.  How- 
ever, this  connection  was,  on  the  whole,  an 
igreeable  one  for  Coningsby.  He  seemed 
suddenly  to  have  friends ;  he  never  passed  his 
holydays  again  at  school.  Mr.  Rigby  was  so 
clever  that  he  contrived  always  to  quarter 
Coniogsby  on  the  father  of  one  of  his  school- 
fellows, for  Mr.  Rigby  knew  all  his  school-fellows 
imd  all  their  fathers.  Mr.  Rigby  also  called  to 
see  him,  not  unfrequently  would  give  him  a 
dinner  at  the  Star  and  Garter,  or  even  have  him 
up  to  town  for  a  week  to  Whitehall.  Compared 
with  his  former  forlorn  existence,  these  were 
happy  days,  when  he  was  placed  under  the 
gallery  as  a  member's  son,  or  went  to  the  play 
with  the  butler  1 

When  Coningsby  had  attained  his  twelfth 
year,  an  order  was  received  from  Lord  Mon- 
inouth,  who  was  at  Rome,  that  he  should  go  at 
once  to  Eton.  This  was  the  first  great  epoch 
of  his  hfe.  There  never  was  a  youth  who 
eotered  into  that  wonderful  little  world  with 
imore  eager  zest  than  Coningsby.  Nor  was  it 
marvellous. 
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Thai  delicious  plain,  studded  with  e 
creation  of  graceful  culture  ;  hamlet  and  hi 
and  grange ;  garden  and  grove,  and  park ; 
castle-pabce,  grey  with  glorious  ages; 
antique  spires,  hoar  with  faith  and  wisdom,  fl 
chapel  and  the  college ;  thai  rii 
through  Che  shady  meads ;  the  sunny  gtadeij 
the  solemn  avenue  ;  the  room  in  the  D 
house  where  we  first  order  our  own  bre 
and  first  feel  we  are  free  ;  the  stirring  multitw 
the  energetic  groups,  the  individual  mind  tht 
leads,  conquers,  controls;  the  emulation  a 
the  affection ;  the  noble  strife  and  the  ten 
sentiment ;  the  daring  exploit  and  the  c 
scrape ;  the  passion  that  pervades  our  life,  a 
breathes  in  everything,  from  the  aspiring  sto 
to  the  inspiring  sport :  oh !  what  hereaftM  c 
spur  the  brain  and  touch  the  heart  like  tbisf] 
can  give  us  a  world  so  deeply  and  varioi 
interesting ;  a  life  so  full  of  quick  and  I  ' 
excitement,  passed  in  a  scene  so  fair? 


^^)or: 


CHAPTER  III 


^^^  lE 


Monmouth,  who  detested  popular  tu- 
mults as  much  as  he  despised  public  opirHOS 
had  remained  during  the  agitating  year  of  i~_ 
in  his  luxurious  retirement  in  Italy,  contenting 
himself  with  opposing  the  Reform  Bill  by* 
proxy.  But  when  his  correspondent,  Mr.  Rigby, 
iformed  him,  in  the  early  part  of  the  spring" 
jz,  of  the  probability  of  a  chanije  ir   '" 
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tadicG  of  the  Tory  parly,  and  that  an  opinion 
was  becoming  prevalent  among  Iheir  Triends 
that  the  great  scheme  must  be  defeated  in  detail 
ulher  than  again  withstood  on  principle,  his 
Lordship,  who  was  never  wanting  in  energy 
when  his  own  interests  were  concerned,  imme- 
i^tely  crossed  the  Alps,  and  travelled  rapidly  to 
~"  '"  "  He  indulged  a  hope  that  the  weight 
:Dce  and  the  influence  of  his  strong 
which  was  at  once  shrewd  and 
lUB,  might  induce  his  friends  lo  relin- 
Iheir  half  measure,  a  course  to  which  his 
nature  was  repugnant.  At  all  events,  if  they 
persisted  in  their  intention,  and  the  Bill  went 
into  committee,  his  presence  was  indispensable, 
for  in  that  stage  of  a  parliamentary  proceeding 
prosies  become  ineffective. 

The  counsels  of  Lord  Monmouth,  though 
they  coincided  with  those  of  the  Duke  of 
Wdlington,  did  not  prevail  with  the  Waverers, 
Several  of  these  high-minded  personages  had 
had  their  windows  broken,  and  they  were  of 
opinion  that  a  man  who  lived  at  Naples  was  not 
a  competent  judge  of  the  state  of  public  feeling 
in  England.  Besides,  the  days  are  gone  by  for 
senates  to  have  their  beards  plucked  in  the 
romm.  We  live  in  an  age  of  prudence.  The 
leaders  of  the  people,  now,  generally  follow. 
The  truth  is,  the  peers  were  in  a  fright.  'Twas  a 
pity;  there  is  scarcely  a  less  dignified  entity 
than  a  patrician  in  a  panic, 

Among  the  most  intimate  companions  of 
Coningsby  at  Eton  was  Lord  Henry  S^dnej, 
Aw  kiaswan.     Coningsby  had  frequently  passed 
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his  holydays  of  late  at  Beaumanoir,  the  seat  of 
the  Duke,  Lord  Henry's  father.  The  Duke  sat 
next  to  Lord  Monmouth  during  the  debate  on 
the  enfranchising  question,  and  to  while  away 
the  time,  and  from  kindness  of  disposition, 
spoke,  and  spoke  with  warmth  and  favour,  o( 
his  grandson.  The  polished  Lord  Monmouth 
bowed  as  if  he  were  much  gratified  by  this 
notice  of  one  so  dear  to  him.  He  had  too 
much  tact  to  admit  that  he  had  never  yet  seen 
his  grandchild;  but  he  asked  some  questions  as 
to  his  progress  and  pursuits,  his  tastes  and 
habits,  which  intimated  the  interest  of  an  affec- 
tionate relative. 

Nothing,  however,  was  ever  lost  upon  Lord 
Monmouth.  No  one  had  a  more  retentive 
memory,  or  a  more  observant  mind.  And  the 
next  day,  when  he  received  Mr.  Rigby  at  his 
morning  levee,  Lord  Monmouth  performed  this 
ceremony  in  the  high  style  of  the  old  court,  and 
welcomed  his  visitors  in  bed,  he  said  with  im- 
perturbable calmness,  and  as  if  he  had  been 
talking  of  trying  a  new  horse,  "  Rigby,  I  should 
like  to  see  the  boy  at  Eton." 

There  might  be  some  objection  to  grant  leave 
to  Coningsby  at  this  moment ;  but  it  was  a  rule 
with  Mr.  Rigby  never  to  make  difficulties,  or  at 
least  to  persuade  his  patron  that  he,  and  he 
only,  could  remove  them.  He  immediately  un- 
dertook that  the  boy  should  be  forthcoming, 
and  notwithstanding  the  excitement  of  the 
moment,  he  went  off  next  morning  to  fetch 
him. 

They  arrived  in  town  rather  early  -,  andPA^Ji'^, 
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to  know  how  affairs  were  going  on, 
the  servant  to  drive  immediately  to  the 
■rters  of  the  party  ;  where  a  permanent 
;e  watched  every  phasis  of  the  impend- 
_  revolution  ;  and  where  every  member  of  the 
ippoaltion,    of  note  and   trasl,    was  instantly 
admitted  to  receive  or  to  impart  intelligence. 

It  was  certainly  not  without  emotion  that 
Coningsby  contemplated  his  first  interview  with 
his  grandfather.  All  his  experience  of  the  ties  of 
relationship,  however  limited,  was  full  of  tender- 
ness and  rapture.  His  memory  often  dwelt  on 
his  mother's  sweet  embrace  ;  and  ever  and  anon 
a  fitful  phantom  of  some  past  passage  of 
domestic  love  haunted  his  gushing  heart.  The 
image  of  his  father  was  less  fresh  in  his  mind ; 
but  still  it  was  associated  with  a  vague  sentiment 
of  kindness  and  joy ;  and  the  allusions  to  her 
husband  in  his  mother's  letters  had  cherished 
these  impressions.  To  notice  lesser  sources  of 
'  ifluence  in  his  estimate  of  the  domestic  tie,  he 
had  witnessed  under  the  roof  of  Beaumanoir 
the  existence  of  a  family  bound  together  by  the 
most  beautiful  affections.  He  could  not  foi^et 
bow  Henry  Sydney  was  embraced  by  his  sisters 
when  he  returned  home ;  what  frank  and  fraternal 
love  existed  between  his  kinsman  and  his  elder 
brother;  how  affectionately  the  kind  Duke  had 
welcomed  his  son  once  more  to  the  house 
where  they  had  both  been  born  ;  and  the  dim 
eyes,  and  saddened  brows,  and  tones  of  tender- 
ness, which  rather  looked  than  said  farewell, 
when  they  went  back  to  Eton. 
.4arf  these  rapturous    meetings    and  l\\ese 
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mournful  adieus  were  occasioned  only  by  a  sepa- 
ration at  the  most  of  a  few  months,  softened  h_ 
constant  correspondence  and  the  commtinicft 
tion  of  mutual  sympathy.  But  Coningsby  vdi 
to  meet  a  relation,  his  near,  almost  his  oaljj 
relation,  for  the  first  time;  the  relation,  too,  tt 
whom  he  owed  maintenance,  education ;  fl 
might  be  said,  existence.  It  was  a  great  inci^ 
dent  for  a  great  drama ;  something  tragical  in 
the  depth  and  stir  of  its  emotions.  Even  the 
imagination  of  the  boy  could  not  be  insensible 
to  its  materials ;  and  Coningsby  was  picturing 
to  himself  a  beneficent  and  venerable  gentle- 
man pressing  to  his  breast  an  agitated  youth, 
when  his  reverie  was  broken  by  the  carriage 
stopping  before  the  gates  of  Monmouth  Hous&, 

The  gates  were  opened  by  a  gigantic  S 
and  the  carriage  rolled  into  a  huge  court-yart^ 
At  its  end  Coningsby  beheld  a  Palladian  pfdacey 
with  wings  and  colonnades  encircling  the  court 

A  double  flight  of  steps  led  into  a  circular 
and  marble  hall,  adorned  with  colossal  busts  of 
the  Csesars ;  the  staircase,  in  fresco  by  Sir  James^ 
Thornhill,  breathed  with  the  loves  and  wars  of 
gods  and  heroes.  It  led  into  a  vestibulft 
painted  in  arabesque,  bung  with  Venetian 
girandoles,  and  loolcing  into  gardens.  Opening 
a  door  in  this  chamber,  and  proceeding  son 
little  way  down  a  corridor,  Mr.  Rigby  and  h 
companion  arrived  at  the  base  of  a  private  stair- 
case. Ascending  a  few  steps,  they  reached  a 
landing-place  hung  with  tapestry.  Drawing  thil 
aside,  Mr.  Rigby  opened  a  door,  and  ushero 
Coningsby   through    an  ante-chamber   into  i 
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small  saloon,  of  beautiful  proportions,  and  fur- 
nished in  a  brilliant  and  delicate  taste. 

"  You  will  find  more  to  amuse  you  here  than 
where  you  were  before,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  "  and 
I  shall  not  be  nearly  so  long  absent."  So  say- 
ing, he  entered  into  an  inner  apartment. 

The  walls  of  the  saloon,  which  were  covered 
with  light  blue  satin,  held,  in  silver  panels, 
portraits  of  beautiful  women,  painted  by 
Boucher.  Couches  and  easy  chairs  of  every 
shape  invited  in  every  quarter  to  luxurious 
repose;  while  amusement  was  afforded  by 
tables  covered  with  caricatures,  French  novels, 
and  endless  miniatures  of  foreign  dancers, 
princesses,  and  sovereigns. 

But  Coningsby  was  so  impressed  with  the 
impending  interview  with  his  grandfather,  that 
he  neither  sought  nor  required  diversion.  Now 
that  the  crisis  was  at  hand,  he  felt  agitated  and 
nervous,  and  wished  that  he  was  again  at  Eton. 
The  suspense  was  sickening,  yet  he  dreaded 
still  more  the  summons.  He  was  not  long 
alone ;  the  door  opened ;  he  started,  grew  pale ; 
he  thought  it  was  his  grandfather;  it  was  not 
even  Mr.  Rigby.  It  was  Lord  Monmouth's 
valet. 

"  Monsieur  Konigby  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  Coningsby,"  said  the  boy. 

"Milor  is  ready  to  receive  you,"  said  the 
valet. 

Coningsby  sprang  forward  with  that  despera- 
tion which  the  scaffold  requires.  His  face  was 
pale ;  his  hand  was  moist ;  his  heart  beat  yi\1\\ 
tamuh.    He  had  occasionally  been  summotveidL 
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by  Dr.  Keale ;  that,  too,  was  awful  work,  but,.! 
compared  with  the  present,  a   morning  visit  1 
Music,  artillery,  the  roar  of  cannon,  and  thel 
blare  of   trumpets,  may  urge  a  man  on  to  Aa 
forlorn  hope ;  ambition,  one's  constituents,  the  1 
hell  of  previous  failure,  may  prevail  on  us  to  do   I 
a  more  desperate  thing  ;  speak  in  the  House  of 
Commons ;   but  there  are  some  situations  in 
life,  such,  for  instance,  as  entering  the  roc 
a    dentist,    in    which    the   prostration   of   the 
nervous  system  is  absolute. 

The  moment  had  at  length  arrived  when  the 
desolate  was  to  find  a  benefactor,  the  forlorn  a 
friend,  the  orphan  a  parent;  when  the  youth, 
after  a  childhood  of  adversity,  was  to  be  fonar 
ally  received  into  the  bosom  of  the  noble  b 
from  which  he  had  been  so  long  estranged,  and 
at  length  to  assume  that  social  position  to 
which  his  lineage  entitled  him.  Manliaesa 
might  support,  affection  might  soothe,  the 
happy  anguish  of  such  a  meeting;  but  it  y 
undoubtedly  one  of  those  situations  which  stir, 
up  the  deep  fountains  of  our  nature,  and  before 
which  I  he  conventional  proprieties  of 
ordinary  manners  instantaneously  vanish. 

Coningsby  with  ao  uncertain  step  followed 
his  guide  through  a  bed-chamber,  the  suroplu- 
ousness  of  which  he  could  not  notice,  irito  the 
dtessing-room  of  Lord  Monmouth.  Mr.  Rigby^ 
facing  Coningsby  as  he  entered,  was  leaning  c 
the  back  of  a  large  chair,  from  which,  as  Con- 
ingsby was  announced  by  the  valet,  the  Lonl 
of  the  house  slowly  rose,  for  he  was  suffering 
sUgbtiy  SioTB  the  gout,  his  left  hand  testvag  o 
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merfs^dL    L^rd  Monmouth  was  in  height 
tke  middic  size,  but  somewhat  portly 
His  countenance  was  strongly 
saaaiy  on  the  brow,  sensuality  in 
and  jaw.     His  head  was  bald,  but 
remains  of  the  rich  brown  locks  on 
oooe  prided  himself.     His  large  deep 
and  yet  piercing,  showed  that 
if  his  brain  were  apportioned, 
bptuousness,  half  to  common  sense. 
■  mien  was  truly  grand  ;  full  of  a 
tx>tnlity,  of   which  no  one  was  more 
&an  himself.      Lord   Monmouth  was 
.bilie;  on  the  contrary,  his  costume 
and  even  careful.     Rising  as  we  have 
when   his    grandson    entered,    and 
with  his  left  hand  on  his  ivory  cane, 
Coningsby    such   a   bow   as    Louts 
might  have  bestowed  on  the  ambas- 
of  the  United  Provinces.    Then  extend- 
ing his  light  hand,  which  the  boy  tremblingly 
touched,  Lord  Monmouth  said : 
"  How  do  you  like  Eton  ?  " 
This  contrast  to  the  reception  which  he  had 
imagined,  hoped,  feared,  paralysed  the  reviving 
caergies  of  young  Coningsby-    He  felt  stupifiedj 
he  Ipoked  almost  aghasL   In  the  chaotic  tumult 
jot  bis  mind,  his  memory  suddenly  seemed  to 
seceive  some  miraculous  inspiration.    Mystenoui 
^phrases  heard  in  his  earliest  boyhood,  unnoUoed 
then,  long  since  forgotten,  rose  to  hi«  ear.   Who 
,vas  this  grandfather,  seen  not  before,  seen  now 
iOT  the  first  time  ?     Where  was  the  intervenu^ 
blood  between  him  and  this  tuperb  and 
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icy  being?    The  boy  sank  into  the  chair  wbicfi 
had  been  placed  for  him,  and  leaning  on  f 
table  burst  into  tears. 

Here  was  a  business  !  If  there  were  OM 
thing  which  would  have  made  Lord  Monmoiidi 
travel  from  Ixindon  to  Naples  at  four-and 
twenty  hours'  notice,  it  was  to  avoid  a  scene 
He  hated  scenes.  He  hated  feelings,  He  sal 
instantly  the  mistake  he  had  made  in  sendiiq 
for  his  grandchild.  He  was  afraid  that  Coningst^ 
was  tender-hearted  like  his  father.  Anotbei 
tender-hearted  Coningsby  !  Unfortunate  familyl 
Degenerate  race  !  He  decided  in  his  mind  thai 
Coningsby  must  be  provided  for  in  the  Churci^ 
and  looked  at  Mr.  Rigby,  whose  principal  busC 
ness  it  always  was  to  disembarrass  his  patrol} 
from  the  disagreeable. 

Mr.  Rigby  instantly  came  forward  and  adroitlj 
led  the  boy  into  the  adjoining  apartment.  Lord 
Monmouth's  bed-chamber,  closing  the  door  c" 
the  dressing-room  behind  him. 

"My  dear  young  friend,"  said  Mr,  Rigb;; 
"what  is  ail  this?" 

A  sob  the  only  answer. 

"  What  can  be  the  matter  ?  "  said  Mr.  Rigby. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  said  Coningsby,  "  of  poor 
mamma  [ " 

"  Hushl"  said  Mr.  Rigby  ;  "  Lord  Monmouth 
never  likes  to  hear  of  people  who  are  dead;  so 
you  must  take  care  never  to  mention  your  mother 
or  your  father." 

In  the  meantime  Lord  Monmouth  had  decided 
on  the  fate  of  Coningsby.  The  Marquis  thought 
he  could  read  characters  by  a  glattce,  and  in 
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jfihe  was  successful,  for  his  natural  sagacity 
■■en  nurtured  by  great  experience.  His 
Km  was  not  to  his  taste ;  amiable  no  doubt, 
^oney. 
e  are  too  apt  to  believe  that  the  character 
of  a  boy  is  easily  read,  'Tis  a  mystery  the  most 
profound.  Mark  what  blunders  parents  con- 
stantly make  as  to  the  nature  of  their  own 
offspring,  bred,  too,  under  their  eyes,  and  dis- 
playing every  hour  their  characteristics.  How 
often  in  the  nursery  does  the  genius  count  as  a 
dunce  because  he  is  pensive;  while  a  rattling 
urchin  is  invested  with  almost  supernatural 
qualities  because  his  animal  spirits  make  him 
impudent  and  flippant !  The  school-boy,  above 
all  others,  is  not  the  simple  being  the  world 
imagines.  In  that  young  bosom  are  often  stir- 
ring passions  as  strong  as  our  own,  desires  not 
less  violent,  a  volition  not  less  supreme.  In 
that  young  bosom  what  burning  love,  what  in- 
tense ambition,  what  avarice,  what  lust  of 
power ;  envy  that  fiends  might  emulate,  hate 
that  man  might  fear  ! 


CHAPTER    IV 

"Coke,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  when  Coningsby  was 
somewhat  composed,  "come  with  me  and  we 
will  see  the  house." 

So  they  descended  once  more  the  private 
staircase,  and  again  entered  the  vestibule, 

"If  you  had  seen  these  gardens  when  X.V\e.7 
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■at  Oh^M^  te  a  >«t  to  George  I  v.,"  ttd 
Kg>if;»iiiiiiHaMctoB^«  he  ushered  hi 
cfeM^  ■«»  Aft  SMB  afwtmts.  Tbe  qte 
do^  md  ivieiy  of  the  nKToandiae  obiecti  ms 
dbmoed  AeanentiaB  of  the  boy,  for  the  &« 
■  iMeio  the  [■)*«!  afhiabthere.  He  ttanncd 
mIom  ■&«  aiooB  bang  with  rare  tapesur  and 
*  s  of  foneign  ioanu;  fflM 
boas  of  cQiiAS 
night  envy,  and 
;  p(C3€Dted  byca- 
Caaaiifsby  eluraeiely  gazed  t^  U 
_i  Rowing  with  ooloor  and  with  gol^ 
and  don  tqxn  carpels  bright  with  the  SaaO 
sod  mid  with  the  tinls  of  Aubussoo  and  li 
Axmi&ster. 

"  This  grandblber  of  mine  is  a  great  ptinoc,' 
thought  Coiim^bjr,  as  nmsing  he  stood  befoR 
a  pomail  in  which  he  recognised  che  features  cf 
the  being  from  wfaoco  be  had  so  recently  and 
so  stnn^r  parted.  There  be  stood,  Philip 
Augustus,  Marquess  of  Monmouth,  in  his  tota 
of  state,  with  his  new  coronet  on  a  [able  oetf 
him,  a  despatch  lying  at  hand  that  indicated  the 
special  mission  of  high  ceremony  of  which  be 
had  been  the  illustrious  envoy,  and  the  g 
beneath  his  knee. 

"  You  will  have  plenty  of  opportunities  to  look 
at  the  pictures,"  said  Rigby,  observing  that  the 
boy  had  now  quite  recovered  himself.  "Some 
luncheon  will  do  you  no  harm  after  our 
drive;"  and  he  opened  the  door  of  another 
apartment. 

It  was  a  pretty  room  adorned  with  a  fine 
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of  the  chase ;  at  &  round  table  in  the 
iRt  two  ladies  interested  in  the  meal  to 
Ligby  had  alluded. 
Mr.  Rigby  ! "  said  the  eldest,  yet  young 
utiful,  and  speaking,  though  with  fluency, 
in  a  tordgn  accent,  "come  and  tell  me  some 
s.  Have  you  seen  Milor?"  and  then  she 
thiew  a.  scrutinising  glance  from  a  dark  flashing 
eye  at  hts  companion. 

"Let  me  present  to  your  Highness,"  said 
Rigby,  with  an  air  of  some  ceremony,  "Mr. 
Coningsby." 

"  My  dear  young  friend,"  said  the  lady,  ex- 
tending her  white  hand  with  an  air  of  joyous 
welcome,  "this  is  Lucretia,  my  daughter.  We 
lore  you  already.  Lord  Monmouth  will  be  so 
Tiled  to  see  you.  What  beautiful  eyes  he 
has,  Mr,  Rigby-     Quite  like  Milor." 

The  young  lady,  who  was  really  more  youth- 
ful than  Coningsby,  but  of  a  form  and  stature 
so  developed  that  she  appeared  almost  a  woman, 
bowed  to  the  guest  with  some  ceremony,  and  a 
faint  sullen  smile,  and  then  proceeded  with  her 
Perigord  pie. 

"  You  must  be  so  hungry  after  your  drive," 
said  the  elder  lady,  placing  Coningsby  at  her 
side,  and  herself  filling  his  plate. 

This  was  true  enough  ;  and  while  Mr.  Rigby 
and  the  lady  talked  an  infinite  deal  about  things 
which  he  did  not  understand,  and  persons  of 
whom  he  had  never  heard,  our  little  hero  made 
his  first  meal  in  his  paternal  house  with  i 
ordinary  zest ;  and  renovated  by  the  past^  a-tvA 
i^Mss  of  sherry,  felt  altogether  3.  different  branfe 
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from  what  he  was,  when  he  bad  undergone  the 
terrible  interview  in  which  he  began  to  reflect  he 
had  considerably  exposed  himself,  His  courage 
revived,  his  senses  rallied,  he  replied  lo  the 
interrogations  of  the  lady  with  calmness,  but 
with  promptness  and  propriety.  Ir  was  evident 
that  he  had  made  a  favourable  impression  on 
her  Highness,  for  ever  and  anon  she  put  a  truffle 
or  some  small  delicacy  in  his  plate,  and  insisted 
upon  his  taking  some  particular  confectionery, 
because  it  was  a  favourite  of  her  own.  When 
she  rose,  she  said  : 

"  In  ten  minutes  the  carriage  will  be  at  the 
door;  and  if  you  like,  my  dear  young  friend, 
you  shall  be  our  beau." 

"  There  is  nothing  1  should  like  so  much," 
said  Coningsby. 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  lady,  with  the  sweetest 
smile,  "he  is  frank." 

The  ladies  bowed  and  retired ;  Mr.  Rigby 
returned  to  the  Marquess,  and  the  groom  of  the 
chambers  led  Coningsby  to  bis  room. 

This  lady,  so  courteous  to  Coningsby,  wax 
the  Princess  Colonna,  a  Roman  dame,  the 
second  wife  of  Prince  Paul  Colonna.  The 
Prince  had  first  married  when  a  boy,  and  into  a 
family  not  inferior  to  his  own.  Of  this  union, 
in  every  respect  unhappy,  the  Princess  Lucretia 
was  the  sole  offspring.  He  was  a  man  diaao- 
!ute  and  devoted  to  play ;  and  cared  for  nothing 
much  but  his  pleasures  and  billiards,  in  which 
latter  he  was  esteemed  unrivalled.  According 
to  some,  in  a  freak  of  passion,  according 
^^etB,  to  cancel  a  gambling  debt,  he  had  united 
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bimseU  to  his  present  wife,  whose  origin  was 
obscure ;  but  with  whom  he  contrived  to  live  on 
teuns  of  apparent  cordialU)-,  for  she  was  much 
admired,  and  made  the  society  of  her  husband 
sought  by  those  who  contributed  to  his  enjoy- 
ment. Among  these  especially  figured  the 
Marquess  of  Monmouth,  between  whom  and 
Prince  Colonna  the  world  recognised  as  exist- 
ing the  most  intimate  and  entire  friendship,  so 
that  his  Highness  and  his  family  were  frequent 
guests  under  the  roof  of  the  English  nobleman, 
jn^^DOV    accompanied    him    on    a    visit    to 

w 

^^^  CHAPTER  V 

In  the  meantime,  while  ladies  are  luncheoning 
on  Perigord  pie,  or  coursing  in  whirling  britskas, 
peifonning  all  the  singular  ceremonies  of  a 
Ixjndoa  morning  in  the  heart  of  the  season; 
maluDg  visits  where  nobody  is  seen,  and  making 
purchases  which  are  not  wanted  :  the  world  is 
in  aptation  and  uproar.  At  present  the  world 
and  the  confusion  are  limited  to  St.  James's 
Street  and  Pall  Mall ;  but  soon  the  boundaries 
and  the  tumult  will  be  extended  to  the  intended 
metropolitan  boroughs ;  to-morrow  they  will 
spread  over  the  manufacturing  districts.  It  is 
perfectly  evident,  that  before  eight-and-forty 
hours  have  passed,  the  country  will  be  in  a  state 
of  feaifiil  crisis.  And  how  can  it  be  otherwise  ? 
Is  it  not  a  truth  that  the  subtle  Chief  Baioo 
has   been  closeted  one  whole    hour  wiftl  ttie 
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King ;  that  shortly  after,  with  thoughtful  brow 
and  coraptessed  lip,  he  was  marked  in  hi> 
daring  chariot  entering  the  courtyard  of  Apslef' 
House  ?  Great  was  the  panic  at  Brookes',  wild 
the  hopes  of  Carlton  Terrace  ;  all  the  gentle- 
men who  expected  to  have  been  made  peera 
perceived  that  the  country  was  going  to  be 
given  over  lo  a  rapacious  oligarchy. 

In  the  meantime  Tadpole  and  Taper,  who 
had  never  quitted  for  an  instant  the  myaterioos 
head-quarters  of  the  late  Opposition,  were  full 
of  hopes  and  fears,  and  asked  many  questions, 
which  they  chiefly  answered  themselves. 

"I  wonder  what  Lord  Lyndhurst  will  say  tt 
the  King,"  said  Taper. 

"  He  has  plenty  of  pluck,"  said  Tadpole. 

"  I  almost  wish  now  that  Rigby  had  break- 
lasted  with  him  this  morning,"  said  Taper. 

"If  the  King  be  firm,  and  the  country 
sound,"  said  Tadpole,  "and  Lord  MonmoatU 
keep  his  boroughs,  I  should  not  wonder  to  * 
Rigby  made  a  privy  councillor." 

"There  is  no  precedent  for  an  undetl 
secretary  being  a  privy  councillor,"  said  Taper. . 

"  But  we  live  in   revolutionary  times," 
Tadpole. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  groom  of  the  chai* 
bers,  in  a  loud  voice,  entering  the  room,  "  I  aa 
desired  to  state  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  i 
with  the  King." 

"  There  iV  a  Provideoce ! "  exclaimed  ai_ 
agitated  gentleman,  the  patent  of  vthose  iiv 
tended  peerage  had  not  been  signed  the  daj 
that  the  Duke  had  quitted  of&ce  In  iSio. 
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"  I  always  thought  the  King  would  be  firm," 
tid  Mr.  Tadpole, 

"  I  wonder  who  will  have  the  India  Board," 
lid  Taper. 

At  this  moment  three  or  four  gentlemen 
ntered  the  room  in  a  state  of  great  bustle  and 
xdtemenl ;  they  were  immediately  surrounded. 

"  Is  it  true  ?  "  "  Quite  true  ;  not  the  slightest 
toubt.  Saw  him  myself.  Not  at  all  hissed ; 
ertainly  not  hooted.  Perhaps  a  little  hissed. 
)ne  fellow  really  cheered  him.  Saw  him  my- 
elf.  Say  what  ihey  like,  there  is  reaction." 
'But  Constitution  Hill,  they  say?"  "Well, 
here  was  a  sort  of  inclination  to  a  row  on 
Ikinstitution  Hill ;  but  the  Duke  quite  firm ; 
^stols,  and  carriage  doors  bolted." 
'  Such  may  give  a  faint  idea  of  the  anxious 
Dquiries  and  the  satisfactory  replies  that  were 
iccasioned  by  the  entrance  of  this  group. 

"  Up,  guards,  and  at  them  ! "  exclaimed  Tad- 
Kde,  rubbing  his  hands  in  a  fit  of  patriotic 
mihusiasm. 

■  Later  in  the  afiernoon,  about  live  o'clock,  the 
ligh  change  of  political  gossip,  when  the  room 
fas  crowded,  and  every  one  had  his  rumour, 
Hr.  Rigby  looked  in  again  to  throw  his  eye 
net  the  evening  papers,  and  catch  in  various 
ihit-chat  the  tone  of  public  or  party  feeling  on 
he  "crisis."  Then  it  was  known  that  the  Duke 
lad  returned  from  the  King,  having  accepted 
he  charge  of  forming  an  administration.  An 
dministration  to  do  what?  Portentous  ques- 
1^00  I  Were  concessions  to  be  made?  AndM 
?     Was  it  altogether  impossible,  ani 
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too  late,  "stare  super  vias  antiquas" t  Ques- 
tions altogether  above  your  Tadpoles  and  your 
Tapers,  whose  idea  of  the  necessities  of  the  age 
was  that  they  themselves  should  he  in  oflke: 

Lord  Eskdale  came  up  to  Mr.  Rigby.  This 
peer  was  a  noble  Crcesus,  acquainted  with  all 
the  gradations  of  life ;  a  voluptuary  who  could 
be  a  Spartan  ;  clear-sighted,  unprejudiced,  saga- 
cious ;  the  best  judge  in  the  world  of  a  horse 
or  a  man;  he  was  the  universal  referee;  a 
quarrel  about  a  bet  or  a  mistress  was  solved  by 
him  in  a  moment,  and  in  a  maimer  which 
satisfied  both  parlies.  He  patronised  and 
appreciated  the  fine  arts,  though  a  jockey; 
respected  literary  men,  though  he  only  read 
French  novels ;  and  without  any  affectation  of 
tastes  which  he  did  not  possess,  was  looked 
upon  by  every  singer  and  dancer  in  Europe  B$ 
their  natural  champion.  The  secret  of  his 
strong  character  and  great  influence  was  his 
self-composure,  which  an  earthquake  or  a 
Reform  Bill  could  not  disturb,  and  which  la 
him  was  the  result  of  temperament  and  ex- 
perience. He  was  an  intimate  acquaintance 
of  Lord  Monmouth,  for  they  had  many  tastes 
in  common;  were  both  men  of  considerably 
and  in  some  degree  similar,  abilities  ;  and  wen^ 
the  two  greatest  proprietors  of  close  borougl 
in  the  country. 

"  Do  you  dine  at  Monmouth  House  to-day? 
inquired  Lord  Eskdale  of  Mr.  Rigby. 

"  Where  I  hope  to  meet  your  lordship. 
Whig  papers  are  very  subdued,"  continued 
Kighy. 
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"Ah  !  they  have  not  the  cue  yet,"  said  Lord 
Eskdale. 

"And  what  do  you  think  of  affairs  ?"  inquired 
his  companion. 

"  I  think  the  hounds  are  too  hot  to  hark  off 
now,"  said  Lord  Eskdale. 

"  There  is  one  combination,"  said  Rigby,  who 
seemed  meditating  an  attack  on  Lord  Eskdale's 
button. 

"  Give  it  us  at  dinner,"  said  Lord  Eskdale, 
who  knew  his  man,  and  made  an  adroit  move- 
tnent  forwards,  as  if  he  were  very  anxious  to 
see  the  Globe  newspaper. 

In  the  course  of  two  or  three  hours  these 
gentlemen  met  again  in  the  green  drawing-room 
of  Monmouth  House.  Mr.  Rigby  was  sitting 
on  the  sofa  by  Lord  Monmouth,  detailing  in 
whispers  all  his  gossip  of  the  morn :  Lord 
Eskdale  murmuring  quaint  inquiries  into  the 
ear  of  the  Princess  Lucretia.  Madame  Colonna 
made  remarks  alternately  to  two  gentlemen, 
who  paid  her  assiduous  court.  One  of  these 
was  Mr.  Ormsby ;  the  school,  the  college,  and 
the  club  crony  of  Lord  Monmouth,  who  had 
been  his  shadow  through  life ;  travelled  with  him 
in  early  days,  won  money  wjth  him  at  play,  had 
been  his  colleague  in  the  House  of  Commons; 
and  was  still  one  of  his  nominees.  Mr.  Ormsby 
was  a  millionaire,  which  Lord  Monmouth  liked. 
He  liked  his  companions  to  be  very  rich  or  very 
poor ;  to  be  his  equals,  able  to  play  with  him 
at  high  stakes,  or  join  him  in  a  great  specula- 
tion ;  or  to  be  his  tools,  and  to  amuse  and 
serve    him.      There    was    nothing    which    he 
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despised  and  disliked  so  much  as  a  moderate 

fortune. 

The  other  gentleman  was  of  a  different  class 
and  character.  Nature  had  intended  Luciaq 
Gay  for  a  scholar  and  a  wit ;  necessity  had. 
made  him  a  scribbler  and  a  buffoon.  He  bad 
distinguished  himself  at  the  University ;  but 
he  had  no  patrimony,  nor  those  powers  of  per- 
severance which  success  in  any  learned  pro- 
fession requires.  He  was  good-looking,  had 
great  animal  spirits,  and  a  keen  sense  of  enjo]^' 
ment,  and  could  not  drudge.  Moreover  he  had 
a  fine  voice,  and  sang  his  own  songs  with  con- 
siderable taste  i  accomplishments  which  made 
his  fortune  in  society  and  completed  his  ruin. 
In  due  time  he  extricated  himself  from  thQ 
bench  and  merged  into  jouraalism,  by  meao» 
of  which  he  chanced  to  become  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Rigby.  That  worthy  individual  was: 
not  slow  in  detecting  the  treasure  he  had  lighted' 
on ;  a  wit,  a  ready  and  happy  writer,  a  joyous 
and  tractable  being,  with  the  education,  and 
still  the  feelings  and  manners,  of  a  gentleman.r 
Frequent  were  the  Sunday  dinners  which  found 
Gay  a  guest  at  Mr.  Rigby's  villa;  numerous 
airy  pasquinades  which  he  left  behind,  and 
which  made  the  fortune  of  his  patron.  Flattered 
by  the  familiar  acquaintance  of  a  man  of 
station,  and  sanguine  that  he  had  found  the 
link  which  would  sooner  or  later  restore  him  to 
the  polished  world  that  he  had  forfeited.  Gay 
laboured  in  his  vocation  with  enthusiasm  and 
success.  Willingly  would  Rigby  have  kept  his 
treasure  to  himself;  and  truly  he  hoarded  it  for 
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a  long  time,  but  it  oozed  out.  Rigby  loved 
the  reputation  of  possessing  the  complete  ut 
of  society.  His  dinners  were  celebrated  at  least 
for  their  guests.  Great  intellectual  illustrations 
were  found  there  blended  with  rank  and  high 
station.  Rigby  loved  to  patronise  ;  to  play  the 
minister  unbending  and  seeking  relief  from  the 
car^  of  council  in  the  society  of  authors, 
artists,  and  men  of  science.  He  liked  dukes 
to  dine  with  him  and  hear  him  scatter  bis 
audacious  criticisms  lo  Sir  Tbomas  or  Sir 
Humphry.  They  went  away  astounded  by  the 
powers  of  their  bost,  who,  had  he  not  fortun- 
ately devoted  those  powers  to  their  party,  must 
apparently  have  rivalled  Vandyke,  or  discovered 
the  safety-lamp. 

Now  in  these  dinners,  Lucian  Gay,  who  had 
brilliant  conversational  powers,  and  who  pos- 
sessed all  the  resources  of  boon  companionship, 
would  be  an  invaluable  ally.  He  was  therefore 
admitted,  and  inspired  both  by  the  present 
enjoyment,  and  the  future  to  which  it  might 
lead,  his  exertions  were  untiring,  various,  most 
successful.  Rigby's  dinners  became  still  more 
celebrated.  It,  however,  necessarily  followed 
that  the  guests,  wiio  were  charmed  by  Gay, 
wished  Gay  also  to  be  their  guest.  Rigby  was 
very  jealous  of  this,  but  it  was  inevitable;  still 
by  constant  manceuvre,  by  intimations  of  some 
eiceicise,  some  day  or  other,  of  substantial 
patronage  in  his  behalf,  by  a  thousand  little  arts 
by  which  he  carved  out  work  for  Gay  which 
often  prevented  him  accepting  invitations  to 
great  bouses  in  the  country,  by  judicious  \cAn^ 
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of  small  sums  on  Lucian's  notes  of  hand  and 

other  analogous   devices,    Rigby  contrived  to 

keep  the  wit  in  a  fair  state  of  bondage  and 

dependence. 

One  thing  Rigby  was  resolved  on :  Gay 
should  never  gel  into  Monmouth  House.  Thai 
was  an  empyrean  too  high  for  his  wing  to  soit 
in.  Rigby  kept  that  social  monopoly  distinc- 
livety  to  mark  the  relation  that  subsisted  be- 
tween them  as  patron  and  client.  It  was 
something  to  swagger  about  when  they  woe 
togetht:r  after  their  second  bottle  of  ciareL 
Rigby  kept  his  resolution  for  some  years,  which 
the  frequent  and  prolonged  absence  of  (bi 
Marquess  rendered  not  very  difficult.  Bi 
are  the  creatures  of  circumstances ;  at  least  ihe 
Rigby  race  particularly.  Lord  Monmouth  re- 
turned to  England  one  year,  and  wanted  to  be 
amused.  He  wanted  a  jester :  a  man  about 
him  who  would  make  him,  not  laugh,  for  that 
was  impossible,  but  smile  more  frequently,  tell 
good  stories,  say  good  things,  and  sing  now  and 
then,  especially  French  songs.  Early  if 
Rigby  would  have  attempted  all  this,  though  he 
had  neither  fun,  voice,  nor  ear.  But  his  hold  on 
Lord  Monmouth  no  longer  depended  on  the 
mere  exercise  of  agreeable  qualities,  he  bad 
become  indispensable  to  his  lordship,  by  more 
serious  if  not  higher  considerations.  And 
what  with  auditing  his  accounts,  guarding  his 
boroughs,  writing  him,  when  absent,  gossip  hy 
every  post,  and  when  in  England  deciding  aa 
every  question  and  arranging  every  matter  which 
might  otherwise  have  ruffled  the  sublime  repose 
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of  his  patron's  existence,  Rigby  might  be  ex- 
cused if  he  shrank  a  little  from  the  minor  part 
of  table  wit,  particularly  when  we  remember 
all  his  subterranean  journalism,  his  acid  squibs, 
and  his  malicious  paragraphs,  and,  what  Tadpole 
called,  his  "slashing articles." 

These  "slashing  articles"  were,  indeed,  things 
which,  had  they  appeared  as  anonymous  pam- 
phlets, would  have  obtained  the  contemptuous 
reception  which  in  an  intellectual  view  no  com- 
positions more  surely  deserved ;  but  whispered 
as  the  productions  of  one  behind  the  scenes, 
and  appearing  in  the  pages  of  a  party  review, 
they  were  passed  off  as  genuine  coin,  and  took 
in  great  numbers  of  the  lieges,  especially  in  the 
country.  They  were  written  in  a  style  appar- 
ently modelled  on  the  briefs  of  those  sharp 
attorneys  who  weary  advocates  with  their  clever 
commonplace ;  teasing  with  obvious  comment, 
and  torturing  with  inevitable  inference.  The 
aSectation  of  order  in  the  statement  of  facts 
had  all  the  lucid  method  of  an  adroit  petti- 
fogger. They  dealt  much  in  extracts  from 
newspapers,  quotations  from  the  Annual  Regis- 
ter, parallel  passages  in  forgotten  speeches, 
arranged  with  a  formidable  array  of  dates  rarely 
accurate.  When  the  writer  was  of  opinion  he 
had  made  a  point,  you  may  be  sure  the  hit  was 
in  italics,  that  last  resource  of  the  Forcible 
Peebles.  He  handled  a  particular  in  chronology 
as  if  be  were  proving  an  alibi  at  the  Criminal 
Court.  The  censure  was  coarse  without  being 
Strong,  and  vindictive  when  it  would  have  been 
Now  xnd  then  there  was  a  passage 
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which  aimed  at  a  higher  flight,  and  nothing  can 
be  conceived  more  unlike  genuine  feeling,  or 
more  offensive  to  pure  taste.  And  yet,  per- 
haps, the  most  ludicrous  characteristic  of  these 
factious  gallimaufreys  was  an  occasional  assump- 
tion of  the  high  moral  and  admonitory  tone, 
which,  when  we  recurred  to  the  general  spirit 
of  the  discourse,  and  were  apt  to  recall  the 
character  of  its  writer,  irresistibly  reminded  one 
of  Mrs.  Cote  and  her  prayer-book. 

To  return  to  Lucian  Gay.  It  was  a  rule  with 
Rigby  that  no  one,  if  possible,  should  do  any- 
thing for  Lord  Monmouth  but  himself;  and  ai 
a  jester  must  be  found,  he  was  determined  that 
his  Lordship  should  have  the  best  in  the  market, 
and  that  he  should  have  the  credit  of  furnishing, 
the  article.  As  a  reward,  therefore,  for  many 
past  services,  and  a  fresh  claim  to  his  future 
exertions,  Rigby  one  day  broke  to  Gay  that  the 
hour  had  at  length  arrived  when  the  highest 
object  of  reasonable  ambition  on  his  part,  and 
the  fulfilment  of  one  of  Rigby's  long-cherished 
and  dearest  hopes,  were  alike  to  be  realised.  Gay 
was  to  be  presented  to  Lord  Monmouth  and 
dine  at  Monmouth  House. 

The  acquaintance  was  a  successful  one ;  very 
agreeable  to  both  parties.  Gay  became  an 
habitual  guest  of  Lord  Monmouth  when  his 
patron  was  in  England ;  and  in  his  absence 
received  frequent  and  substantial  marks  of  his 
kind  recoUecrion,  for  Lord  Monmouth  was 
generous  to  those  who  amused  him. 

In  the  meantime  the  hour  of  dinner  is  at 
hand.     Coningsby,  who  had  lost  the  key  of  his 
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n-bag,  which  he  finally  cut  open  with 
I  penknife  that  he  found  on  his  writing-tabie, 
[and  the  blade  of  which  he  broke  in  the  opera- 
jtion,  only  reached  the  drawing-room  as  the 
figure  of  his  grandfather,  leaning  on  his  ivory 
tcane,  and  following  his  guests,  was  just  visible 
'in  the  distance.  He  was  soon  overtaken.  Per- 
iceiving  Coningsby,  Lord  Monmouth  made  him 
jS  bow,  not  so  formal  a  one  as  in  the  morning, 
I  but  still  a  bow,  and  said,  "I  hope  you  liked 
Mouc  drive." 


Mouc  dnvE 


CHAPTER   VI 


_  L  H1TLE  dinner,  not  more  than  the  Muses, 
l-with  all  the  guests  clever,  and  some  pretty, 
TofTers  human  life  and  human  nature  under  very 

favourable  circumstances.  In  the  present  in- 
Ifitance,  too,  every  one  was  anxious  to  please, 

for  the  host  was  entirely  well-bred,  never  selfish 
,  in  little  things,  and  always  contributed  his  quota 

to  the  general  fund  of  polished  sociability. 
I      Although  there  was  realiy  only  one  thought 

in  every  male  mind  present,  still,  regard  for 
Ijhe  ladies,  and  some  little  apprehension  of 
[the  servants,  banished  politics  from  discourse 
[during  the  greater  part  of  the  dinner,  with  the 

occasional  exception  of  some  rapid  and  flying 
[idlusioa  which  the  initiated  understood,  but 
[which  remained  a  mystery  to  the  rest.  Never- 
theless an  old  story  now  and  then  well  told  by 
.  Ormsby,  a  new  joke  now  and  then  well 

introduced  by  Mr.  Gay,  some  dashing  assertion 
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by  Mr,  Bigby.  which,  though  wrong,  was  start- 
ling ;  this  agreeable  blending  of  anecdote,  jest, 
and  paradox,  kept  everything  fluent,  and  pro- 
duced that  degree  of  mild  excitation  which  is 
desirable.  Lord  Monmouth  sometimes  summed 
up  with  an  epigrammatic  sentence,  and  turned 
the  conversation  by  a  question,  in  case  it  dwelt 
loo  much  on  the  same  topic.  Lord  Eskdale 
addressed  himself  principally  to  the  ladies ; 
inquired  after  their  morning  drive  and  doings, 
spoke  of  new  fashions,  and  quoted  a  letter  from 
Paris.  Madame  Colonna  was  not  witty,  but 
she  had  that  sweet  Roman  frankness  which  is 
so  charming.  The  presence  of  a  beautiful 
woman,  natural  and  good-tempered,  even  if 
she  be  not  a  L'Espinasse  or  a  De  Stael,  is 
animating. 

Nevertheless,  owing  probably  to  the  absorbing 
powers  of  the  forbidden  subject,  there  were 
moments  when  it  seemed  that  a  pause  was  im- 
pending, and  Mr,  Ormsby,  an  old  hand,  seized 
one  of  these  critical  instants  to  address  a  good- 
natured  question  to  Coningsby,  whose  acquaint- 
ance he  had  already  cultivated  by  taking  wine 
with  him. 

"And  how  do  you  like  Eton?"  asked  Mr. 
Ormsby. 

It  was  the  identical  question  which  had  been 
presented  to  Coningsby  in  the  memorable  in- 
terview of  the  morning,  and  which  had  received 
no  reply ;  or  rather  had  produced  on  his  part  a 
sentimental  ebullition  that  had  absolutely  des- 
tined or  doomed  him  to  the  Church. 

'I'  should  like  to  see  tbe  teUow  -wUo  i^i  not 
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like  Eton,"  said  Coningsby,  briskly,  determined       J 
this  time  to  be  very  brave.  I 

"  'Gad    I    must  go  down  and  see   the   old        1 
place,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby,  touched  by  a  pensive        1 
reminiscence.     "  One  can  get  a  good  bed  and 
bottle  of  port  at  the  Christopher,  still  ?  " 

"You  had  better  come  and  try,  sir,"  said 
Coningsby.  "  If  you  will  come  some  day  and 
dine  with  me  at  the  Christopher,  I  will  give  you 
such  a  bottle  of  champagne  as  you  never  tasted 
yet." 

The  Marquess  looked  at  him,  but  said 
nothing. 

"  Ah  !  I  liked  a  dinner  at  the  Christopher,"         | 
said    Mr.    Ormsby  ;    "  after   mutton,    mutton. 
mutton,  every  day,  it  was  not  a  bad  thing." 

"  We  had  venison  for  dinner  every  week  last 
season,"  said  Coningsby ;  "  Buckhurst  had  it 
sent  up  from  his  park.  But  I  don't  care  for 
dinner.     Breakfast  is  my  lounge." 

"  Ah  !  those  little  rolls  and  pats  of  butter  ! " 
said  Mr.  Ormsby.  "Short  commons,  though, 
Whatdoyou  thinkwedidin  my  time?  We  used 
to  send  over  the  way  to  get  a  mutton-chop." 

"  I  wish  you  could  see  Buckhurst  and  me  at 
breakfast,"  said  Coningsby,  "with  a  pound  of       J 
Castle's  sausages  I "  I 

"  What  Buckhurst  is  that,  Harry  ?  "  inquired  I 
Lord  Monmouth,  in  a  tone  of  some  interest,  I 
and  for  the  first  time  calhng  him  by  his  Christian 

V  Sir   Charles    Buckhurst,    sir,    a    Berkshire 
Shirley  Park  is  his  place." 
"Why,  that  must  be  Charley's  son,  Eskdale,"       ^ 
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said  Lord  Monmouth  ;  "  I  had  no  idea  fa 
be  so  young." 

"  He  married  late,  you  know,  and  had  oothing 
but  daughters  for  a  long  time." 

"  Welt,  I  hope  there  will  be  no  Reform  Bill 
for  Eton,"  said  Lord  Monmouth,  musingly. 

The  servants  had  now  retired. 

"  I  thinlt,  Lord  Monmouth,"  said  Mr.  Rjgbyi 
"we  must  ask  permission  to  drink  one  toai* 
to-day." 

"  Nay,  I  will  myself  give  it,"  he  replied^ 
"  Madame  Colonna,  you  will,  I  am  sure,  join  ui 
when  we  drink,  the  Duke  !  " 

"  Ah !  what  a  man  ! "  exclaimed  the  Princess, 
"  What  a  pity  it  is  you  have  a  House  of  Com* 
mons  here  t  England  would  be  the  greatest 
country  in  the  world  if  it  were  not  for  that 
House  of  Commons.  It  makes  so  much  con- 
fusion I " 

1"  Don't  abuse  our  property,"  said  Imt^ 
Eskdale;  "Lord  Monmouth  and  I  have  still' 
twenty  votes  of  that  same  body  between  us.") 

"And  there  is  a  combination,"  said  Rigbyj 
"by  which  you  may  still  keep  them."  i 

"  Ah  I  now  for  Rigby's  combination,"  said 
Lord  Eskdale. 

"  The  only  thing  that  can  save  this  country," 
said  Rigby,  "  is  a  coahtion  on  a  sliding  scale," 

"  You  had  better  buy  up  the  Birmingham 
Union  and  the  other  bodies,"  said  Lord  Moa^. 
mouth  ;  "  I  believe  it  might  all  be  done  for  twd 
or  three  hundred  thousand  pounds ;  and  the 
newspapers  loo.  Pitt  would  have  settled  this 
business  long  ago." 
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"  Well,  at  any  rate,  we  are  in,"  said  Rigby 
"and  we  must  do  something." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  Grey's  list  of  new  peers," 
said  Lord  Eskdale.  "  They  say  there  are  several 
members  of  our  club  in  it." 

"And  the  claims  to  the  honour  are  so  oppo- 
sitCi"  said  Lucian  Gay;  "one,  on  account  of  his 
large  estate ;  another,  because  he  has  none ; 
one,  because  he  has  a  well-grown  family  to 
perpetuate  the  title  ;  another,  because  he  has  no 
heir,  and  no  power  of  ever  obtaining  one." 

"  I  wonder  how  he  will  form  his  cabinet,"  said 
Lord  Monmouth  ;  "  the  old  story  won't  do." 

"  I  hear  that  Baring  is  to  be  one  of  the  new 
cards ;  they  say  it  will  please  in  the  city,"  said 
Lord  Eskdale.  "  I  suppose  they  will  pick  out 
of  hedge  and  ditch  everything  that  has  ever  had 
the  semblance  of  liberalism," 

"  Affairs  in  my  time  were  never  so  compli- 
cated," said  Mr.  Ormsby. 

"  Nay,  it  appears  to  me  to  lie  in  a  nutshell," 
said  Lucian  Gay  ;  "  oii^  party  wishes  to  keep 
their  old  boroughs,  and  the  otlier  to  get  their 
new  peers." 

CHAPTER  VII 

The  future  historian  of  the  country  will  be  per- 
plexed lo  ascertain  what  was  the  distinct  object 
which  the  Duke  of  Wellington  proposed  to 
himself  in  the  political  manoeuvres  of  May, 
1832.  It  was  known  that  the  passing  of  the 
Reform  Bill  was  a  condition  absolute  with  t' 
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King  ;  it  was  unquestionable,  that  the  fiist 
general  election  under  the  new  law  must  igno- 
minious!; expel  the  Anti-Reform  Ministry  iioat 
power ;  who  would  then  resume  their  s^ts  on 
the  Opposition  benches  in  both  Houses  with 
the  loss  not  only  of  their  boroughs,  but  of  that 
reputation  for  political  consistency,  which  might 
have  been  some  compensation  for  the  parlia- 
mentary iniiuence  of  which  they  had  been 
deprived.  It  is  difficult  to  recognise  in  this 
premature  effort  of  the  Anti-Reform  leader  to 
thrust  himself  again  into  the  conduct  of  public 
affairs,  any  indications  of  the  p.rpscieat  judgm^ 
which  might  have  been  expected  from  such  a 
quarter.  It  savoured  rather  of  restlessness  than 
of  energy ;  and,  while  it  proved  in  its  progress 
not  only  an  ignorance  on  his  part  of  the  public 
mind,  but  of  the  feelings  of  his  own  party,  it 
terminated  under  circumstances  which  were 
humiliating  to  the  Crown,  and  painfully  signifi- 
cant of  the  future  position  of  the  House  of 
Lords  in  the  new  constitutional  scheme. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  has  ever  been  the 
votary  of  circumstances.  He  cares  little  for 
causes.  He  watches  events  rather  than  seeks 
to  produce  them.  It  is  a  characteristic  oflhe 
military  mind.  Rapid  combinations,  the  resalT 
of  a  quick,  vigilant,  and  comprehensive  glance, 
are  generally  triumphant  in  the  field :  but  io 
civil  affairs,  where  results  are  not  immediate ; 
in  diplomacy  and  in  the  management  of  de- 
liberative assemblies,  where  there  is  much 
intervening  time  and  many  counteracting  causes, 
'  'ig  velocity  of  decision,  this  fitful  and  precipi- 
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late  action,  are  often  productive  of  considerable 
embarrassment,  and  sometimes  of  terrible  dis- 
comfiture. It  is  remarkable  that  men  celebrated 
for  military  prudence  are  often  found  to  be 
headstrong  statesmen.  In  civil  life  a  great 
general  is  frequently  and  strangely  the  creature 
of  impulse ;  influenced  in  his  political  move- 
ments by  the  last  snatch  of  information  ;  and 
often  the  creature  of  the  last  aide-de-camp  who 
has  bis  ear. 

We  shall  endeavour  to  trace  in  another  chapter 
the  reasons  which,  on  this  as  on  previous  and 
subsequent  occasions,  induced  Sir  Robert  Peel 
a  stand  aloof,  if  possible,  from  official  life,  and 
nade  him  reluctant  to  re-enter  the  service  of  his 
Sovereign.  In  the  present  instance,  even  tem- 
porary success  could  only  have  been  secured  by 
the  utmost  decision,  promptness,  and  energy. 
These  were  all  wanting:  some  were  afraid  to 
follow  the  bold  example  of  their  leader ;  many 
were  disinclined.  In  eight-and- forty  hours  it 
ffas  known  there  was  a  "  luich." 

The  Reform  party,  who  had  been  rather 
stupified  than  appalled  by  the  accepted  mission 
of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  collected  their  scat- 
tered senses,  and  rallied  their  forces.  The 
agitators  harangued,  the  mobs  hooted.  The 
City  of  London,  as  if  the  King  had  again  tried 
to  seize  the  five  members,  appointed  a  perma- 
nent committee  of  the  Common  Council  to 
watch  the  fortunes  of  the  "  great  national  mea- 
sure," and  to  report  daily.  Brookes',  which 
the  only  place  that  at  first  was  tea.\\^ 
frightened  and  talked   of    compromise,    ^«w 
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TalianC  again ;  while  foung  Whig  heroes  jumped 
upon  club-room  tables,  and  delivered  fiery  in- 
vectives. Emboldened  b;  these  demonatra- 
tions,  [he  House  of  Commons  met  in  great 
force,  and  passed  a  vote  which  struck,  without 
disguise,  at  all  rival  powers  in  the  State ;  vino- 
ally  announced  its  supremacy ;  revealed  the  for- 
lorn position  of  the  House  of  Lords  under  the 
□ew  arrangement ;  and  seemed  to  lay  for  ever 
the  fluttering  phantom  of  regal  prerogative. 

It  was  on  the  9th  of  May  that  Lord  Lynd- 
hurst  was  with  the  King,  and  on  the  i5tb  all 
was  over.  Nothing  in  parliamentary  history  so 
humiliating  as  the  funeral  oration  delivered  that 
day  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington  over  the  old 
constitution,  that,  modelled  on  the  Venetian, 
had  governed  England  since  the  accession  of 
the  House  of  Hanover.  He  described  hiE 
Sovereign,  when  his  Grace  first  repaired  to  his 
Majesty,  as  in  a  state  of  the  greatest  "  difficult 
and  distress,"  appealing  to  his  never-failing 
loyalty  to  extricate  him  from  his  trouble  asd 
vexation.  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  represent- 
ing the  House  of  Lordsy  sympathises  with  tht 
King,  and  pledges  his  utmost  efforts  for  his 
Majesty's  relief.  But  after  five  days'  ejiertioDi 
this  man  of  indomitable  will  and  invincible  for- 
tunes, resigns  the  task  in  discomfiture  and 
despair,  and  alleges  as  the  only  and  suffident 
teason  of  his  utter  and  hopeless  defeat,  that  the 
House  of  Commons  had  come  to  a  vote  which 
ran  comiier  to  the  contemplated  exercise  of 
tbe  (McrogUiTe. 

1  tfau  mocBent  power  passed  from  die 
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House  of  Lords  to  another  assembly.  Eul  if 
the  peers  have  ceased  to  be  magtiificoes,  may  it 
not  also  happen  that  the  Sovereign  may  cease 
to  be  a  Doge?  It  is  not  impossible  that  the 
political  movements  of  our  time,  which  seem  on 
the  surface  to  have  a  tendency  10  democracy, 
may  have  in  reality  a  monarchical  bias. 

In  less  than  a  fortnight's  time  the  House  of 
Lords,  like  James  II.,  having  abdicated  their 
functions  by  absence,  the  Reform  Bill  passed ; 
(he  ardent  monarch,  who  a  few  months  before 
had  expressed  his  readiness  to  go  down  to 
Parliament,  in  a  hackney-coach  if  necessary, 
lo  assist  its  progress,  now  declining  personally 
to  give  his  assent  to  its  provisions. 

In  the  protracted  discussions  to  which  this 
celebrated  measure  gave  rise,  nothing  is  more 
remarkable  than  the  perplexities  into  which  the 
speakers  of  both  sides  are  thrown,  when  they 
touch  upon  the  nature  of  the  representative 
principle.  On  one  hand  it  was  maintained 
that,  under  the  old  system,  the  people  were 
virtually  represented;  while,  on  the  other,  it 
was.  triumphantly  urged,  that  if  the  principle  be 
conceded,  the  people  should  not  be  virtually, 
but  actually,  represented.  But  who  are  the 
people?  And  where  are  you  to  draw  a  line? 
And  why  should  there  be  any  ?  It  was  urged 
that  a  contribution  to  the  taxes  was  the  consti- 
tutional qualification  for  the  suffrage.  But  we 
have  established  a  system  of  taxation  in  this 
country  of  so  remarkable  a  nature,  that  the 
beggar  who  chews  his  quid  as  he  sweeps  a 
crossing,  is  contributing  to  the  imposts  1     Is  he 
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to  have  a  vote  7     He  is  one  of  the  people  V 

he  yields  his  quota  to  the  public  burthens. 

Amid  these  conBicting  statements,  and  these 
confounding  conclusions,  it  is  singular  that  aO 
member  of  either  House  should  have  recurred 
to  the  original  character  of  these  popular  as- 
semblies, which  have  always  prevailed  among 
the  northern  nations.  We  still  retain  in  ' 
antique  phraseology  of  our  statutes  the  t 
which  might  have  beneficially  guided  a  modem 
Reformer  in  his  reconstructive  labours. 

When  the  crowned  Northman  consulted  on 
the  welfare  of  his  kingdom,  he  assembled  the 
Estates  of  his  realm.  Now  an  estate  is  a  class 
of  the  nation  invested  with  political  rights. 
There  appeared  the  estate  of  the  clergy,  of  the 
barons,  of  other  classes.  In  the  ScandinaTiao 
kingdoms  to  this  day,  the  estate  of  the  peasants 
sends  its  representatives  to  the  Diet  In  Et^- 
land,  under  the  Normans,  the  Church  and  the 
Baronage  were  convoked,  together  with  the 
estate  of  the  Community,  a  term  which  then 
probably  described  the  inferior  holders  of  landi 
whose  tenure  was  not  immediate  of  the  Crown, 
This  Third  Estate  was  so  numerous  that  con- 
venience suggested  its  appearance  by  represen- 
tation ;  while  the  others,  more  limited,  appeared, 
and  stili  appear,  personally.  The  Third  Estate 
was  reconstructed  as  circumstances  developed 
themselves.  It  was  a  Reform  of  Parliament 
when  the  towns  were  summoned. 

In  treating  the  House  of  the  Third  Estate  aa 
the  House  of  the  People,  and  not  as  the  House 
.  ^  a  privileged  class,  the  Ministry  and  Parlia- 
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meat  of  1831  virtually  conceded  the  principle  of 
Universal  Suffrage,  In  this  point  of  view  (he 
/'ten-pound  franchise  was  an  arbitrary,  irrational, 
and  impolitic  qualification.  It  had,  indeed,  the 
merit  of  simplicity,  and  so  had  the  constitutions 
of  Abbe  Sieyes.  ■  But  its  immediate  and  inevit- 
able result  was  Chartism. 

But  if  the  Ministry  and  Parliament  of  1831 
had  announced  that  the  time  had  arrived  when 
the  Third  Estate  should  be  enlarged  and  re- 
constructed, they  would  have  occupied  an  intel- 
ligible position  ;  and  if,  instead  of  simplicity  of  , 
elements  in  its  reconstruction,  they  had  sought, 
on  the  contrary,  various  and  varying  materials 
which  would  have  neutralised  the  painful  pre- 
dominance of  any  particular  interest  in  the  new 
scheme,  and  prevented  those  banded  jealousies 
which  have  been  its  consequences,  the  nation 
would  have  found  itself  in  a  secure  condition. 
Another  class  not  less  numerous  than  the  exist- 
ing one,  and  invested  with  privileges  not  less 
important,  would  have  been  added  to  the  public 
estates  of  the  realm ;  and  the  bewildering  pbiase 
I"  the  People"  would  have  remained,  what  it  ^ 
reallyils,  a  term  of  natural  philosophy,  and  not  A 
of  political  science. 

During  this  eventful  week  of  May,  183J, 
when  ah  important  revolution  was  effected  in 
the  most  considerable  of  modern  kingdoms,  in 
a  manner  so  tranquil  that  the  victims  themselves 
were  scarcely  conscious  at  the  time  of  the  catas- 
trophe, Coningsby  passed  his  hours  in  unac- 
EUatomed  pleasures,  and  in  novel  excitemer\t, 
'■  lough  he  heard  daily  from  the  lips  c"^  "*'- 
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^^^Kigby  and  his  friends  that   England  W^W 

'  ever  lost,  the  assembled  guests  stiU  contrived  t 

do  justice  to  his  grandfather's  excellent  diiinen 

nor  did  the  impending  ruin  chat  awaited  the: 

prevent  the  Princess  Colonna  from  going  to  tl 

;  Opera,  whither   she  very  good-naturedly  tot 

i  Coningsby.     Madame   Colonna,    indeed,    ga' 

;  such   gratifying   accounts    of    her   dear   youo 

I  friend,  that  Coningsby  became  daily  a  great 

favourite  with  Lord  Monmouth,  who  cherish< 

.'  the  idea  that  his  grandson  had  inherited  ni 

merely  the  colour  of  his  eyes,  but  something 

his  shrewd  and  fearless  spirit. 

With  Lucretia,  Coningsby  did  not  much  a 
vance.  She  remained  silent  and  sullen.  Sb 
was  not  beautiful ;  paUid,  with  a  lowering  broi 
and  an  eye  that  avoided  meeting  another' 
Madame  Colonna,  though  good-natured,  fell  ' 
her  something  of  the  affection  for  which  at 
mothers  are  celebrated.  Lucretia,  indeed,  d 
not  encourage  her  kindness,  which  irritated  b 
step-mother,  who  seemed  seldom  to  address  hi 
but  to  rate  and  chide  ;  Lucretia  never  replie 
but  looked  dogged.  Her  father,  the  PrinC 
did  not  compensate  for  this  treatment.  Tl 
memory  of  her  mother,  whom  he  had  great 
disliked,  did  not  soften  his  heart.  He  was 
man  still  young ;  slender,  not  tall ;  very  ban 
some,  but  worn  ;  a  haggard  Anttnous  ;  his  bea 
tiful  hair  daily  thinning;  his  dress  rich  at 
effeminate ;  many  Jewels,  much  lace.  He  ei 
dom  spoke,  but  was  polished,  though  moody. 
At  the  end  of  the  week,  Coningsby  returni 
Eton,     On  the  eve  o(  \\\5  de^aita^e,  tjo 
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Monmouth  desired  his  grandson  to  meet  him 
in  his  apartments  on  the  morrow,  before  quit- 
ting his  roof.  This  farewell  visit  was  as  kind 
and  gracious  as  the  first  one  had  been  repul- 
sive. Lord  Monmouth  gave  Coningsby  his 
blessiug  and  ten  pounds ;  desired  that  he  would 
order  a  dress,  anything  he  liked,  for  the  ap- 
proaching Montem,  which  Lord  Monmouth 
meant  to  attend;  and  informed  his  grandson 
that  he  should  order  that  in  future  a  proper 
supply  of  game  and  venison  should  be  for- 
warded to  Eton  for  the  use  of  himself  and  his 
friends. 


CHAPTER   VIII 

After  eight  o'clock  school,  the  day  following 
the  return  of  Coningsby,  according  to  custom, 
he  repaired  to  Buckhurst's  room,  where  Henry 
Sydney,  Lord  Vers,  and  our  hero  held  with  him 
their  breakfast  mess.  They  were  all  in  the  fifth 
form,  and  habitual  companions,  on  the  river  or 
on  the  Fives'  Wall,  at  cricket  or  at  foot-ball. 
The  return  of  Coningsby,  their  leader  alike  in 
iport  and  study,  inspired  them  to-day  with  un- 
usual spirits,  which,  to  say  the  truth,  were  never 
particularly  depressed.  Where  he  had  been, 
what  he  had  seen,  what  he  had  done,  what  sort 
of  fellow  his  grandfather  was,  whether  the  visit 
had  been  a  success;  here  were  materials  for 
almost  endless  inquiry.  And,  indeed,  to  dQ 
them  justice,  !he  !ast  question  was  not  the  \ea.s\. 
ta  them ;  for  the    deep    and    coxi\^ 
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interest  which  all  felt  in  Coningsby's  welbre  fet 
outweighed  the  cuiiasity  which,  under  ordiiiai]|| 
circumstances,  they  would  have  experienced  or 
the  return  of  one  of  their  companions  from  .ai 
unusual  visit  to  London.  The  report  of  theil 
friend  imparted  to  them  unbounded  satisfac* 
tion,  when  they  learned  that  his  relative  wa* 
a  splendid  fellow;  that  he  had  been  loaded 
with  kindness  and  favours  ;  that  Monmoudi 
House,  the  wonders  of  which  he  rapidly 
sketched,  was  hereafter  to  be  his  home;  thai 
Lord  Monmouth  was  coming  down  to  Mont^n; 
that  Coningsby  was  to  order  any  dress  he  liked, 
build  a  new  boat  if  he  chose ;  and,  finally,  bad 
been  pouched  in  a  matmer  worthy  of  a  Mar- 
quess and  a  grandfather. 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Buckhurst,  when  the  hul>- 
bub  had  a  little  subsided,  "  I  am  afraid  you  will 
not  half  like  it,  Coningsby ;  but,  old  felloWj 
I  had  no  idea  you  would  be  back  this  mormng}! 
,  I  have  asked  Millbank  to  breakfast  here." 

A  cioud  stole  over  the  clear  brow  oC 
Coningsby. 

"  It  was  my  fault,"  said  the  amiable  Henry 
Sydney;  "but  I  really  wanted  to  be  civil  to 
Millbank,  and  as  you  were  not  here,  I  put 
Buckhurst  up  to  ask  him."  >, 

"Well,"  said  Coningsby,  as  if  sullenly  ro 
signed,  "  never  mind ;  but  why  should  you  a"*^^ 
an  infernal  manufacturer?" 

"Why  the  Duke  always  wished  me  to  pay 
him  some  attention,"  said  Lord  Henry,  mildlyii 
"  His  family  were  so  civil  to  us  when  we  were: 
jt  Afaacbester." 
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Snchesler,  indeed  I"  said  Comngsby;  "if 
ou  knew  what  1  do  about  Manchester  I  A 
retty  state  we  have  been  in  in  London  this 
reek  past  with  your  Manchesters  and  Birmiog- 
amst" 

"Come,  come,  Coningsby,"  said  Lord  Vere, 
tie  son  of  a  Whig  minister;  "I  am  all  for 
itanchester  and  Birmingham." 

"Il  is  all  up  with  the  country,  I  can  tell  you," 
Bid  Coningsby,  with  the  air  of  one  who  was  in 
he  secret. 

"My  father  says  it  will  all  go  right  now,"  re- 
oined  Lord  Vere.  "  I  had  a  letter  from  my 
itter  yesterday." 

"They  say  we  shall  all  lose  our  estates, 
hough,"  said  Buckhurst ;  "I  know  I  shall  not 
pre  up  mine  without  a  fight.  Shirley  was  be- 
aeged,  you  know,  in  the  civil  wars ;  and  the 
lebels  got  infernally  licked." 

"  I  think  that  all  the  people  about  Beau- 
nanoir  would  stand  by  the  Duke,"  said  Lord 
Henry,  pensively. 

"Well,  you  may  depend  upon  it  you  will 
iave  it  very  soon,"  said  Coningsby.  "  I  know 
tfrom  the  best  authority." 

"It  depends  on  whether  my  father  remains 
in,"  said  Lord  Vere.  "He  is  the  only  man 
■bo  can  govern  the  country  now.  All  say 
that" 

At  this  moment  MiUbank  entered.  He  was 
I  good-looking  faoy,  somewhat  shy,  and  yet  with 
I  sincere  expression  in  his  countenance.  He 
WW  evidently  not  extreraeJy  intimate  wifti  tYiose 
trho   were  aon-  his   companions.      BucVtiMitt, 
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and  Henry  Sydney,  and  Vere,  welcomet 
cordially.     He  looked  at  Coningsby  with  some 
constraint,  and  then  said — 

"You  have  been  in  London,  Coningsby?* 

;'Yes,  I  have  been  there  during  al!  the  r 

fc  You  must  have  had  a  rare  lark." 

f'Yes,  if  having  your  windows  broken  by  S 
Bob  be  a  rare  lark,  They  could  not  break  mj 
grandfather's,  though.  Monmouth  House  is  ia 
a  court-yard.  All  noblemen's  houses  should  bft 
in  court-yards."  , 

"  I  was  glad  to  see  it  all  ended  very  well," 
said  Millbank. 

"  It  has  not  begun  yet,"  said  Coningsby. 

"What?"  said  Millbank. 

"  Why,  the  revolution." 

"  The  Reform  Bill  will  prevent  a  revolutu>% 
my  father  says,"  said  Millbank. 

"By  Jove!   here's   the  goose,"  said   But 
hiurst. 

At  this  moment  there  entered  the  room  ii 
little  boy,  the  scion  of  a  noble  house,  beaiil^ 
a  roasted  goose,  which  he  had  carried  from  the 
kitchen  of  the  opposite  inn,  the  Christopheii 
The  lower  boy  or  fag,  depositing  his  buithcBj 
asked  his  master  whether  he  had  further  needi 
of  him ;  and  Buckhurst,  after  looking  round 
the  table,  and  ascertaining  that  he  bad  not) 
gave  him  permission  to  retire;  but  he  had 
scarcely  disappeared,  when  his  master  singing 
out,  "Lower  boy,  St.  John!"  he  immediately 
re-entered,  and  demanded  his  master's  pleasure, 
which  was,  that  he  should  pour  some  water  in 
'gte^pot.     This  being  accomp\\s\ieA, ?.\-  \a\\a. 


The  New  Generation        57 

eally  made  his  escape,  and  retired  to  a  pupil- 
Win,  where  the  bullying  of  a  tutor,  because  he 
ad  no  derivations,  exceeded  in  all  probability 
ae  buUying  of  his  master,  had  he  contrived  in 
is  passage  from  the  Christopher  to  have  upset 
he  goose  or  dropped  the  sausages. 

In  their  merry  meal,  the  Reform  Bill  was 
M^otten.  Their  thoaghts  were  soon  con- 
sentred  in  their  little  world,  though  it  must  be 
Iwned  that  visions  of  palaces  and  beautiful 
Idies  did  occasionally  flit  over  the  brain  of 
me  of  the  company.  But  for  him  especially 
here  was  much  of  interest  and  novelty.  So 
Duch  had  happened  in  his  absence !  There 
fas  a  week's  arrears  for  him  of  Eton  annals. 
They  were  recounted  in  so  fresh  a  spirit,  and  in 
Hich  vivid  colours,  that  Coningsby  lost  nothing 
1j  his  London  visit.  All  the  bold  feats  that 
lad  been  done,  and  all  the  bright  things  that 
lad  been  said ;  all  the  triumphs,  and  all  the 
ailnres,  and  all  the  scrapes ;  how  popular  one 
nastei  had  made  himself,  and  how  ridiculous 
mother;  all  was  detailed  with  a  liveliness,  a 
andonr,  and  a  picturesque  ingenuousness, 
fhich  would  have  made  the  fortune  of  a  Hero- 
lotus  or  a  Froissart, 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,"  said  Buckhurst,  "  I  move 
hat  after  twelve  we  five  go  up  to  Maiden- 
tead." 

Agreed ;  agreed  I " 


K agreed  I ' 


I 
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CHAPTER   IX 


MiLLBANK  was  the  son  of  one  of  the  wealthier 
lufacturers  in  Lancashire.  ,  His  fatho] 
whose  opinions  were  of  a  veiy  democratM 
bent,  sent  his  son  to  Eton,  though  be  dillf 
approved  of  the  system  of  education  pursued 
there,  to  show  that  he  had  as  much  right  to  d( 
so  as  any  duke  in  the  land.  He  bad,  howeve^ 
brought  up  his  only  boy  with  a  due  prejudiCB 
against  every  sentiment  or  institution  of  ai 
aristocratic  character,  and  had  especially  in 
pressed  upon  him  in  his  school  career,  to  a.v(ai 
the  slightest  semblance  of  courting  the  affed 
tions  or  society  of  any  member  of  the  false^ 
held  superior  class.  i 

The  character  of  the  son,  as  much  as  tin 
influence  of  the  father,  tended  to  the  fulGlmea 
of  these  injunctions.  Oswald  Millbank  was  g 
a  proud  and  independent  nature;  reserved,  I 
little  stern.  The  early  and  constantly-reiteratej 
dogma  of  his  father,  that  he  belonged  to  a  clas 
debarred  from  its  just  position  in  the  socii 
system,  had  aggravated  the  grave  and  sotot 
what  discontented  humour  of  his  blood.  Hi 
talents  were  considerable,  though  invests) 
with  no  dazzling  quality.  He  had  not  tha 
quick  and  brilliant  apprehension,  which,  com 
bined  with  a  memory  of  rare  retentiveness,  hai 
already  advanced  Coningsby  far  beyond  his  age 
and  made  him  already  looked  to  as  the  futuf 
hero  of  the  school.     But  Millbank  i 
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one  of  those  strong,  industrious  volitions  whose 
perseverance  amounts  almost  to  genius,  and 
nearly  attains  its  results.  Though  Coningsby 
Was  by  a  year  his  junior,  they  were  rivals.  This 
circumstance  had  no  tendency  to  remove  the 
prejudice  which  Coningsby  entertained  against 
him,  but  its  bias  on  the  part  of  Millbank  had  a 
contrary  effect. 

The  influence  of  the  individual  is  nowhere 
so  sensible  as  at  school.  There  the  personal 
qualities  strike  without  any  intervening  and 
counteracting  causes.  A  gracious  presence, 
Doble  sentiments,  or  a  happy  talent,  make  their 
way  there  at  once,  without  preliminary  inquiries 
Bs  to  what  set  they  are  in,  or  what  family  they 
ije  of,  how  much  they  have  a-year,  or  where 
ttiey  live.  Now,  on  no  spirit  had  the  influence 
of  Coningsby,  already  the  favourite,  and  soon 
■probably  to  become  the  idol,  of  the  school,  fallen 
more  effectually  than  on  that  of  Millbank,  though 
at  was  an  influence  that  no  one  could  suspect 
except  its  votary  or  its  victim. 

At  school,  friendship  is  a  passion.  It  en- 
trances the  being ;  it  tears  the  soul.  All  loves 
of  after-life  can  never  bring  its  rapture,  or  its 
(rretchedness ;  no  bliss  so  absorbing,  no  pangs 
of  jealousy  or  despair  so  crushing  and  so  keen ! 
What  tenderness  and  what  devotion ;  what 
illimitable  confidence  j  infinite  revelations  of  in- 
most thoughts;  what  ecstatic  present  and 
tomanric  future  ;  what  bitter  estrangements  and 
what  melting  reconciliations;  what  scenes  of 
wild  recrimination,  agitating  explanations,  pas- 
correspondence;  what  insane  sens\ti.\e- 


.JJ 
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ness,  and  nhat  fraatic  sensibility ;  what  eaith- 
quakes  of  the  heart  and  whirlwinds  of  the  soi4 
are  confined  in  that  simple  phrase,  a  schoolboy^ 
friendship  !  'Tis  some  indefinite  recoUecdon  of 
these  mystic  passages  of  theii  youDg  emotioil 
that  makes  grey-haired  men  moum  over  the 
mepiory  of  their  schoolboy  days.  It  is  a  spell 
that  can  soften  the  acerbity  of  political  warfare, 
and  with  its  witchery  can  call  forth  a  sigh  even 
amid  the  callous  bustle  of  fashionable  saloont- 
The  secret  of  Millbank's  life  was  a  passionate 
admiration  and  affection  for  Coningsby.  ■  Pride,  ] 
his  natural  reserve,  and  his  father's  injunctions, 
had,  however,  hitherto  successfully  combined  lo 
restrain  the  slightest  demonstration  of  these 
sentiments.  Indeed,  Coningsby  aod  himself  J 
were  never  companions,  except  in  school,  ocifl 
some  public  game.  The  demeanour  of  Con- 
ingsby gave  no  encouragement  to  intimacy  tQ 
one,  who,  under  any  circumstances,  would  baT4 
required  considerable  invitation  to  open  himr 
self.  So  Millbank  fed  in  silence  on  a  ch«ished 
idea.  It  was  his  happiness  to  be  in  the  saine 
form,  to  join  in  the  same  sport,  with  Coningsby; 
occasionally  to  be  thrown  in  unusual  contat^ 
with  him,  to  exchange  slight  and  not  unkind 
words.  In  their  division  they  were  riva" 
Millbank  sometimes  triumphed,  but  to  be  vi 
quLshed  by  Coningsby  was  for  him  not  wil 
out  a  degree  of  wild  satisfaction.  Not  a  g( 
ture,  not  a  phrase  from  Coningsby,  that  he 
not  watch  and  ponder  over  and  treasure 
Coningsby  was  his  model,  alike  in  studies, 
mannBrs,  or  in  pastimes  ;  the  aptest  scholar, 
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gayest  wit,  the  most  graceful  associate,  the  most 
accomplished  playmate  :  his  standard  of  the  ex- 
cellent. Yet  Millbank  was  the  very  last  boy  in 
the  school  who  would  have  had  credit  given 
him  by  his  companions  for  profound  and  ardent 
feeling.  He  was  not  indeed  unpopular.  The 
favourite  of  the  school  like  Coningsby,  he  could, 
under  no  circumstances,  ever  have  become ; 
nor  was  he  qualified  to  obtain  that  general 
graciousness  among  the  multitude,  which  the 
sweet  disposition  of  Henry  Sydney,  or  the  gay 
*"  mon  of  Buckhurst,  acquired  without  an 
Millbank  was  not  blessed  with  the 
if  manner.  He  seemed  close  and  cold ; 
^  was  courageous,  just,  and  inflexible ; 
allied,  and  to  his  utmost  would  prevent 
'  The  little  boys  looked  up  to  him  as  a 
Mtector;  and  his  word,  too,  throughout 
;  a  proverb :  and  truth  ranks  a 
ility  among  boys.  In  a  word,  Mill- 
9  respected  by  those  among  whom  he 
"  school-boys  scan  character  more 
n  men  suppose, 
sr  of  Henry  Sydney,  quartered  in 
,  had  been  wounded  recendy  in  a 
id  received  great  kindness  from  the 
;  family,  in  whose  immediate  neigh- 
'  '  e  disturbance  had  occurred.  The 
id  impressed  on  Henry  Sydney  to 
;  with  cordiality  to  the  younger 
;  Eton,  the  sense  which  his  family 
these  benefits ;  but  though 
:  neither  time  nor  opportunity  in 
I  injunction,  which  was  gratefuV  to 
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IM  ovn  heart,  be  finled  in  c 


«M  Camesbfa   ittedn;   Mid   i 

6icod,  woild  at  the  fir^  glance  li 

ndepeodeaUr  of  all  other  ^ 

mom  dairaUe  t«Rilt  for  MJIlbank  I 

plilh.      But,   perhaps,  this  Tery  ( 

aAxded  additional  leasaas  for  the  a 

all  encottragement  with  which  be  icceiwed  I 

ewtuica  of  Lord  Heniy.     Millbanlc  s 

that  Omingsbf  was  not  affected  in  t 

and  hii  pride  recoiled  from  gaining,  by  anyil 

direct  means,  an  intimacj*  which  to  have  <* 

Lained  in  a  plain  and  express   caannet  1 

have  deeply  gratified  him.    However,  tl 

invitation  of  Buckhurst  and  Her 

the  fear  that  a  persistence  in  refusd  H 

misinterpreted  into  churlishness,  1 

brought  Millbank  to  their  breakfastmess,^ 

when  he  accepted  their  invitation,  he  did  i 

apprehend   that  Coningsby  would  have   !" 

present. 

It  was  about  an  hour  before  sunset,  the  da 
this  very  breakfast,  and  a  good  number  of  b 
In  lounging  groups,  were  collected  in  the  I 
Walk.  Th«  sports  and  matches  of  the  t 
were  over.  Criticism  had  succeeded  to  ac; 
in  KUlltnK  and  in  cricket.  They  talked  ( 
the  explmi*  of  the  morning;  canvassed 
nieril*  of  ih«  competitors,  marked  the  fello 
whOMu    piny  nr  whose   stroke  was   improvingj^j 

!]lanood   at    imdthcr   whose    promise    had   ; 
>cun  fLilfllli'd ;  iliicuiscd  the  pretensions, 
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adjudged  the  palm.  Thus  public  opinion  is 
formed.  Some,  too,  might  be  seen  with  their 
books  and  exercises,  intent  on  the  inevitable 
and  impending  tasks.  Among  these,  some  un- 
happy wight  in  the  remove,  wandering  about 
with  his  bat,  after  parochial  fashion,  seeking 
relief  in  the  shape  of  a  verse.  A  hard  lot  this, 
to  know  that  you  must  be  delivered  of  fourteen 
verses  at  least  in  the  twenty-four  liours,  and  to 
be  conscious  that  you  are  pregnant  of  none. 
The  lesser  boys,  urchins  of  tender  years, 
clustered  like  flies  round  the  baskets  of  certain 
vendors  of  sugary  delicacies  that  rested  on  the 
Long  Walk  walL  The  pallid  countenance,  the 
lack-lustre  eye,  the  hoarse  voice  clogged  with 
accumulated  phlegm,  indicated  too  surely  the 
irreclaimable  and  hopeless  votary  of  lollypop,  1 

the  opium-eater  of  school-boys. 

"  It  is  settled,  the  match  to-morrow  shall  be         ' 
between  Aquatics  and  Drybobs,"  said  a  senior 
boy ;   who   was  arranging  a  future  match  at 
cricket 

"But  what  is  to  be  done  about  Fielding 
major?  "  inquired  another.  "He  has  not  paid 
his  boating  money,  and  I  say  he  has  no  right  to 
play  among  the  Ai^uatics  before  he  has  paid  his 
money." 

"  Oh  !  but  we  must  have  Fielding  major,  he  is 
such  a  devil  of  a  swipe." 

"  I  declare  he  shall  not  piay  among  the  Aqua- 
tics if  he  does  not  pay  his  boating  money.  Il 
is  an  infernal  shame." 

"Let  us  ask  Buckhurst.  Where  is  Buck- 
hurst  ? "  J 


64  Coningsby  ;    or 

"Have  you  got  any  toffy?"  inquired  a  didl- 
looking  little  boy,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  of  one  Of 

the  vendors  of  scholastic  confectionery. 

"Tom  Trot,  sir." 

"No;  I  want  toffy." 

"Very  nice  Tom  Trot,  sir." 

"  No,  I  want  toffy ;  I  have  been  eating  Tom 
Trot  all  day." 

"  Where  is  Bockhurst  ?  We  must  settle  about 
the  Aquatics." 

"  Well,  I  for  one  will  not  play  if  Fieldii^ 
major  plays  amongst  the  Aquatics.  That  is 
settled." 

"  Oh !  nonsense ;  he  will  pay  his  money  tf 
you  ask  him." 

"I  shall  not  aSk  him  again.  The  captain 
duns  us  every  day.     It  is  an  infernal  shame." 

"I  say,  Burnham,  where  can  one  get  some 
toffy?     This  fellow  never  has  any." 

"  I  will  tell  you ;  at  Barnes'  on  the  bridge. 
The  best  toffy  in  the  world," 

"  I  will  go  at  once.     I  must  have  some  tofly." 

"Just  help  me  with  this  verse,  Collins,"  said 
one  boy  to  another,  in  an  imploring  tone, 
"that's  a  good  fellow." 

"  Well,  give  it  us ;  first  syllable  in  fabri  is 
short;  three  false  quantities  in  the  two  first 
lines  !  You're  a  pretty  one.  There,  I  have 
done  it  for  you." 

"That's  a  good  fellow." 

"Any  fellow  ftecn  Uuckhorst?" 

"Gone  up  the  river  with  Coningsby  and 
Henry  Sydney." 

"  3ut  he  musl  be  back  by  this  time.     I  want 
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m  to  make  the  list  for  the  match  to-morrow. 
(Where  the  deuce  can  Buckhurst  be? " 

And  now,  as  rumours  rise  in  society  we  know 
kot  how,  so  there  was  suddenly  a  flying  report 
in  this  multitude,  the  origin  of  which  no  one  in 
pis  alarm  stopped  to  ascertain,  that  a  boy  was 

I  Every  heart  was  agitated. 
'  What  boy?  When,  where,  how?  Who  was 
absent?  Who  had  been  on  the  river  to-day? 
lEuckhurst.  The  report  ran  that  Buckhurst  was 
prowned.  Great  were  the  trouble  and  conster- 
nation. Buckhurst  was  ever  much  liked ;  and 
pow  no  one  remembered  anything  but  his  good 
Qualities. 

j     "Who  heard  it  was  Buckhurst?"  said  Sedg- 
wick, captain  of  the  school,  coming  forward. 

"I  heard  Bradford  tell  Palmer  it  was  Buck- 
liurst,"  said  a  little  boy. 
"  Where  is  Bradford  ?  " 
"  Here." 

"  What  do  you  know  about  Buckhurst  ?  " 
"Wentworih   told   me  that  he   was  afraid 
Buckhurst  was  drowned.     He  heard  it  at  the 
IS ;  a  bargeman  told  him  about  a  quarter 
if  an  hour  ago." 

"  Here  is  Wentworth  !  Here  is  Wentworth  t " 
I  hundred  voices  exclaimed,  and  they  formed  a 
jarcle  round  him. 

"  Well,  what  did  you  hear,  Wentworth  ? " 
Bked  Sedgwick, 

"I  was  at  the  Erocas,  and  a  Bargee  told  ■nje 
lat  an  Eton  fellow  had  been  drowned  above 
orlef,  and  the  only  Eton  boat  above  S\iT\e'j 
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to-day,  as  I  can  learn,  is  Buckbarst's  four-oob 

That  is  all." 

There  was  a  muimur  of  hope. 

"  Oh  !  come,  come,"  said  Sedgwidt,  "  there  it 
some  chance.  Who  is  with  Buckhurst;  vfac£ 
knows  ? " 

"I  saw  him  walk  down  to  the  Brocas  wiA 
Vere,"  said  a  boy. 

"  I  hope  it  is  not  Vere,"'  said  a  little  boy,  widl 
a  tearful  eye;  "he  never  lets  any  fellow  haOf 
me." 

"Here  is  Maltravers,"  halloed  out  a  boy; 
"  he  knows  something." 

"  Well,  what  do  you  know,  Maltravers  ?  " 

"  I  heard  Boots  at  the  Christopher  say  ttutt 
Eton  fellow  was  drowned,  and  that  he  had  see» 
a  person  who  was  there." 

"  Bring  Boots  here,"  said  Sedgwick. 

Instantly  a  band  of  boys  rushed  over  the  way, 
and  in  a  moment  the  witness  was  produced. 

"What  have  you  heard,  Sam,  about  this 
accident  ? "  said  Sedgwick. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  heard  a  young  gentleman  was 
drowned  above  Monkey  Island,"  said  Boots. 

"And  no  name  mentioned?" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  helieve  it  was  Mr.  Coningsby. 

A  general  groan  of  horror, 

"  Coningsby,  Coningsby  I  By  Heavens  I  hopff 
not,"  said  Sedgwick.  I 

"  I  very  much  fear  so,"  said  Boots ;  "  as  how 
ihe  bargeman  who  told  me  saw  Mr.  Coningsbf 
in  the  Lock  House  laid  out  in  flannels." 

"  I  had  sooner  any  fellow  had  been  drowned 
tlian  Coningsby,"  whispered  one  boy  to  anotheni 
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"I  liked  him,  the  best  fellow  at  Eton,"  re- 
sponded his  companion,  in  a  smothered  tone. 

"What  a  clever  fellow  he  was ! " 

"  Asd  so  deuced  generous  ! " 

"He  would  have  got  the  medal  if  he  had 
lived." 

"And  how  came  he  to  be  drowned?  for  he 
was  such  a  fine  swimmer  !  " 

"  I  heerd  Mr.  Coningsby  was  saving  another's 
Bfe,"  continued  Boots  in  his  evidence,  "which 
makes  it  in  a  manner  more  sorrowful." 

"Poor  Coningsby]"  exclaimed  a  boy,  burst- 
ing into  tears  :  "  I  move  the  whole  school  goes 
into  mourning." 

"  I  wish  we  could  get  hold  of  this  bargeman," 
siud  Sedgwick.  "  Now  stop,  stop,  don't  all  run 
away  in  that  mad  manner;  you  frighten  the 
people.  Charles  Herbert  and  Palmer,  you  two 
go  down  to  the  Brocas  and  inquire  " 

But  just  at  this  moment,  an  increased  stir  and 
excitement  were  evident  in  the  Long  Walk ;  the 
circle  round  Sedgwick  opened,  and  there  ap- 
peared Henry  Sydney  and  Buckhurst. 

There  was  a  dead  silence.  It  was  impossible 
that  suspense  could  be  strained  to  a  higher  pitch. 
The  air  and  countenance  of  Sydney  and  Buck- 
burst  were  rather  excited  than  mournful  or 
alarmed.  They  needed  no  inquiries,  for  before 
they  had  penetrated  the  circle  they  had  become 
aware  of  its  cause. 

Buckhurst,  the  most  energetic  of  beings,  was 
of  course  the  first  to  speak.  Henry  Sydney 
indeed  looked  pale  and  nervous ;  but  his  com- 
panion, flushed  and  resolute,  knew  exact\7  \«»i 


" It  is  an  a  &1k  tepnt,  ma  mtSanai  Be;  Can- 
ingsbr  is  quite  al^  aoA  oobcxlf  is  chowned* 

'nerc  was  a  cheo^  tfau  BB^  hsve  besD  heazd 
al  Windsor  Cxsdc     Then,  Coimi^  to  Sedgwick, 


"  It  H  ail  tigbt,  bat,  bj  Jove !  we  have  bat!  > 
Aarer.  1  wiD  td)  ym  ^  in  a  momenc.  but  «e 
mmt  to  keep  tbe  thine  tpi^  xod  so  let  the 
fefiows  dispose,  and  we  wffl  ta&  afterwaids.* 

In  a  lew  moments  the  Long  Walk  had  resoiDed 
its  usual  cfaaxacter ;  bat  Se<%wick,  Hertieili  Mid 
ooe  or  two  otbos  tmned  into  tbe  plajing  BMi, 
where,  ttndtstarbed  and  onnoticed  by  the  mrifr 
mde,  they  lisleiied  to  tbe  promised  cammuEnO- 
tion  of  Buckfamst  and  Henry  Sjdney. 

*'  You  know  we  went  op  tbe  riTer  togetber," 
said  Buckfamst  "  Myself  Henry  Sydney,  Con- 
iogsby,  Vere,  and  Millbank.  We  bad  break- 
foAed  together,  and  aftet  twelve  agreed  to  go  i^ 
U>  Maidenhead.  Well,  we  went  up  much  b^MC 
than  we  had  intended.  About  a  qoarter  erf  i 
Ude  beftne  we  had  got  to  the  Lock  we  ptiDcd^ 
dp;  Coningsby  was  then  steering.  WeH,  m- 
fiutened  the  b«it  to,  and  were  all  of  us  stretched 
out  on  the  meadow,  when  Millbank  and  Voel 
said  they  should  go  and  bathe  tn  tbe  Lock  PooL, 
The  rest  of  us  were  opposed  ;  but  after  MiU" 
bank  and  Vere  had  gone  about  ten  miaates, 
Coningsby,  who  was  very  fresh,  said  be  had' 
changed  his  mi»d  and  should  go  and  bathe  too. 
So  he  left  us.  He  had  scarcely  got  to  the  potd 
Hiien   he   heard    a    cry.     There   was  a   fdlow 
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drowning.  He  threw  off  his  clothes  and  was  in 
in  a  moment.  The  fact  is  this,  Millbank  had 
plunged  in  the  pool  and  found  liimself  in  some 
eddies,  caused  by  tlie  meeting  of  two  currents. 
He  called  out  to  Vere  not  to  come,  and  tried  to 
swim  off.  But  he  was  beat,  and  seeing  he  was 
in  danger,  Vere  jumped  in.  But  the  stream  was 
so  strong,  from  the  great  fall  of  water  from  the 
lasher  above,  that  Vere  was  exhausted  before  he 
could  reach  Millbank,  and  nearly  sank  himself. 
Well,  he  just  saved  himself ;  but  Millbank  sank 
as  Coningsby  jumped  in.  What  do  you  think 
of  that  ?  " 

"  By  Jove  ! "  exclaimed  Sedgwick,  Herbert, 
and  aU.  The  favourite  oath  of  schoolboys 
perpetuates  the  divinity  of  Olympus. 
I  "And  now  comes  the  worst,  Coningsby 
'taught  Millbank  when  he  rose,  but  he  found 
i  himself  in  the  midst  of  the  same  strong  cuirenC 
that  had  before  nearly  swamped  Vere.  What 
la  lucky  thing  that  be  had  taken  into  his  head 
'  not  to  pull  to-day  !  Fresher  than  Vere,  he  just 
]  maoaged  to  land  Millbank  and  himself.  The 
i-jhouts  of  Vere  called  us,  and  we  arrived  to  find 
the  bodies  of  Millbank  and  Coningsby  appar- 
■«ntly  lifeless,  for  Millbank  was  quite  gone,  and 
i-Coningsby  had  swooned  on  landing." 
'  "If  Coningsby  had  been  lost,"  said  Henry 
-Sydney,  "  I  never  would  have  shown  my  face  at 
-Eton  again." 

!'  "  Can  you  conceive  a  position  more  terrible?" 
Bfijd  Buckhurst.  "  I  declare  I  shall  never  forget 
it  as  long  as  I  live.  However,  there  was  the 
""     "   Hguse  at  hand;  and  we  got  b\anket5  a,n4 


^ 
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brandy.  Coningsby  was  soon  all  right;  but 
Millbank,  I  can  tell  you,  gave  us  some  trooble. 
I  thought  it  was  all  up.  Didn't  you,  Henry 
Sydney  ? "' 

"  The  most  fishy  thing  I  ever  saw,"  said 
Heary  Sydney. 

"Well,  we  were  fairly  frightened  here,"  said 
Sedgwick,  "  The  first  report  was,  that  you  bad 
gone,  but  that  seemed  without  foundation ;  but 
Coningsby  was  quite  given  up.    Where  are  they 

"They  are  both  at  their  tutors',  1  tbou^t 
they  had  better  keep  quiet.  Vere  is  with  Mill- 
bank,  and  we  are  going  back  to  Coningsby 
directly ;  but  we  thought  it  best  to  show,  find- 
ing on  our  arrival  that  there  were  all  sorts  (rf 
rumours  about.  I  think  it  will  be  best  to  report 
at  once  to  my  tutor,  for  he  will  be  sure  to  hear 
something." 

"  I  would  if  I  were  you." 


CHAPTER    X 

What  wonderful  things  are  events !  The  least 
are  of  greater  importance  than  the  most  subUme 
and  comprehensive  speculations !  In  what 
fanciful  schemes  to  obtain  the  friendship  of 
Coningsby  had  Millbank  in  his  reveries  often 
indulged !  What  combinations  that  were  to 
extend  over  years  and  influence  their  lives  1 
But  the  moment  that  he  entered  the  world  of 
action,  his  pride  recoiled  from  the  plans  and 
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hopes  which  his  sympathy  had  inspired.  His 
sensibility  and  his  inordinate  self-respect  were 
always  at  variance.  And  he  seldom  exchanged 
a  word  with  the  tieing  whose  idea  engrossed  his 
affection. 

And  now,  suddenly,  an  event  had  occurred, 
like  all  events,  unforeseen,  which  in  a  few,  brief, 
agitating,  tumultuous  moments  had  singularly 
and  utterly  changed  the  relations  that  previously 
subsisted  Isetween  him  and  the  former  object  of 
his  concealed  tenderness.  MUlbank  now  stood 
with  respect  to  Coningsby  in  the  position  of  one 
who  owes  to  another  the  greatest  conceivable 
obligation  ;  a  favour  which  time  could  permit 
him  neither  lo  foi^et  nor  to  repay,  Pride  was 
a  sentiment  that  could  no  longer  subsist  before 
the  preserver  of  his  life.  Devotion  to  that 
being,  open,  almost  ostentatious,  was  now  a 
duty,  a  paramount  and  absorbing  tie.  The 
sense  of  past  peril,  the  rapture  of  escape,  a  re- 
newed relish  for  the  life  so  nearly  forfeited, 
a  deep  sentiment  of  devout  gratitude  to  the 
providence  that  had  guarded  over  him,  for  Mill- 
bank  was  an  eminently  religious  boy,  a  thought 
of  home,  and  the  anguish  that  might  have 
overwhelmed  his  hearth ;  all  these  were  powerful 
and  exciting  emotions  for  a  young  and  fervent 
mind,  in  addition  to  the  peculiar  source  of 
sensibility  on  which  we  have  already  touched. 
Lord  Vere,  who  lodged  in  the  same  house  as 
Millbank,  and  was  sitting  by  his  bedside, 
observed,  as  night  fell,  that  his  mind  wandered. 

The  illness  of  Miilbank,  the  character  oC  which 
soon    transpired,   and    was    soon    eK^gg,eta\.ei-, 
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attracted  the  public  attention  with  increased  in* 
terest  to  the  circumstances  out  of  which  it  bad 
arisen,  and  from  which  the  patties  principally 
concerned  had  wished  to  have  diverted  notice. 

The  sufferer,  indeed,  had  trangsressed  the  rales 
of  the  school  by  bathing  at  an  unlicensed  spot, 
where  there  were  no  expert  swimmers  in  attend- 
ance, as  is  customary,  to  instruct  the  practice 
and  to  guard  over  the  lives  of  the  young  ad- 
venturers. But  the  circumstances  with  which 
this  violation  of  rules  had  been  accompanied, 
and  the  assurance  of  several  of  the  party 
that  they  had  not  themselves  infringed  the 
regulations,  combined  with  the  high  cbaract^ 
of  Millbank,  made  the  authorities  not  over 
anxious  to  visit  with  penalties  a  breach  of 
observance  which,  in  the  case  of  the  only 
proved  offender,  had  been  attended  with  such 
impressive  consequences.  The  feat  of  Con- 
ingsby was  extolled  by  all  as  an  act  of  high 
gallantry  and  skill.  It  confirmed  and  increased 
the  great  reputation  which  he  already  enjoyed, 

"Millbank  is  getting  quite  well,"  said  Buck- 
hurst  to  Coningsby  a  few  days  after  the  accident 
"  Henry  Sydney  and  I  are  going  to  see  him. 
Will  you  come?" 

"  1  think  we  shall  be  too  many,  I  will  go 
another  day,"  replied  Coningsby. 

So  they  went  without  him.  They  found  Mill- 
bank  up  and  reading. 

"Well,  old  fellow,"  said  Buckhurst,  "how 
are  you?  We  should  have  come  up  before,  but 
they  would  not  let  us.    And  you  are  quite  right 

iw,  eh?" 
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"  Quite.     Has  there  been  any  row  about  it  P  " 

"  All  blown  over,"  said  Henry  Sydney ; 
"C*******y  behaved  like  a  trump." 

"  I  have  seen  nobody  yet,"  said  Millbank ; 
"they  would  not  let  me  till  lo-day,  Vere 
looked  in  this  morning  and  left  me  this  book, 
but  I  was  asleep,  I  hope  they  will  let  me 
out  in  a  day  or  two.  I  want  to  thank  Con- 
ii^by;  I  never  shall  rest  till  I  have  thanked 
Contugsby." 

"Oh,  he  will  come  to  see  you,"  said  Henry 
Sydney;  "1  asked  him  just  now  to  come 
with  us." 

"Yes!"  said  Millbank,  eagerly;  "and  what 
did  he  say  ?  " 

"  He  thought  we  should  be  too  many." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  see  him  soon,"  said  Millbank, 
"somehow  or  other." 

"  I  will  tell  him  to  come,"  said  Buckhurst. 

"  Oh !  no,  no,  don't  tell  him  to  come,"  said 
Millbank.     "  Don't  bore  him." 

"I  know  he  is  going  to  play  a  match  at 
fives  this  afternoon,"  said  Buckhurst,  "  for  I  am 
one." 

"And  who  are  the  others?"  inquired  Mill- 
bank. 

"  Herbert  and  Campbell." 

"  Herbert  is  no  match  for  Coningsby,"  said 
MiUbank. 

And  then  they  talked  over  all  that  had 
happened   since  his  absence;   and   Buckhurst 

'e  him  a  graphic  report  of  the  excitement  on 
the  afternoon  of  the  accident ;  at  last  they  were 
obliged  to  leave  bitn. 


74  Coningsby  ;   or 

"  Well,  good-bye,  old  fellow ;  we  will  come 
and  see  you  every  day.  What  can  we  do  for 
you  ?     Any  books,  or  anything  ?  " 

"  If  any  fellow  asks  after  me,"  said  Millbank, 
"  tell  him  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  him.  It  is  very 
dull  being  alone.  But  do  not  tell  any  fellow 
to  come  if  he  does  not  ask  after  me." 

Notwithstanding  the  kind  suggestions  of 
Buckhurst  and  Henry  Sydney,  Coningsby  could 
not  easily  bring  himself  to  call  on  Millbanlc. 
He  felt  a  constraint.  It  seemed  as  if  he  went 
to  receive  thanks.  He  would  rather  have  met 
Millbank  again  in  school,  or  in  the  playing 
fields.  Without  being  able  then  to  analyse  his 
feelings,  he  shrank  unconsciously  from  that 
ebullition  of  sentiment,  which  in  more  artificial 
circles  is  described  as  a  scene.  Not  that  any 
dislike  of  Millbank  prompted  him  to  this  re- 
serve. On  the  contrary,  since  he  had  conferred 
a  great  obligation  on  Millbank,  his  prejudice 
against  him  had  sensibly  decreased.  How  it 
would  have  been  had  Millbank  saved  Con- 
ingsby's  life,  is  quite  another  affair.  Probably, 
as  Coningsby  was  by  nature  generous,  his  sense 
of  justice  might  have  struggled  successfully  with 
his  painful  sense  of  the  overwhelming  obligation. 
But  in  the  present  case  there  was  no  element  to 
disturb  his  fair  self-satisfaction.  He  had  greatly 
distinguished  himself;  he  had  conferred  on  his 
rival  an  essential  service ;  and  the  whole  world 
rang  with  his  applause.  He  began  rather  to  lifee  . 
MiUbank;  we  will  not  say  because  Millbank 
was  the  unintentional  cause  of  his  pleasiurable 
sensations.     Kcally   it    was   that   the   unususl 
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circumstances  had  prompted  him  to  a  mote 
impartial  judgment  of  his  rival's  character.  In 
this  mood,  the  day  after  the  visit  of  Buckhurst 
and  Henry  Sydney,  Coningsby  called  on  Mill- 
bank,  but  finding  his  medical  attendant  with 
him,  Coningsby  availed  himself  of  that  excuse 
for  going  away  without  seeing  him. 

The  next  day  he  left  Millbank  a  newspaper 
on  his  way  to  school,  time  not  permitting  a 
visit  Two  days  after,  going  into  his  room,  he 
found  on  his  table  a  letter  addressed  to  "  Hany 
Coningsby,  Esq." 

"  Eton,  May  — ,  183a. 
"Dear  Coningsby,— I  very  much  fear  that 
you  must  think  me  a  very  ungrateful  fellow, 
because  you  have  not  heard  from  me  before; 
but  I  was  in  hopes  that  I  might  get  out  and  say 
to  you  what  I  feel;  but  whether  I  speak  or 
write,  it  is  quite  impossible  for  me  to  make  you 
understand  the  feelings  of  my  heart  to  you. 
Now,  I  will  say  at  once,  that  I  have  always 
liked  you  better  than  any  fellow  in  the  school, 
and  always  thought  you  the  cleverest ;  indeed, 
I  always  thought  that  there  was  no  one  like 
you  ;  but  I  never  would  say  this  or  show  this, 
because  you  never  seemed  to  care  for  me,  and 
because  I  was  afraid  you  would  think  I  merely 
wanted  to  con  with  you,  as  they  used  to  say  of 
some  other  fellows,  whose  names  I  will  not  men- 
tion, because  they  always  tried  to  do  so  with 
Henry  Sydney  and  you.  1  do  not  want  this  at 
all  j  but  I  want,  though  we  may  not  speak  to 
each  other  more  than  before,  that  vje  m?^  \x, 
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friends ;  aad  that  you  will  always  know  tbat 
there  is  nothing  I  will  not  do  for  you,  and  that 
I  like  you  better  than  any  fellow  at  Eton,  Aad 
I  do  not  mean  that  this  shall  be  only  at  Eton, 
but  afterwards,  wherever  we  may  be,  that  you 
will  always  remember  that  there  is  nothing  I 
will  not  do  for  you,  Not  because  you  saved 
my  life,  though  that  is  a  great  thing,  but  because 
before  that  I  would  have  done  anything  for  yoii; 
only,  for  the  cause  above  mentioned,  I  would 
not  show  it.  I  do  not  expect  that  we  shall  be 
more  together  than  before :  nor  can  I  ever  sup- 
pose that  you  could  like  me  as  you  like  Henry 
Sydney  and  Buckhurst,  or  even  as  you  like 
Vere ;  but  still  I  hope  you  will  always  think  of 
me  with  kindness  now,  and  let  me  sign  myself, 
if  ever  I  do  write  to  you, 

"  Your  most  attached,  affectionate,  and  de- 
voted friend, 

"Oswald  Millbank." 


CHAPTER   XI 

About  a  fortnight  after  this  nearly  fatal  adven- 
ture on  the  river,  it  was  Monlem,  One  need 
hardly  remind  the  reader  that  this  celebrated 
ceremony,  of  which  the  origin  is  lost  in  ob- 
scurity, and  which  now  occurs  triennially,  is 
the  tenure  by  which  Eton  College  holds  some 
of  its  domains.  It  consists  in  the  waving  of  a 
flag  by  one  of  the  scholars,  on  a  mount  near 
the  village  of  Salt  Hill,  wfaich,  without  doubt, 
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derives  its  name  from  the  circumstance  tbai 
on  this  day  every  visitor  to  Eton,  and  every 
traveller  in  its  vicinity,  from  the  monarch  to  the 
peasant,  are  stopped  on  the  road  by  youthful 
brigands  in  picturesque  costumes,  and  sum- 
moned to  contrihute  "  salt,"  in  the  shape  of 
coin  of  the  realm,  to  the  purse  collecting  for 
the  Captain  of  Eton,  the  senior  scholar  on  the 
Foundation,  who  is  about  to  repair  to  King's 
College,  Cambridge. 

On  this  day  the  Captain  of  Eton  appears  in  a 
dress  as  martial  as  his  title :  indued,  each  sixth- 
form  boy  represents  in  his  uniform,  though  not 
perhaps  according  to  the  exact  rules  of  the 
Horse  Guards,  an  officer  of  the  army.  One  is 
a  marshal,  another  an  ensign.  There  is  a 
lieutenant,  too ;  and  the  remainder  are  sergeants. 
Each  of  those  who  are  intrusted  with  these 
ephemeral  commissions  has  one  or  more 
attendants,  the  number  of  these  varying  accord- 
ing to  his  rank.  These  servitors  are  selected 
according  to  the  wishes  of  the  several  members 
of  the  sixth  form,  out  of  the  ranks  of  the  lower 
boys,  that  is,  those  boys  who  are  below  the  fifth 
form ;  and  all  these  attendants  are  arrayed  in  a 
variety  of  fancy  dresses.  The  Captain  of  the 
Oppidans  and  the  senior  Colleger  next  to  the 
Captain  of  the  school,  figure  also  in  fancy  cos- 
tume, and  are  called  "  Saltbearers."  It  is 
their  business,  together  with  the  twelve  senior 
Collegers  of  the  fifth  form,  who  are  called 
"Runners,"  and  whose  costume  is  also  deter- 
mined by  the  taste  of  the  wearers,  to  levy  the 
contributions.     And  aJl   the  Opp'idat 
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tfth  Torm,  among  whom  ranked  Cooii^sbf, 
clau  as  "  Cocpofzis  " ;  and  are  sereraUj  followed 
by  one  or  more  lower  boys,  who  are  denomi- 
nated "Polemen,"  but  who  appeai  in  tbdr 
ordinary  drcas. 

It  was  a  fine,  bright  morning;  the  bdls  of! 
Eton  and  Windsor  rang  mernly;  eveiybodf'< 
was  astir,  and  every  moment  sorne  gay  equipage 
drove  into  the  town.  Gaily  clustering  ■□  tbe 
thronged  precincts  of  the  College  might  be 
observed  many  a  glistening  form :  airy  Greek  or 
sumptuous  Ottoman,  heroes  of  the  Holy  Sepnl- 
cfare,  Spanish  Hidalgos  who  had  fought  at 
Payja,  Highland  Chiefs  who  had  charged  at 
Culloden,  gay  in  the  tartan  of  Prince  Chariie. 
The  Long  Walk  was  full  of  busy  groups  in 
scarlet  coats  or  fanciful  uniforms ;  some  in 
earnest  conversation,  some  criticising  the 
arriving  guests ;  others  encircling  some  mag- 
nificent hero,  who  astounded  tbem  with  his 
slashed  doublet  or  flowing  plume. 

A  knot  of  boys,  sitting  on  the  Long  Walk 
wall,  with  their  feet  swinging  in  the  air,  watched 
the  arriving  guests  of  the  Provost. 

"  I  say,  Townshend,"  said  one,  "  there's 
Grobbleton;  he  was  a  bully.  I  wonder  if  that's 
Ills  wife?  Who's  this?  The  Duke  of  Agin- 
court.  He  wasn't  an  Eton  fellow?  Yes,  he 
was.  He  was  called  Poictiers  then.  Oh  !  ah ! 
hill  name  is  in  the  upper  school,  very  large, 
under  Charles  Fox.  I  say,  Townshend,  did 
y^y  seo  Saville's  turban?  What  was  it  made 
iif  ^  lie  MnyB  his  mother  brought  it  from  Grand 
Ofttro.     Uido't  he  just  look  like  the  Saracen's 
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Head?  Here  are  some  Dons.  That's  Hallam  ! 
Well  give  him  a  cheer.  I  say,  Townshend, 
look  at  this  fellow.  He  doesn't  think  small 
beer  of  himself.  I  wonder  who  he  is?  The 
Duke  of  Wellington's  valet  come  to  say  his 
master  is  engaged.  Oh !  by  Jove,  he  heard 
you !  I  wonder  if  the  Duke  will  come  ?  Won't 
we  give  him  a  cheer ! " 

"  By  Jove  !  who  is  this  ?  "  exclaimed  Towns- 
hend, and  he  jumped  from  the  wall,  and, 
followed  by  his  companions,  rushed  towards 
the  road. 

Two  britskas,  each  drawn  by  four  grey 
horses  of  mettle,  and  each  accompanied  by 
outriders  as  well  mounted,  were  advancing  at  a 
rapid  pace  along  the  road  that  leads  from 
Slough  to  the  College.  But  they  were  destined 
to  an  irresistible  check.  About  fifty  yards 
before  they  had  reached  the  gate  that  leads 
into  Weston's  Yard,  a  ruthless  but  splendid 
Albanian,  in  crimson  and  gold  embroidered 
jacket,  and  snowy  camise,  started  forward,  and 
holding  out  his  silver-sheathed  yataghan  com- 
manded the  postilions  to  stop.  A  Peruvian 
Inca  on  the  other  side  of  the  road  gave  a 
simultaneous  command,  and  would  infalUbly 
have  transfixed  the  outriders  with  an  arrow 
from  his  unerring  bow,  had  they  for  an  instant 
hesitated.  The  Albanian  Chief  then  advanced 
to  the  door  of  the  carriage,  which  he  opened, 
and  in  a  tone  of  great  courtesy  announced  that 
he  was  under  the  necessity  of  troubling  its 
inmates  for  "  salt"  There  was  no  delay.  The 
Lord  of  the  equipage,  with  the  amuiiVe  toxv- 
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desceosion  of  a.  "  grand  monarque,"  expressed, 
his  hope  that  the  colleclion  would  be  an  ample 
one,  and  as  an  old  Etonian  placed  in  the  hanife 
of  the  Albanian  his  contrihution,  a  magnifkent 
purse,  furnished  for  the  occasion,  and  heavy 
with  gold. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,  ladies,"  said  a  very  hand- 
some young  officer,  laughing,  and  taking  oS"  his 
cocked  hat. 

"  Ah  !  '■  exclaimed  one  of  the  ladies,  ttmdlK 
at  the  voice,  and  starting  a  little.     "  Ah  1  it  '^^~ 
Mr.  Coningsby." 

Lord  Eskdale  paid  the  salt  for  the  next  car- 
riage. "Do  they  come  down  pretty  stiff?"  he 
inquired,  and  then,  pulling  forth  a  roll  of  bank- 
notes from  the  pocket  of  his  pea-jacket,  hd 
wished  them  good  morning. 

The  courtly  Provost,  then  the  benignant 
Goodall,  a  man  who,  though  his  eKperience  of 
iife  was  confined  to  the  colleges  in  which  he  had 
passed  his  days,  was  naturally  gifted  with  the 
rarest  of  all  endowments,  the  talent  of  recep- 
tion ;  and  whose  happy  bearing  and  gracious 
manner,  a  smile  ever  in  his  eye  and  a  lively 
word  ever  on  his  lip,  must  be  recalled  by  all 
with  pleasant  recollections,  welcomed  Lord 
Monmouth  and  his  friends  to  an  assemblage  of 
the  noble,  the  beautiful,  and  the  celebrated,, 
gathered  together  in  rooms  not  unworthy  of 
them,  as  you  looked  upon  their  interesting  walls, 
breathing  with  the  portraits  of  the  heroes  whom 
Eton  boasts,  from  Wotton  to  Weliesley,  Music 
sounded  in  the  quadrangle  of  the  College,  in. 
which  the  boys  were  already  quickly  assembling. 
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The  Duke  of  Wellington  had  arrived,  and  the 
boys  were  cheering  a  hero,  who  was  also  an 
Eton  field-marshal.  From  an  oriel  window  in 
one  of  the  Provost's  rooms.  Lord  Monmouth, 
surrounded  by  every  circumstance  that  could 
make  life  delightful,  watched  with  some  intent- 
ness  the  scene  in  the  quadrangle  beneath. 

"  I  would  give  his  fame,"  said  Lord  Mon- 
mouth, "  if  I  had  it,  and  my  wealth,  to  be 
sixteen." 

Five  hundred  of  the  youth  of  England, 
sparkling  with  health,  high  spirits,  and  fancy 
dresses,  were  now  assembled  in  the  quadrangle. 
They  formed  into  rank,  and  headed  by  a  band 
of  the  Guards,  thrice  they  marched  round  the 
court.  Then  quitting  the  College,  they  com- 
menced their  progress  "  ad  Montem."  It  was  a 
brilliant  spectacle  to  see  them  defiling  through 
the  playing  fields,  those  bowery  meads ;  the 
river  sparkling  in  the  sun,  the  castled  heights  of 
Windsor,  their  glorious  landscape ;  behind 
them,  the  pinnacles  of  their  College. 

The  road  from  Eton  to  Salt  Hill  was  clogged 
with  carriages;  the  broad  fields  as  far  as  eye 
could  range  were  covered  with  human  beings. 
Amid  the  burst  of  martial  music  and  the  shouts 
of  the  multitude,  the  band  of  heroes,  as  if  they 
were  marching  from  Athens,  or  Thebes,  or 
Sparta,  to  some  heroic  deed,  encircled  the 
mount ;  the  ensign  reaches  its  summit,  and 
then,  amid  a  deafening  cry  of  "  Floreat  Etona  ! " 
he  unfurls,  and  thrice  waves  the  consecrated 
standard. 

Monmouth, "    said    Mr.    R\^i    to 
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Coningsby,  "  wishes  that  you  should  beg  your 
friends  to  dine  with  him.  Of  course  you  will 
ask  Lord  Henry  and  your  friend  Sir  Cbailes 
Buckhurst ;  and  is  there  any  one  else  that  you 
would  like  to  invite?" 

"  Why  there  is  Vere,"  said  Coningsby,  hesi- 
tating, "and " 

"Vere!  What  Lord  Vere?"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 
"  Hum  !  He  is  one  of  your  friends,  is  he  ?  Hw 
father  has  done  a  great  deal  of  mischief,  but 
still  he  is  Lord  Vere.  Wei!,  of  course,  you  can 
invite  Vere." 

"There  is  another  fellow  I  should  like  to  ask 
very  much,"  said  Coningsby,  "if  Lord  Mon- 
mouth would  not  think  I  was  asking  too  many." 

"  Never  fear  that ;  he  sent  me  particularly  to 
te!l  you  to  invite  as  many  as  you  liked." 

"  Well,  then,  I  should  like  to  ask  Millbank." 

"  Millbank ! "  said  Mr.  Rigby,  a  little  exdled, 
and  then  he  added,  "Is  that  a  son  of  Ladf 
Albinia  Millbank  ?  " 

"  No ;  his  mother  is  not  a  Lady  Albinia,  but 
he  is  a  great  friend  of  mine.  His  father  is  x 
Lancashire  manufacturer." 

"  By  no  means,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Rigby,  quite 
agitated.  "  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  that. 
Lord  Monmouth  dislikes  so  much  as  Manchester 
manufacturers,  and  particularly  if  they  bear  the 
name  of  Millbank.  It  must  not  be  thought  of, 
my  dear  Harry.  I  hope  you  have  not  spokrai 
to  the  young  man  on  the  subject,  I  assure 
you  it  is  quite  out  of  the  question.  It  would 
make  Lord  Monmouth  quite  ill.  It  would  spcal 
everything,  quite  upset  him." 


I everyi 


The  New  Generation  83 
It  was,  of  course,  impossible  for  Coningsby  to 
nrge  his  wishes  against  such  representations.  He 
was  disappointed,  rather  amazed  ;  but  Madame 
Coloana  having  sent  for  him  to  introduce  her  to 
.some  of  the  scenes  and  details  of  Eton  life,  his 
Tcxation  was  soon  absorbed  in  the  pride  of 
acting  ID  the  face  of  his  companions  as  the 
Cavalier  of  a  beautiful  lady,  and  becoming  the 
cicerone  of  the  most  briliiant  party  that  had 
attended  Montem,  He  presented  his  friends, 
too,  to  Lord  Monmouth,  who  gave  them  a 
cordial  invitation  to  dine  with  him  at  his  hotel 
Btt  Windsor,  which  they  warmly  accepted. 
Buckhurst  delighted  the  Marquess  by  his  reck- 
less genius.  Even  Lucretia  deigned  to  appear 
amused  ;  especially  when,  on  visiting  the  upper 
Khool,  the  name  of  Cardiff,  the  title  Lord 
lilaiiiiiouth  bore  in  his  youthful  days,  was 
pointed  out  to  her  by  Coningsby,  cut  with  his 
sandfather's  own  knife  on  the  classic  panels  of 
that  memorable  wall  in  which  scarcely  a  name 
that  has  flourished  in  our  history,  since  the 
commencement  of  the  eighteenth  century,  may 
not  be  observed  with  curious  admirarion. 

It  was  the  humour  of  Lord  Monmouth  that 
^  boys  should  be  entertained  with  the  most 
nuious  and  delicious  banquet  that  luxury  could 
ievise  or  money  could  command.  For  some 
iays  beforehand  orders  had  been  given  for  the 
^aration  of  this  festival.  Our  friends  did 
1  justice  to  their  Lucullus ;  Buckhurst  espe- 
"  r,  who  gave  his  opinion  on  the  most  refined 
s  with  all  the  intrepidity  of  saucy  ignorance, 
i  ocxasionally  shook  his  head  over  a  ^\ass  ol 
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llenniUge  or  Cote  Rotie  witfa  s 
which  ft  utHied  Sybarite  could  not  it»e  a- 
ootded.  Considering  all  thin^  Coningsby  md 
hi(  friends  vxfaibiled  a  great  deal  of  sdf-ooBi- 
msnd ;  but  they  were  gay,  even  to  the  verge  <t 
frolic  But  then  the  occasion  justi&ed  Ht  ■■ 
much  ai  their  youth.  .\11  were  in  big^  spirits. 
M«dame  Colonna  declared  that  she  had  net 
nothing  in  England  equal  to  Montem ;  that  it 
WM  a  I'rololant  Carnival ;  and  that  its  only 
fault  wa«  that  it  did  not  bst  forty  days.  The 
I'rince  himielf  was  all  animation,  and  took 
wiibe  with  every  one  of  the  Etonians  sentd 
times.  All  went  on  floningly  until  Mr.  Rigl9 
contradicted  Iluckhurst  on  some  point  of  Eton 
diacipline,  which  Buckhurst  would  not  stand. 
11«  rulliixl  Mr.  Rigby  roundly,  and  Coningst^t- 
full  of  champagne,  and  owing  Rigby  seven) 
ye«rs  of  cuntradiction,  followed  up  che  assault.' 
Ixird  Monmouth,  who  liked  a  butt,  and  had* 
weakness  for  boisterous  gaiety,  slily  encouraged' 
ihe  bojre,  till  Rigby  began  to  lose  his  temper  and 
g«t  Jiotsy. 

The  lads  had  the  best  of  it ;  they  said  a  great 
many  funny  things,  and  delivered  themselves  of 
several  sharp  retorts  j  whereas  there  was  som&- 
Ihing  ridiculous  in  Rigby  putting  forth  hik 
"slashing  "  talents  against  such  younkers.  Ho«>) 
,  ever,  he  brought  the  infliction  on  himself  by  ha" 
stunge  habit  of  deriding  on  subjects  of  whici 
he  knew  nothing,  and  of  always  contradictinj^ 
persons  on  the  very  subjects  of  which  they  were 
necessarily  masters. 

To  see  Rigby  baited  was  more  amusement  to 
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Lord  Monmouth  even  than  Montem.  Lucian 
Gay,  however,  when  the  affair  was  getting 
tfoublesome,  came  forward  as  a  diversion.  He 
sang  an  extemporaneous  song  on  the  ceremony 
of  the  day,  and  introduced  the  names  of  all  the 
guests  at  the  dinner,  and  of  a  great  many  other 
persons  besides.  This  was  capital !  The  boys 
were  in  raptures,  but  when  the  singer  threw 
Toith  a  verse  about  Dr.  Keate,  the  applause  be- 
came uproarious. 

"Good-bye,  my  dear  Harry,"  said  Lord  Mon- 
[Qouth,  when  he  bade  his  grandson  farewell. 
"I  am  going  abroad  again ;  I  cannot  remain  in 
&is  Radicai-ridden  country.  Remember,  though 
I  am  away,  Monmouth  House  is  your  home,  at 
least  so  long  as  it  belongs  to  me,  I  understand 
my  tailor  has  turned  Liberal,  and  is  going  to 
ttand  for  one  of  the  metropolitan  districts,  a 
friend  of  Lord  Durham;  perhaps  I  shall  find 
bim  in  it  when  I  return.  1  fear  there  are  evil 
aays 
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It  was  early  in  November,  1834,  and  a 
shooting  party  was  assembled  at  Beaui 
the  seat  of  that  great  nobleman,  who  was 
father  of  Henry  Sydney.  England  is  unrivalled 
for  two  things,  sporting  and  politics.  Tbe^ 
were  combined  at  Beaumanoir;  for  the  guestrf 
came  not  merely  to  slaughter  the  Duke's  phe»4 
sants,  but  to  hold  council  on  the  prospects  ol 
the  party,  which,  it  was  supposed  by  th^ 
initiated,  began  at  this  time  to  Indicate  sot 
symptoms  of  brightening. 

The  success  of  the  Reform  Ministry  on  thei^ 
first  appeal  to  the  new  constituency  which  thw 
had  created,  had  been  fatally  complete.  Bin 
the  triumph  was  as  destructive  to  the  victors  a 
to  the  vanquished. 

"  We  are  too  strong,"  prophetically  exclvmed 
ore  of  the  fortunate  cabinet,  which  found  itsell 
supported  by  an  inconceivable  majority  of  threS 
hundred.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  some  futur* 
publisher  of  private  memoirs  may  have  pr* 
served  some  of  the  traits  of  that  crude  atui 
short-lived  parliament,  when  old  Cobbett  inso- 
lently thrust  Sir  Robrri  from   the  prescriptiv* 
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seat  of  the  chief  of  opposition,  and  treasury  ] 
understrappers  sneered  at  the  "  queer  lot "  that  I 
bad  arrived  from  Ireland,  little  foreseeing  what  [ 
B  high  bidding  that  "  queer  lot "  would  even-  ] 
toally  cotmnand.  Gratitude  to  Lord  Grey  was  jj 
the  hustings-cry  at  the  end  of  1831,  the  pretext  J 
that  was  to  return  to  the  new-modelled  House  j 
of  Commons  none  but  men  devoted  to  the  ■  1 
Whig  cause.  The  successful  simulation,  like  rT 
CTEiything  that  is  false,  carried  within  it  the  J 
seeds  of  its  own  dissolution.  Ingratitude  to  |j 
Lord  Grey  was  more  the  fashion  at  the  com-  ij 
mencement  of  1834,  and  before  the  close  of  | 
that  eventful  year,  the  once  popular  Reform  ;1 
Ministry  was  upset,  and  the  eagerly-sought  Re-  J 
formed  Parliament  dissolved ! 

It  can  scarcely  be  alleged  that  the  public  was       | 
altogether    unprepared    for    this     catastrophe.       I, 
Many   deemed   it  inevitable ;    few    thought   it 
imminent.     The   career   of  the    Ministry,  and      1 
the    existence   of  the    Parliament,  had  indeed      | 
from  the  first  been  turbulent  and  fitful.     It  was      I 
known,  from  authority,  that  there  were  dissen-      ;| 
sioDs  in  the  cabinet,  while  a  House  of  Com-      ', 
moDS  which  passed  votes  on  subjects  not  less      | 
important  than  the  repeal  of  a  tax,  or  the  im-     ■, 
peachment    of  a   judge,   on    one    night,   and 
rescinded    its    resolutions    on    the    following,    j 
certainly  established  no  increased  claims  to  the 
confidence  of  its  constituents  in  its  discretion. 
Nevertheless,   there  existed    at    this  period   a 
prevalent  conviction  that  the  Whig  party,  by  a 
great  stroke  of  state,  similar  in  magnitude  and 
~       to  that  which  in  the  preceding  cetv\.\i« 
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had  changed  the  dynasty,  had  secured  to  them- 
selves the  government  of  this  country  for,  at 
least,  the  lives  of  the  present  generation.  And 
even  the  well-informed  in  such  matters  were 
inclined  to  look  upon  the  perplexing  ctrcanf  ■ 
stances  to  which  we  have  alluded  ratber  a£ , 
symptoms  of  a  want  of  discipline  in  a  new 
system  of  tactics,  than  as  evidences  of  any' 
essential  and  deeply-rooted  disorder. 

The  startling  rapidity,  however,  of  the  strange 
incidents  of  1S34;  the  indignant,  soon  to  be- 
come vituperative,  secession  of  a  considerable 
section  of  the  cabinet,  some  of  them  esteemed 
too  at  that  time  among  its  most  efScient 
members ;  the  piteous  deprecation  of  "  pres- 
sure from  without,"  from  lips  hitherto  deemed 
too  stately  for  entreaty,  followed  by  the  Trades^ 
Union,  thirty  thousand  strong,  parading  in 
procession  to  Downing-street ;  the  Irish  ne- 
gotiations of  Lord  Hatherton,  strange  blending 
of  complex  intrigue  and  almost  infantile  in-' 
genuousness;  the  still  inexplicable  resignatioB 
of  Lord  Allhorp,  hurriedly  followed  by  his  st3l 
more  mysterious  resumption  of  power,  the  only 
result  of  his  precipitate  movements  being  the 
fall  of  Lord  Grey  himself,  attended  by  circum- 
stances which  even  a  friendly  historian  could 
scarcely  describe  as  honourable  to  his  party  or 
dignified  to  himself;  latterly,  the  extempor- 
aneous address  of  King  William  to  tte 
Bishops  J  the  vagrant  and  grotesque  apocalypse 
of  the  Lord  Chancellor;  and  the  fierce  rfr 
crimination  and  memorable  defiance  of  ,the 
L    —JEdinbut^h  banquet,— all  these  impressive 
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stances  of  public  alTairs  and  public  coaduct 
had  combined  to  create  a  predominant  optaion 
that,  whatever  might  be  the  consequences,  the 
prolonged  continuance  of  the  present  party  in 
power  was  a  clear  impossibility. 

It  is  evident  that  the  suicidal  career  of  what 
was  then  styled  the  Liberal  party  had  been 
occasioned  and  stimulated  by  its  unnatural 
excess  of  strength.  The  apoplectic  plethora 
of  1S34  was  not  less  fatal  than  the  paralytic 
tenuity  of  1841.  It  was  not  feasible  to  gratify 
so  many  ambitions,  or  to  satisfy  so  many  ex- 
pectations. Every  man  had  his  double;  the 
heels  of  every  placeman  were  dogged  by 
friendly  rivals  ready  to  trip  them  up.  There 
were  even  two  cabinets ;  the  one  that  met  in 
3cil,  and  the  one  that  met  in  cabal.  The 
consequence  of  destroying  the  legitimate  Op- 
position of  the  country  was,  that  a  moiety  of 
the  supporters  of  Government  had  to  discharge 
the  duties  of  Opposition. 

Herein,  then,  we  detect  the  real  cause  of  all 
that  irregular  and  unsettled  carriage  of  public 
men  which  so  perplexed  the  nation  after  the 
passing  of  the  Reform  Act.  No  government 
can  be  long  secure  without  a  formidable  Op- 
, position.  It  reduces  their  supporters  to  that 
tractable  number  which  can  be  managed  by  the 
joint  influences  of  fruition  and  of  hope.  It 
■oflers  vengeance  to  the  discontented,  and  dis- 
tinction to  the  ambitious ;  and  employs  the 
energies  of  aspiring  spirits,  who  otherwise  may 
prove  traitors  in  a  division  or  assassins  in  a 
debate. 
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The  general  election  of  183a  abrogated  the 

Pardhnentary  Opposition  of  England,  which 
had  practically  existed  for  more  than  a  centiuy 
and  a.  half.  And  what  a.  series  of  equivocal 
transactions  and  mortifying  adventures  did  the 
withdrawal  of  this  salutary  restraint  entail  od 
the  party  which  then  so  loudly  congratulated 
themselves  and  the  country  that  they  were  at 
length  relieved  from  its  odious  repression !  In 
the  hurry  of  existence  one  is  apt  too  generallj 
to  pass  over  the  political  history  of  the  times  in 
which  we  ourselves  live.  The  two  years  that 
followed  the  Reform  of  the  House  of  Comniona, 
are  full  of  instruction,  on  which  a  young  maji 
would  do  well  to  ponder.  It  is  hardly  possible. 
that  he  could  rise  from  the  study  of  thesB' 
annals  without  a  confirmed  disgust  for  political 
intrigue;  a  dazzling  practice,  apt  at  first  h 
fascinate  youth,  for  it  appeals  at  once  to  ouS 
invention  and  our  courage,  but  one  which  realljf 
should  only  be  the  resource  of  the  second* 
rate.  Great  minds  must  trust  to  great  truths 
and  great  talents  for  their  rise,  and  nothing  elstt) 
While,  however,  as  the  autumn  of  1834  ad 
vanced,  the  people  of  this  country  becaira 
gradually  sensible  of  the  necessity  of  souh 
change  in  the  councils  of  their  Sovereign,  tid 
man  felt  capable  of  predicting  by  what  meain 
it  was  to  be  accomplished,  or  from  what  quan] 
the  new  materials  were  to  be  extracted.  Th( 
Tory  party,  according  to  those  perverted  view! 
of  Toryism  unhappily  too  long  prevalent  in  thij 
country,  was  held  to  be  literally  defunct,  except 
by  a  few  old  battered  crones  of  office,  crouchec 
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round  the  embers  of  faction  which  they  were 
luiniiig,  and  muttering  "  re-action  "  in  (lystic 
irhispers.  It  canDOt  be  supposed  indeed  for  a 
Dioment,  that  the  distinguished  personage  who 
bad  led  that  party  in  the  House  of  Commons 
previously  to  the  passing  of  the  act  of  1832, 
ever  despaired  in  consequence  of  his  own 
career.  His  then  time  of  life,  the  perfection, 
klmost  the  prime,  of  manhood ;  his  parhamen- 
laiy  practice,  doubly  estimable  in  an  inexperi- 
enced assembly ;  his  political  knowledge ;  his 
Eair  character  and  reputable  position;  his 
talents  and  tone  as  a  public  speaker,  which 
be  bad  always  aimed  to  adapt  to  the  habits  and 
culture  of  that  middle  class  from  which  it  was 
concluded  the  benches  of  the  new  Parliament 
irere  mtunly  to  be  recruited,— all  these  were 
qualities  the  possession  of  which  must  have 
assured  a  mind  not  apt  to  be  disturbed  in  its 
calculations  by  any  intemperate  heats,  that  with 
time  and  patience  the  game  was  yet  for  him. 

Unquestionably,  whatever  may  have  been 
insinuated,  this  distinguished  person  had  no 
inkling  that  his  services  in  1S34  naight  be 
claimed  by  his  Sovereign.  At  the  close  of  the 
tession  of  that  year  he  had  quitted  Ei^land 
frith  bis  family,  and  had  arrived  at  Rome, 
Rrhere  it  was  bis  intention  to  pass  the  wintei. 
The  party  charges  that  have  imputed  to  him  a 
previous  and  sinister  knowledge  of  th«  intern 
^ons  of  the  Court,  appear  to  have  been  made 
pot   only  in   ignorance  of  the  personal  cha- 

:ter,  but  of  the  real  position,  of  the  future 
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It  had  been  the  misfortune  of  this  eminent 
genlleman  when  he  first  entered  public  life,  to 
become  identified  with  a  political  connection 
which,  having  arrogated  to  itself  the  name  of 
an  illustrious  historical  party,  pursued  a  poli^ 
which  was  either  founded  on  no  principle  what- 
ever, or  on  principles  exactly  contrary  to  those 
which  had  always  guided  the  conduct  of  the 
great  Tory  leaders.  The  chief  members  of 
this  official  confederacy  were  men  distin- 
guished by  none  of  the  conspicuous  qualities 
of  statesmen,  They  had  none  of  the  divinfe 
gifts  that  govern  senates  and  guide  couseill 
They  were  not  orators ;  they  were  not  men  i 
deep  thought  or  happy  resource,  or  of  penetfl 
tive  and  sagacious  minds.  Their  political  ke 
was  essentially  dull  and  contracted.  Theye 
pended  some  energy  in  obtaining  a  defective 
blundering  acquaintance  with  foreign  affun 
they  knew  as  little  of  the  real  state  of  their  oW 
country  as  savages  of  an  approaching  eclipK 
This  factious  league  had  shuf^ed  themsmve 
into  power  by  clinging  to  the  skirls  of  a  gl 
minister,  the  last  of  Tory  statesmen,  but  whl 
in  the  unparalleled  and  confounding  emtl 
gendes  of  his  latter  years,  had  been  forced 
unfortunately  for  England,  to  relinquish  TotJ 
ism.  His  successors  inherited  all  his  erro 
without  the  latent  genius,  which  in  him  migl 
have  slill  rallied  and  extricated  him  from  tl 
consequences  of  his  disasters.  His  successo 
did  not  merely  inherit  his  errors;  they  e 
aggerated,  they  caricatured  them.  They  rot 
into  power  on  a  spring-t\de  ot  a.\l  tKe  ram^ 


The  New  Generation        93 

prejudices  and  rancorous  passions  of  their 
time.  From  tlie  King  to  the  boor  their  policy 
was  a  mere  pandering  to  public  ignorance. 
Impudently  usurping  the  name  of  that  party 
of  which  nationality,  and  therefore  universality, 
is  the  essence,  these  pseudo- Tories  made 
Elxclusion  the  principle  of  their  political  con- 
stitution, and  Restriction  the  genius  of  their 
oammercial  code. 

The  blind  goddess  that  plays  with  human 
fortunes  has  mixed  up  the  memory  of  these 
men  with  traditions  of  national  glory.  They 
conducted  to  a  prosperous  conclusion  the  most 
renowned  war  in  which  England  has  ever  been 
engaged.  Yet  every  military  conception  that 
emanated  from  their  cabinet  was  branded  by 
their  characteristic  want  of  grandeur.  Chance, 
however,  sent  them  a  great  military  genius, 
whom  they  treated  for  a  long  time  with  indiffer- 
ence, and  whom  they  never  heartily  supported 
until  his  career  had  made  him  their  master. 
His  transcendent  exploits,  and  European  events 
even  greater  than  his  achievements,  placed  in 
the  manikin  grasp  of  the  English  ministry,  the 
settlement  of  Europe. 

The  act  of  the  Congress  of  Vienna  remains 
the  eternal  monument  of  their  diplomatic 
knowledge  and  political  sagacity.  Their  capital 
feats  were  the  creation  of  two  kingdoms,  both 
of  which  are  already  erased  from  the  map  of 
Europe.  They  made  no  single  preparation  for 
the  inevitable,  almost  impending,  conjunctures 
of  the  East.  All  that  remains  of  the  pTagmaXvc 
axiaagements  of  the  mighty  Congress  oi  Vleima 
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is  the    medial isati on    of   the    petty    Gennan 
princes. 

But  the  settlement  of  Europe  by  the  pseudo- 
Tories  was  the  dictate  of  inspiration  compared 
with  their  settlement  of  England.  The  peace 
of  Paris  found  the  government  of  this  counay 
in  the  hands  of  a  body  of  men  of  whom  it  is 
no  exaggeration  to  say  that  they  were  ignorant 
of  every  principle  of  every  branch  of  poUdcjJ 
science.  So  long  as  our  domestic  adnunistn- 
tion  was  confined  merely  to  the  raising  of  i 
revenue,  they  levied  taxes  with  gross  facility 
from  the  industry  of  a  country  loo  busy  to 
criticise  or  complain.  But  when  the  excite- 
ment and  distraction  of  war  had  ceased,  and 
they  were  forced  to  survey  the  social  elemenB 
that  surrounded  them,  they  seemed,  for  the  fint 
lime,  to  have  become  conscious  of  their  own 
incapacity.  These  men,  indeed,  were  the  mere 
children  of  routine.  They  prided  themseli 
on  being  practical  men.  In  the  language 
this  defunct  school  of  statesmen,  a  piactii 
man  is  a  man  who  practises  the  blunders  of  " 
predecessors. 

Now  commenced  that  Condi tion-of-EoL 
Question    of  which   our   generation   beats 
much.      During    five- and- twenty    years   ei 
influence  that  can  develop   the  energies  and 
resources   of  a    nation   had  been  acting  with 
concentrated  stimulation  on  the  British  Isles* 
National  peril  and  national  glory ;  the  pei. 
menace  of  invasion,  the  continual  triunipb 
conquest ;  the  most  extensive  foreign  comnie 
that  was  ever  conducted  by  a  single  nadon; 
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Uimitable  currency ;  an  internal  trade  supported 
>y  swarming  millions,  whom  manufactures  and 
closure-bills  summoned  into  existence ;  above 
1,  the  supreme  control  obtained  by  man  over 
uechanic  power,  these  are  some  of  the  causes 
of  that  rapid  advance  of  material  civilisation  in 
England,  to  which  the  annals  of  the  world  can 
ifibrd  no  parallel.  But  there  was  no  propor- 
donate  advance  in  our  moral  civilisation.  In 
he  hurry-skurry  of  money-making,  men-making, 
,nd  machine-making,  we  had  altogether  out- 
I,  not  the  spirit,  but  the  organisation,  of 
IT  institutions. 
The  peace  came ;  the  stimulating  influences 
ttiddenly  ceased ;  the  people,  in  a  novel  and 
[tainful  position,  found  themselves  without 
ruides,  They  went  to  the  ministry ;  they  asked 
O  be  guided ;  they  asked  to  be  governed. 
Commerce  requested  a  code ;  trade  required 
currency;  the  unfranchised  subject  solicited 
IS  equal  privilege  :  suffering  labour  clamoured 
ir  its  rights ;  a  new  race  demanded  education. 
tVbat  did  the  ministry  do  ? 

They  fell  into  a  panic.  Having  fulfilled 
lOnng  their  lives  the  duties  of  administration, 
B^'  were  frightened  because  they  were  called 
ipon,  for  the  first  time,  to  perform  the  functions 
6f  government.  Like  all  weak  men,  they  had 
tecouTse  to  what  they  called  strong  measures. 
rhey  determined  to  put  down  the  multitude. 
Ibey  thought  they  were  imitating  Mr.  Pitt, 
because  they  mistook  disorganisation  for 
^don. 

projects  of  relief  were  as  ridiculous 
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thdr' system  of  coercion  was  ruthless;  botb 
were  alike  founded  in  intense  ignorance.  When 
we  recall  Mr.  Vansittart  with  his  cuireiXf 
resolutions;  Lord  Castlereagh  with  his  ptam, 
for  the  employment  of  labour ;  and  Lont 
Sidmoulh  with  his  plots  for  ensnaring  tbe 
laborious;  we  are  tempted  to  imagine  that  ^ 
present  epoch  has  been  one  of  peculiar  adi 
vances  in  political  ability,  and  marvel  ha4 
England  could  have  attained  her  present  pitcft 
under  a  series  of  such  governors. 

We  should,  however,  be  labouring  under 
very    erroneous    impression.      Run    over    tt 
statesmen  that  have  figured  in  England  aw 
the  accession  of  the  present  family,  and  n 
may  doubt  whether  there  be  one,   with  tl 
eKCeption  perhaps  of  the  Duke  of  Newcasdfl 
who  would  have  been  a  worthy  colleague  of  thi 
council  of  Mr,   Perceval,  or  the  early  cabinel 
of   Lord  Liverpool.     Assuredly  the  genius  (rf 
Bolinghroke  and  the  sagacity  of  Walpole  would 
have  alike  recoiled  from  such  men  and  such 
measures.     And  if  we  take  the  individuals  whg 
were  governing  England  immediately  before  fll 
French  Revolution,  one  need  only  refer  to  tl 
speeches  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  especially  to  those 
that  profound  statesman  and  most  instructs 
man.  Lord  Shelburne,  to  find  thai  we  can  ba 
no   remarkable   superiority  either   in   politii 
justice   or  in    pohtical   economy.   ■,  One   mi 
attribute  this  degeneracy,  therefore,  to  the  lo 
war  and  our  insular  position,  acting  upon  in 
naturally  of  inferior  abilities,  and  unfortunate^ 
in  addition,  of  illiterate  habits. 
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In  the  meantime,  notwithstanding  all  the 
efforts  or  the  political  Fanglosses  who,  in 
evening  Journals  and  Quarterly  Reviews  were 
continually  proving  that  this  was  the  best  of  all 
possible  governments,  it  was  evident  lo  the 
ministry  itself  that  the  machine  must  slop. 
The  class  of  Rigbys  indeed  at  tbis  period,  one 
eminently  favourable  to  that  fungous  tribe, 
greatly  distinguished  themselves.  They  demon- 
strated in  a  manner  absolutely  convincing,  that 
it  was  impossible  for  any  person  to  possess  any 
ability,  knowledge,  or  virtue,  any  capacity  of 
reasoning,  any  ray  of  fancy  or  faculty  of  im- 
agination, who  was  not  a  supporter  of  the 
existing  administration.  If  any  one  impeached 
the  management  of  a  department,  the  public 
was  assured  that  the  accuser  had  embezzled ;  if 
aoy  one  complained  of  the  conduct  of  a  colonial 
governor,  the  complainant  was  announced  as 
a  returned  convict  An  amelioration  of  the 
criminal  code  was  discountenanced  because  a 
search  in  the  parish  register  of  an  obscure 
village  proved  that  the  proposer  had  not  been 
bom  in  wedlock,  A  relaxation  of  the  com- 
mercial system  was  denounced  because  one  of 
its  principal  advocates  was  a  Socinian.  The 
inutility  of  Parliamentary  Reform  was  ever 
obvious  since  Mr.  Rigby  was  a  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons. 

To  us,  with  our  Times  newspaper  every 
moniing  on  our  breakfast-table,  bringing,  on 
every  subject  which  can  interest  the  public 
mind,  a  degree  of  information  and  itA&Viv 
geoce  which  must  foim  a  security  again^V  aK^ 
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proloDged  public  misconception,  it  seems  in- 
credible that  only  five-and-twenty  years  ago 
the  English  mind  could  hare  been  so  ridden 
aod  hoodwinked,  and  that,  too,  by  men  of 
mean  altalnments  and  moderate  abilities.  But 
the  war  had  directed  the  energies  of  the  Engh'sh 
people  into  channels  by  no  means  favourable 
to  political  education.  Conquerors  of  the 
world,  with  their  ports  filled  with  the  shipping 
of  every  clime,  and  their  manufactories  supply- 
ing the  European  continent,  in  the  art  of  self- 
government,  that  art  in  which  their  fathers 
excelled,  they  had  become  literally  children; 
and  Rigby  and  his  brother  hirelings  were  the 
nurses  that  frightened  them  with  hideous  fables 
and  ugly  words. 

Notwithstanding,  however,  all  this  successful 
mystification,  the  Arch- Mediocrity  who  presided, 
rather  than  ruled,  over  this  Cabinet  of  Medioc- 
rities, became  hourly  more  conscious  that  the 
inevitable  transition  from  fulfilling  the  duties  of 
an  administration  to  performing  the  functions 
of  a  government  could  not  be  conducted  with- 
out talents  and  knowledge.  The  Arch-Medioc- 
rity had  himself  some  glimmering  traditions  of 
political  science.  He  was  sprung  from  a 
laborious  stock,  had  received  some  training, 
and  though  not  a  statesman,  might  be  classed 
among  those  whom  the  Lord  Keeper  Williams 
used  to  call  "  state  mongers."  In  a  subordinate 
position  his  meagre  diligence  and  his  frigid 
method  might  not  have  been  without  value; 
but  the  qualities  tliat  he  possessed  were  mis- 
red;  nor  can   any  character  be   coaceivi 
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less  invested  with  the  happy  properties  of  a 
leader.  In  the  conduct  of  public  affairs  his 
disposition  was  exactly  the  reverse  of  that 
which  is  the  characteristic  of  great  men.  He 
was  peremptory  in  little  questions,  and  great 
ones  he  left  open. 

In  the  natural  course  of  events,  in  1819 
there  ought  to  have  been  a  change  of  govern- 
ment, and  another  parly  in  the  state  should 
have  entered  into  office ;  but  the  Whigs,  though 
they  counted  in  their  ranks  at  that  period  an 
unusual  number  of  men  of  great  ability,  and 
formed,  indeed,  a  compact  and  spirited  opposi- 
tion, were  unable  to  contend  against  the  new 
adjustment  of  borough  influence  which  had 
occurred  during  the  war,  and  under  the  pro- 
tracted administration  by  which  that  war  had 
been  conducted.  New  families  had  arisen  on 
the  Tory  side  that  almost  rivalled  old  Newcastle 
himself  in  their  electioneering  management ; 
and  it  was  evident  that,  unless  some  recon- 
struction of  the  House  of  Commons  could  be 
effected,  the  Whig  party  could  never  obtain 
a  permanent  hold  of  official  power.  Hence, 
from  that  period,  the  Whigs  became  Parlia- 
mentary Reformers. 

It  was  inevitable,  therefore,  that  the  country 
should  be  governed  by  the  same  party ;  in- 
dispensable that  the  ministry  should  be  reno- 
vated by  new  brains  and  blood.  Accordingly, 
a  Mediocrity,  not  without  repugnance,  was 
induced  to  withdraw,  and  the  great  name  of 
Wellington  supplied  his  place  in  council.  The 
adepts  of  the  Duke,  as  they  were  then  un4et- 
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stood,  were  not  exactly  of  the  kind  inost 
required  by  the  cabinet,  and  his  colleagues 
were  careful  that  he  should  not  occupy  too 
prominent  a  post ;  but  still  it  was  an  impressive 
acquisition,  and  imparted  to  the  ministry  a 
semblance  of  renown. 

There  was  an  individual  who  had  not  loog 
entered  public  life,  but  who  had  already  filled 
considerable,  though  still  subordinate,  offices. 
Having  acquired  a  certain  experience  of  the 
duties  of  administration,  and  distinction  for  hk 
mode  of  fulfilling  them,  he  had  withdrawn  from 
his  public  charge ;  perhaps  because  he  found  it 
a  barrier  to  the  attainment  of  that  parliamentaiy 
reputation  for  which  he  had  already  shown  both 
a  desire  and  a  capacity ;  perhaps,  because  being 
young  and  independent,  he  was  not  ovex- 
anxious  irremediably  to  identify  his  career  wkh 
a  school  of  politics  of  the  infallibility  of  which 
his  experience  might  have  already  made  him 
a  little  sceptical.  But  he  possessed  the  talents 
that  were  absolutely  wanted,  and  the  terms 
were  at  his  own  dictation.  Another,  and  a 
very  distinguished  Medioctitj-,  who  would  not 
resign,  was  thrust  out,  and  Mr.  Peel  became 
Secretary  of  State. 

From  this  moment  dates  that  intimate  con- 
nection between  the  Duke  of  WellingtoQ  and 
the  present  First  Minister,  which  iias  exercised 
a  considerable  influence  over  the  career  of 
individuals  and  the  course  of  affairs.  It  was 
the  sympathetic  result  of  superior  minds  placed 
among  inferior  intelligences,  and  was,  doubtless, 
assisted  by  a  then  mutual  conviction,  that  the. 
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diflerence  of  age,  the  cirtOm^ance  of  sitting  tn 
different  houses,  and  the  'general  contrast  of 
their  previous  pursuits  an'd.' accomplishments, 
rendered  personal  rivalry  out'^f  the  question. 
From  this  moment,  too,  the  .rftfojestic  govern- 
ment of  the  country  assumed  fl'n&w  character, 
and  one  universally  admitted  WJaave  been 
distinguished  by  a  spirit  of  enlightCTjed  progress 
and  comprehensive  amelioration.    ',•'■', 

A  short   time   after  this,  a  third; 'add  most 
distinguished  Mediocrity  died;  and' Canning, 
whom    they   had    twice   worried    out. -Of    the 
cabinet,  where  they  had   tolerated   hiln  .seme 
time  in  an  obscure  and  ambiguous  pbsillbn, 
was  recalled  just  in  time  from  his  impe'nflwrg 
banishment,  installed  in  the  first  post  iri.We 
Lower  House,  and  intrusted  with  the  seal^-pf," 
the  Foreign  Office.     The  Duke  of  Wellingtoh..-. 
had  coveted  them,  nor  could  Lord  LiverpofiJ-'"' 
have  been  insensible  to  his  Grace's  peculiar .  .*. 
fitness   for  such  duties ;  but  strength  was  re- 
quired in  the  House  of  Commons,  where  they 
had  only  one  Secretary  of  State,  a  young  man 
already  distinguished,  yet  untried  as  a  leader, 
and  surrounded  by  colleagues  notoriously  in- 
capable to  assist  htm  in  debate. 

The  accession  of  Mr.  Canning  to  the  cabinet, 
in  a  position,  too,  of  surpassing  influence,  soon 
led  to  a  further  weeding  of  the  Mediocrities, 
and,  among  other  introductions,  to  the  memor- 
able entrance  of  Mr.  Husltisson.  In  this  wise 
did  that  cabinet,  once  notable  only  for  the 
absence  of  all  those  qualities  which  authorise 
1  of  power,  come  to  be  g^eueTafl.'^ 
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esteemed  as  a  liody  -of  men,  who,  for  parlta- 
mentary  eloquerfc^;  ofEciai  practice,  polidca] 
information,  sa^city  in  council,  and  a  due 
understanding  :qf' 4: heir  epoch,  were  inferior  to 
none  that  had'fijfected  the  policy  of  the  empire 
since  the  Revohation. 

If  we  survey  the  tenor  of  the  policy  of  the 
Liverpool. Cabinet  during  the  latter  moiety  of 
its  contiouaflce,  we  shall  find  its  characteristic 
to  be  »'t)artial  recurrence  to  those  frank  prin- 
ciples of '  government  which  Mr.  Pitt  bad 
revitod,  during  the  latter  part  of  the  last 
ceniury.-Trom  precedents  that  had  been  set  us, 
eirii^r'tn  practice  or  in  dogma,  during  its  earlier 
period,  by  statesmen  who  then  not  ordy  bore 
mft'title,  but  professed  the  opinions,  of  Tories, 
■,-E*clusive  principles  in  the  constitution,  and  ' 
_.._r^trictive  principles  in  commerce,  have  grovn  ' 
.•■■'.'up    together;    and    have    really    nothing    in 

I,*.'. /common-  with  the  ancient  character  of  our 
political  settlement,  or  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  English  people.  Confidence 
in  the  loyalty  of  the  nation,  testified  by 
munificent  grants  of  rights  and  franchises,  and 
favour  to  an  expansive  system  of  tratBc,  wctc 
distinctive  qualities  of  the  English  sovereignty, 
until  the  House  of  Commons  usurped  the 
belter  portion  of  its  prerogatives.  A  widening 
of  our  electoral  scheme,  great  facilities  to  com-  ' 
merce,  and  the  rescue  of  our  Roman  Catholic 
fellow-subjects  from  the  Puritanic  yoke,;  from 
fetters  which  have  been  fastened  on  them  by 
English  Parliaments  in  spite   of  the  protests 

^^^UjJ  exertions  of  the  English  Sovereigns ;  these 
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fere  the  three  great  elements  and  fundamental 
ths  of  the  real  Pitt  system,  a  system  founded 
on  the  traditions  of  our  monarchy,, and  caught 
from  the  writings,  the  speeches,  the  councils  of 
those  who,  for  the  sake  of  these  and  analogous 
benefits,  had  ever  been  anxious  that  the 
Sovereign  of  England  should  never  be  de- 
graded into  the  position  of  a  Venetian  Doge. 

(It  is  in  the  plunder  of  the  Church  that  we 
must  seek  for  the  primary  cause  of  our  political 
exclusion,  and  our  commercial  restraint.  That  • 
unhallowed  booty  created  a  factitious  aristocracy, 
ever  fearful  that  they  might  be  called  upon  to 
regoi^e  their  sacril^ious  spoil.  To  prevent  this 
they  took  refuge  in  political  religionism,  and 
paltering  with  the  disturbed  consciences,  or  the 
pious  fantasies,  of  a  portion  of  the  people,  they 
organised  them  into  religious  sects.  These  be- 
came the  unconscious  Prfetorians  of  their  ill- 
gotten  domains.  At  the  head  of  these  religion- 
ists, they  have  continued  ever  since  to  govern, 
or  powerfuily  to  influence,  this  country.  They 
have  in  that  time  pulled  down  thrones  and 
churches,  changed  dynasties,  abrogated  and  re- 
modelled parliaments ;  they  have  disfranchised 
Scotland,  and  confiscated  Ireland.  One  may 
adtnire  the  vigour  and  consistency  of  the  Whig 
party,  and  recognise  in  their  career  that  unity 
of  purpose  that  can  only  spring  from  a  great 
principle ;  but  the  Whigs  introduced  sectarian 
religion,  sectarian  religion  led  to  political  ex- 
clusion, and  political  exclusion  was  soon  accom- 
panied by  commercial  restraint. 
"**'  .would  be  fancifut   to   assume   t\iat   \.^ft 
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lirerpool  Cabinet,  in  that  ameliorating  career, 
was  directed  by  any  desire  to  recur  to  the 
primordial  tenets  of  the  Tory  party.  That  vras 
not  an  epoch  when  statesmen  cared  to  prosecute 
the  investigation  of  principles.  It  was  a  period 
of  happy  and  enlightened  practice.  A  pro- 
founder  policy  is  the  offspring  of  a  time  iiks 
the  present,  when  the  original  postulates  of 
institutions  are  called  in  question.  The  Liver- 
pool Cabinet  unconsciously  approximated  to 
these  opinions,  because  from  careful  experiment 
they  were  convinced  of  their  beneficial  tendencyt 
and  they  thus  bore  an  unintentional  and  im- 
partial testimony  to  their  truth.  Like  many 
men,  who  think  they  are  inventors,  they  werci 
only  reproducing  ancient  wisdom. 

But  one  must  ever  deplore  that  this  ministry, 
with  all  their  talents  and  generous  ardour,  did 
not  advance  to  principles.  It  is  always  perilous 
to  adopt  expediency  as  a  guide  ;  but  the  choice 
may  be  sometimes  imperative.  These  states 
men,  however,  took  expediency  for  their  director,, 
when  principle  would  have  given  them  aU  that 
expediency  ensured,  and  much  more. 

This  ministry,  strong  in  the  confidence  of  the 
sovereign,  the  parliament,  and  the  people, 
might,  by  the  courageous  promulgation  of  great 
historical  truths,  have  gradually  formed  a  public 
opinion,  that  would  have  permitted  them  to. 
organise  the  Tory  parly  on  a  broad,  a  perma- 
nent, and  national  basts.  They  might  have- 
nobly  effected  a  complete  settlement  of  Ireland, 
which  a  shattered  section  of  this  very  cabinet 
was  forced  a  few  years  after  to  do  paitiallyi 
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and  in  an  equivocating  and  equivocal  manner. 
They  might  have  concluded  a  satisfactory  re- 
construction of  the  thirri  fgtatp  -nHthniit  pro- 
ducing that  convulsion  with  wnich,  from  its 
violent  fabrication,  our  social  system  still 
vibrates.  Lastly,  they  might  have  adjusted  the 
rights  and  properties  of  our  national  industries 
in  a  manner  which  would  have  prevented  that 
fierce  and  fatal  rivalry  that  is  now  disturbing 
every  hearth  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

We  may,  therefore,  visit  on  the  laches  of  this 
ministry  the  introduction  of  that  new  principle 
and  power  into  our  constitution  which  ultimately  , 
may  absorb  all,  Agitation.  This  cabinet,  then,  "-^ 
with  so  much  brilliancy  on  its  surface,  is  the  f^ 
real  parent  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Associa- 
tion, the  Political  Unions,  the  Anti-Cora-Law 
League. 

There  is  no  influence  at  the  same  time  so 
powerful  and  so  singular  as  that  of  individual 
character.  It  arises  as  often  from  the  weakness 
of  the  character  as  from  its  strength.  The  dis- 
persion of  this  clever  and  showy  ministry  is  a 
fine  illustration  of  this  truth.  One  morning 
the  Arch -Mediocrity  himself  died.  At  the  first 
blush,  it  would  seem  that  little  difficulties  could 
be  experienced  in  finding  his  substitute.  His 
long  occupation  of  the  post  proved,  at  any 
rate^  that  the  qualification  was  not  excessive. 
But  this  cabinet,  with  its  serene  and  blooming 
visage,  had  been  all  this  time  charged  with  fierce 
and  emulous  ambitions.  They  waited  the  sig-  ^ 
.  nal,  but  they  waited  in  grim  repose.  The  death 
■   *>f  rh-*  nominal  leader,  whose  formal  SQ-petvoTWj , 
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wounding  no  vanity,  and  offending  tio  pride, 
secured  in  their  councils  equality  among  the 
able,  was  the  tocsin  of  their  anarchy.  There 
existed  in  this  cabinet  two  men,  who  were 
resolved  immediately  to  be  prime  ministers ;  a 
third  who  was  resolved  eventually  to  be  prime 
minister,  but  would  at  any  rate  occupy  no 
ministerial  post  without  the  lead  of  a  House  of 
Parliament;  and  a  fourth,  who  felt  himself 
capable  of  being  prime  minister,  but  despaired 
of  the  revolution  which  could  alone  make  him 
one;  and  who  found  an  untimely  end  when 
that  revolution  had  arrived. 

Had  Mr.  Secretary  Canning  remained  leader 
of  the  House  of  Commons  under  the  Duke  of 
WelUngtoD,  all  that  he  would  have  gained  by 
the  death  of  Lord  Liverpool  was  a  master. 
Had  the  Duke  of  Wellington  become  Secretary 
of  State  under  Mr,  Canning  he  would  have 
materially  advanced  his  political  position,  not 
only  by  holding  the  seals  of  a  high  department 
in  which  he  was  calculated  to  excel,  but  by 
becoming  leader  of  the  House  of  Lords.  But 
his  Grace  was  induced  by  certain  court  intriguers 
to  believe  that  the  King  would  send  for  him, 
and  he  was  also  aware  that  Mr.  Peel  would  no 
longer  serve  under  any  minister  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  Under  any  circumstances  it 
would  have  been  impiossible  to  keep  the  Urex- 

Kol  Cabinet  together.    The  struggle,  therefore, 
twcen  the   Duke  of  Wellington  and   *'my 
dear  Mi.  Canning  "  was  interaedne,  and  ended 
somewhat  unexpectedly. 
,  And  insK  we  must  stop  to  do  justice  to  our 
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friend  Mr.  RJgby,  whose  conduct  on  this 
occasion  was  distinguished  by  a  bustling  dex- 
terity which  was  quite  charming.  He  had,  as 
ire  have  before  intimated,  on  the  credit  of  some 
clever  lampoons  written  during  the  Queen's 
trial,  which  were,  in  fact,  the  effusions  of  Lucian 
Gay,  wriggled  himself  into  a  sort  of  occasional 
unworthy  favour  at  the  palace,  where  he  was 
half  butt  and  half  buffoon.  Here,  during  the 
interr^num  occasioned  by  the  death,  or  rather 
ineivitable  retirement,  of  Lord  Liverpool,  Mr. 
Rigby  contrived  to  scrape  up  a  conviction  that 
the  Duke  was  the  winning  horse,  and  in  conse- 
quence there  appeared  a  series  of  leading 
articles  in  a  notorious  evening  newspaper,  in 
which  it  was,  as  Tadpole  and  Taper  declared, 
most  "slashingly"  shown,  that  the  son  of  an 
actress  could  never  be  tolerated  as  a  Prime 
Minister  of  England.  Not  content  with  this, 
and  never  doubting  for  a  moment  the  authentic 
basis  of  his  persuasion,  Mi.  Rigby  poured  forth 
his  coarse  voiubility  on  the  subject  at  several  of 
the  new  clubs  which  he  was  getting  up  in  order 
to  revenge  himself  for  having  been  black-balled 
at  White's. 

What  with  arrangements  aloata  Lord  Mon- 
mouth's boroughs,  and  the  tuc^  bottling  at 
some  claret  which  the  Duke  bad  imported  00 
Mr.  Rigby's  recommendatioD,  IIh  distinguisfarf 
gentleman  contrived  to  pay  flhoi  hourly  viAi 
at  Apsley  House,  and  so  buSed  Tadr.ole 
Taper  that  ihey  scarcely  dttsd  add:'.---; 
About  four-and- twenty  boon  before  '.':.-. 
and  when  it  was  generalljl  mfft»tc  "<■ 
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Duke  was  in,  Mr.  Rigby,  who  had  gone  down 
to  Windsor  to  ask  his  Majesty  the  date  of  some 
obscure  historical  incident,  which  Rigby,  of 
course,  very  well  knew,  found  that  audiences 
were  impossible,  that  his  Majesty  was  agitated, 
and  learned,  from  an  bumble  but  secure 
authority,  that  in  spite  of  all  his  slashing  arcicles, 
and  Lucian  Gay's  parodies  of  the  Irish  melo- 
dies, Canning  was  to  be  Prime  Minister. 

This  would  seem  something  of  a  predicament  I 
To  common  minds,  there  are  no  such  things  as 
scrapes  for  gentlemen  with  Mr.  Rigby's  talents 
for  action.  He  had  indeed,  in  the  world,  the 
credit  of  being  an  adept  in  machinations,  and 
was  supposed  ever  to  be  involved  in  profound 
and  comphcated  contrivances,  This  was  quite 
a  mistake.  There  was  nothing  profound  about 
Mr.  Rigby ;  and  his  intellect  was  totally  incap- 
able of  devising  or  sustaining  an  intricate  or 
continuous  scheme.  He  was,  in  short,  a  man 
who  neither  felt  nor  thought ;  but  who  possessed, 
in  a  very  remarkable  degree,  a  restless  instinct 
for  adroit  baseness.  On  the  present  occasion 
he  got  into  his  carriage,  and  drove  at  the  utmost 
speed  from  Windsor  to  the  Foreign  Office.  The 
Secretary  of  State  was  engaged  when  he  arrived ; 
but  Mr.  Rigby  would  listen  to  no  difficulties. 
He  rushed  upstairs,  flung  open  the  door,  and 
with  agitated  countenance,  and  eyes  suffused 
with  tears,  threw  himself  into  the  arms  of  the 
astonished  Mr.  Canning. 

"  All  is  right,"  exclaimed  the  devoted  Rigby, 
broken  tones  ;  "  I  have  convinced  the  King 
It  the  First  Minister  must  be  in  the  House  of 
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o  one  knows  it  but  myset/;  but 


Commons.      ^ 
it  is  certain." 

We  have  seen  that  at  an  early  period  of  hii 
career,  Mr.  Peel  withdrew  from  official  life.  His 
course  had  been  one  of  unbroken  proqjent; ; 
the  hero  of  the  University  bad  become  the 
favourite  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Hia  re- 
treat, therefore,  was  not  prompted  by  chagrin. 
Nor  need  it  have  been  stiggested  by  a  calculat- 
ing ambition,  for  the  ordinaiy  coutae  ot  events 
was  fast  bearing  to  him  all  to  vhidi  r 
aspire.  One  might  rather  suppose,  that  b 
already  gained  sufficient  experience  p 
bis  Irish  Secretaryship,  to  make  hin  | 
in  that  career  of  superficial  s 
cation  and  custom  had  hitherto  cha 
bim,  rather  than  the  creative  t 
own  mind.  A  thoughtful  intdleci  n^l 
already  detected  elements  ii 
which  required  a  finer  observatjoo,  sixl»j^ 
unbroken  sludy,  than  the  gyves  and  O 
ofiice  would  permit.  He  may  have  d 
that  the  representation  of  the  VarKxatj,  M 
upon  in  those  days  as  the  blue  t~ ' 
House  of  Comm 
without  unnecessarily  adding  to  i 
He  may  have  wished  to  reser*e  1 
a  happier  occasion,  and  a  more  | 
period.  He  may  have  felt  the  ■ 
of  arresting  himself  in  his  rapid  C 
tons  routine,  to  survey  his  positiOB  ■■ 
and  to  comprehend  the  stiiring  ag 
approaching. 

It  that,  he  could  not  but  be  c 
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the  education  which  he  had  consummated,  how- 
ever ornate  and  refined,  was  not  sufficient 
That  age  of  economical  statesmanship  which 
Lord  Shelburne  had  predicted  in  1787,  when 
he  demolished,  in  the  House  of  Lords,  Bishop 
Watson  and  the  Balance  of  Trade,  which  Mr. 
Pitt  had  comprehended,  and  for  which  be  was 
preparing  the  nation  when  the  French  Revolu- 
tion diverted  the  public  mind  into  a  stronger 
and  more  turbulent  current,  was  again  impend- 
ing, while  the  intervening  history  of  the  country 
had  been  prolific  in  events  which  had  a^ra- 
vated  the  necessity  of  investigating  the  sources 
of  the  wealth  of  nations.   The  time  had  arrived 

ij  when  parliamentary  pre-eminence  could  no 
f^  longer  be  achieved  or  maintained  by  gorgeous 
abstractions  borrowed  from  Burke,  or  shallow 
systems  purloined  from  De  Lolme,  adorned 
with  Horatian  points,  or  varied  with  Virgilian 
passages.  It  was  to  be  an  age  of  abstruse  dis- 
quisition, that  required  a  compact  and  sinewy 
intellect,  nurtured  in  a  class  of  learning  not  yrt 
honoured  in  colleges,  and  which  might  arrive  at 
conclusions  conflicting  with  predominant  pre- 
judices. 

Adopting  this  view  of  the  position  of  Mr.  PeeJ, 
strengthened  as  it  is  by  his  early  withdrawal  for 
awhile  from  the  direction  of  public  aOsdrs, 
it  may  not  only  be  a    charitable    but   a  true 

I  estimate  of  the  motives  which  influenced  him 

in  his  conduct  towards  Mr.  Canning,  to  con- 
clude that  he  was  not  guided  in  that  transaction 
by  the  disingenuous  rivalry  usually  imputed  to 
him.    His  statement  in  Parliament  of  the  deter- 
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mining  circumstances  of  his  conduct,  coupled 
with  his  subsequent  and  almost  immediate 
policy,  may  perhaps  always  leave  this  a  painful 
and  ambiguous  passage  in  his  career ;  but  in 
parsing  judgment  on  public  men,  it  behoves 
us  ever  to  talie  large  and  extended  views  of 
their  conduct ;  and  previous  incidents  will  often 
satisfactorily  explain  subsequent  events,  which, 
without  their  illustrating  aid,  are  involved  in 
misapprehension  or  mystery. 

It  would  seem,  therefore,  that  Sit  Robert  Peel, 
from  an  early  period,  meditated  his  emancipa- 
tion from  the  poUtical  confederacy  in  which  he 
was  implicated,  and  that  he  has  been  continually 
baffled  in  this  project.  He  broke  loose  from 
Lord  Liverpool ;  he  retired  from  Mr.  Canning. 
Forced  again  into  becoming  the  subordinate 
leader  of  the  weakest  government  in  parliamen- 
tary annals,  he  believed  he  had  at  length 
achieved  his  emancipation,  when  he  declared  to 
his  late  colleagues,  after  the  overthrow  of  1830, 
that  he  would  never  again  accept  a  secondary 
position  in  office.  But  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
was  too  old  a  tactician  to  lose  so  valuable  an 
ally.  So  his  Grace  declared  after  the  Reform 
Biil  was  passed,  as  its  inevitable  result,  that 
thenceforth  the  Prime  Minister  must  be  a  mem- 
ber of  the  House  of  Commons  ;  and  this  aphor- 
ism, cited  as  usual  by  the  Duke's  parasites  as 
demonstration  of  his  supreme  sagacity,  wag 
a  graceful  mode  of  resigning  the  pre-eminence 
which  had  been  productive  of  such  great  party 
disasters.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  patty  who 
devised  and  passed  the  Reform  Bill,  and  who,  in 
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consequence,  governed  the  nation  for  ten  years, 
never  once  had  their  Prime  Minister  in  the 
House  of  Commons  :  but  that  does  not  signify; 
the  Duke's  maxim  is  still  quoted  as  an  oracle 
almost  equal  in  prescience  to  his  famous  query, 
"  How  is  the  King's  government  to  be  carried 
on?"  a  question  to  which  his  Grace  by  this 
time  has  contrived  to  give  a  tolerably  practical 
answer. 

Sir  Robert  Peel,  who  had  escaped  from  Lord 
Liverpool,  escaped  from  Mr.  Canning,  escaped 
even  from  the  Dute  of  ^Vellington  in  1831, 
was  at  length  caught  in  1834;  the  victim  of 
ceaseless  intriguers,  who  neither  comprehended 
his  position,  nor  that  of  their  country. 


CHAPTER    II 


Beaumanoir  was  one  of  those  Palladian  palaces^ 
vast  and  ornate,  such  as  the  genius  of  Kmt 
and  Campbell  delighted  in  at  the  beginning  of 
the  eighteenth  century.  Placed  on  a  nobte 
elevation,  yet  screened  from  the  northern  blast, 
its  sumptuous  front,  connected  with  its  far- 
spreading  wings  by  Corinthian  colonnades,  was 
the  boast  and  pride  of  the  midland  counties. 
The  surrounding  gardens,  equalling  in  extent 
the  size  of  ordinary  parks,  were  crowded  with 
temples  dedicated  to  abstract  virtues  and  to  de- 
parted friends.  Occasionally  a  triumphal  ar<^ 
celebrated  a  general  whom  the  family  still  es' 
teemed  a  hero;  and  sometimes  a  votive  column 
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(r>mmemorated  the  gretf  i 
advanced  the  family  a  s*^  n 
yond  the  limits  of  this  j* 
hind   wandered  i 
feray  coverts  and  g 

The  noble  propnetOB-  rf  i 
many  of  the  virtues  of  I '     *" 
failings.    He  had  thai  p 
his  station. 

avoided  the  exertkma  aa 
should  be  inseparable  t 
the  hollow  pretert  of  ■  • 
devotion  to  domestie  jt 
tender,  and  bounteoai  >»  t 
a  Sowing  hospitality, 
was  not  untinctured  by  ! 
a  cultivated  taste  fc*  A« 
ardent  politician,  he  «J 
opinions,  and  full  of  a^ 
A   firm  supporter  of   ifc 
refused  a  lease. 
through  his  irhole  t 
his  mind,  a  rein  t^  t 
fiiU  of  chann,  bis  i 
never  oBeaded  any  < 

breeding  iikfeed,  sjl „ 

source  of  gentle  manoe»«.   =-  **^  " 
have  pained  others  woaW  b**^}^'' 
Perhaps,  too,  this  noble   TJ™?"- 
been  in  some  degree  promp!**  *• 
blood  in  his  veins,  an  acci^^J J*  -f-  -^ 
rare  with   the   English 
hardly  praise  him  for  the  i 
bound  him  to  his  hearth,  *<*  if-'-- 
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hiai  the  most  pleasing  family  in  the  world;  but, 
above  all,  a  peerless  wife. 

The  Duchess  was  one  of  those  women  who 
are  the  delight  of  existence.  She  was  sprung 
from  a  house  not  inferior  to  that  with  which 
she  had  blended,  and  was  gifted  with  that  rate 
beauty  which  time  ever  spares,  so  thai  she 
seemed  now  only  the  elder  sister  of  her  own 
beautiful  daughters.  She,  too,  was  distinguished. 
by  that  perfect  good  breeding  which  is  thw 
result  of  nature  and  not  of  education ;  for  it 
may  be  found  in  a  cottage,  and  may  be  missed 
in  a  palace.  'Tis  a  genial  regard  for  the  feeling' 
of  others  that  springs  from  an  absence  of  selfisb- 
ness.  The  Duchess,  indeed,  was  in  every  Sfflse 
a  fine  lady ;  her  manners  were  refined  and  hiOl 
of  dignity;  but  nothing  in  the  world  could  havs; 
induced  her  to  appear  bored  when  another 
addressing  or  attempting  to  amuse  her.  She 
was  not  one  of  those  vulgar  fine  ladies  who 
meet  you  one  day  with  a  vacant  stare,  as  if 
unconscious  of  your  existence,  and  address  you 
on  another  in  a  tone  of  impertinent  familiarity. 
Her  temper,  perhaps,  was  somewhat  quiqki 
which  made  this  consideration  for  the  feetingj 
of  others  still  more  admirable,  for  it  was  tbsj 
result  of  a  strict  moral  discipline  acting  00 
good  heart.  Although  the  best  of  wives  ao^! 
mothers,  she  had  some  charity  for  het  neigh- 
bours. Needing  herself  no  indulgence, 
could  be  indulgent  ]  and  would  by  no  ra 
favour  that  strait-laced  morality  that  would 
constrain  the  innocent  play  of  the  social  body. 
She  was  accomplished,  well  read,  and  bad  a 
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lively  fancy.  Add  to  this  that  sunbeam  of  • 
happy  home,  a  gay  and  cheerful  spiril  in  its 
mistress,  and  one  might  form  sonic  iajni  tde*  flf 
this  gracious  pereonage. 

The  eldest  son  oF  this  house  was  nww  wcitiK 
continent ;   of  his  two  younger  brotbcrc,  -gar 
was    with    his    regiment    and    tlw    ottwr  -99^     ' 
Coningsby's  friend  at  Eton,  our  Hcn^  ^>iM«r^. 
The  two  eldest  dauetit-'  ■'■'■» 

the  same  dav   a  ■•■  |^ 

ingone  T 


his  present  ^  '• 
colleagues  n 
bars  of  the 
his  Graces  la 
like  martyr 
Tadpole  an 
too  had  lo 
men  of  bu=i 
life  to  look 
meoced  the 
occanoDwef' 
where  tber  v 
Taper  h^ 
which  bad  '-~j~ 
where  he  nad  wha 
that  is  to  "^y  a  k^j--  j  *ut 
had  a  Brel  en  mtrarvr--  -S  "% 
once  bestowed  by  Mr.  Iil-j^  m, 
been  m>  liberally  dealt  ^t'*  i 
"s  connectiao  vf'%^ 
:  whole  mas  -*/  < 
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body,  and  make  it  rise  in  fiiH  nbeOioa 

of  a  majority  of  Uuee  bandred,  could  1^  o^no) 
when  he  called  at  Whhehill  or  Dowmug  Street 

Tadpole,  on  Ibe  coatmj,  who  wss  of 
larger  grasp  of  mind  than  T^>er.  wkh  mo 
of  imaifinaiion  and  device  bat  not  so  safie 
man,  waa  coquetting  with  a  mamiEactuni 
town  and  a  large  consthuencj-,  where  he  wi 
to  luoceed  by  the  aid  of  the  ^Vesle^ans,  tA' 
which  pious  body  he  had  suddenly  becomft 
a  fervent  admirer.  The  great  Mr.  Rigby,  too^ ' 
was  4  guest  out  of  Pailiament,  nor  caring  tct 
be  in;  but  beating  that  his  friends  had  soinQi 
hopes,  be  thought  he  would  just  come  down  tOt 
daah  them. 

The  political  grapes  were  sour  for  Mr.  Rigb^:, 
a  prophet  of  evil,  he  preached  only  mortiScatia! 
and  repentance  and  despair  to  his  late 
leagues.  It  was  the  only  satisfaction  left 
Rigby,  except  assuring  the  Duke  that  the  fi 
pictures  in  his  gallery  were  copies,  and 
commending  him  to  pull  down  Beaumar 
and  rebuild  it  on  a  design  with  which  Mik 
Rigby  would  furnish  him. 

The  battue  and  the  banquet  were  over ;  the 
ladies  had  withdrawn ;  and  the  butler  placQ 
fresh  claret  on  the  table. 

"And  you  really  think  you  could  give 
majority,  Tadpole?"  said  the  Duke. 

Mr.  Tadpole,  with  some  ceremony,  tod 
a  memorandum-book  out  of  his  pocket,  ami) 
the  smiles  and  the  faint  well-bred  merriment 
bi8  frieada, 
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iladpole  is  nothing  without  his  book," 
pered  Lord  Fitz-Booby. 

"It  is  here,"  said  Mr.  Tadpole,  emphalically 
patting  his  volume,  "a  dear  working  majority 
of  twenty-two." 

"  Near  sailing  that !  "  cried  the  Duke, 

"A  far  better  majotity  than  the  present 
Goveniment  have,"  said  Mr.  Tadpole. 

*'  There  is  nothing  like  a  good  small  majority," 
said  Mr.  Taper,  "  and  a  good  registration." 

"  Ay  I  register,  register,  register  ! "  said  the 
Duke.     "Those  were  immortal  words." 

"  I  can  tell  your  Grace  three  far  better  ones," 
said  Mr.  Tadpole,  with  a  self-complacent  air. 
"Object,  object,  object ! " 

"You  may  register,  and  you  may  object," 
said  Mr.  Rigby,  "  but  you  wiU  never  get  rid  of 
Schedule  A  and  Schedule  B." 

"But  who  could  have  supposed  two  years 
^O  that  affairs  would  be  in  their  present 
position?"  said  Mr,  Taper,  deferentially. 

"  I  foretold  it,"  said  Mr.  Rigby.  "  Evo^y 
one  knows  that  no  government  now  can  last 
twelve  months." 

"We  may  make  fresh  boroughs,"  said  Taper. 
"  We  have  reduced  Shabbyton  at  the  last  regis- 
tration under  three  hundred." 

"  And  the  Weaieyans  ! "  said  Tadpole.  "  We 
never  counted  on  the  tt'esleyans  !  " 

"I  am  told  these  Wesleyans  are  really  a 
respectable  body,"  said  Lord  Fitz-Booby.  "  I 
beheve  there  is  no  material  difference  between 
their  tenets  and  those  of  the  Establishment.  I 
at  heard  of  them  much  till  lately.    We  faasft 
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too  long  confounded  theni  with  the  mass  of 
Dissenters,  but  their  conduct  at  several  of  the 
later  elections  prove  that  they  are  far  ftora 
being  unreasonable  and  disloyal  individuals. 
When  we  come  in,  something  should  be  done 
for  the  Wesleyans,  eh,  Rigby?  " 

"  All  that  your  Lordship  can  do  for  the 
Wesleyans  is  what  they  will  very  shortly  do  for 
themselves,  appropriate  a  portion  of  the  Church 
Revenues  to  their  own  use." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Mr.  Tadpole  with  a  chuckle,  ^ 
"  I  don't  think  we  shall  find  the  Church  at- 
tacked again  in  a  hurry.  I  only  wish  they 
would  try  !  A  good  Church  cry  before  a  r^is- 
tration,"  he  continued,  rubbing  his  liands ;  "eh, 
my  Lord,  I  think  that  would  do," 

"But  how  are  we  to  turn  them  out?"  s^db 
the  Duke. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Mr.  Taper,  "  that  is  a  great 
question." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  a  repeal  of  the  Malt 
Tax?"  said  Lord  Fitz-Booby.  "They  have 
been  trying  it  on  in  — —shire,  and  I  am  told  it 
goes  down  very  well.'' 

"No  repeal  of  any  tax,"  said  Taper,  sincerely 
shocked,  and  shaking  his  head ;  "  and  the  Malt 
Tax  of  all  others.     I  am  all  against  that." 

"  It  is  a  very  good  cry  though,  if  there  be  no 
other,"  said  Tadpole. 

"I  am  all  for  a  religious  cry,"  said  Taper, 
"  It  means  nothing,  and,  if  successful,  does  not 
interfere  with  business  when  we  are  in." 

"You  will  have  religious  cries  enough  in  a 
_  short  time,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  rather  wearied  of 
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any  one  speaking  but  himself,  aad  thereat  he 
commenced  a.  discourse,  which  was,  in  fact,  one 
of  his  "slashing"  articles  in  petto  on  Church 
Reform,  and  which  abounded  in  parallels  be- 
tween the  present  affairs  and  those  of  the  reign 
of  Charles  I.  Tadpole,  who  did  not  pretend 
to  know  anything  but  the  state  of  the  registra- 
tion, and  Taper,  whose  political  reading  was 
confined  to  an  intimate  acquaiotance  with  the 
Red  Book  and  Beatson's  Political  Index,  which 
he  could  repeal  backwards,  were  silenced. 
The  Duke,  who  was  well  instructed  and  liked 
to  be  talked  to,  sipped  his  claret,  and  was  rather 
amused  by  Rigby's  lecture,  particularly  by  one  or 
two  statements  characterised  by  Rigby's  happy 
audacity,  but  which  the  Duke  was  too  indo- 
lent to  question.  Lord  Fitz-Booby  listened  with 
his  mouth  open,  but  rather  bored.  At  length, 
when  there  was  a  momentary  pause,  he  said — 

"  In  my  time,  the  regular  thing  was  to  move  an 
amendment  on  the  address." 

"  Quite  out  of  the  question,"  exclaimed  Tad- 
pole, with  a  scofi". 

"  Entirely  given  up,"  said  Taper,  with  a  sneer. 

"  If  you  will  drink  no  more  claret,  we  will  go 
aod  hear  some  music,"  said  the  Duke. 


CHAPTER    III 

A  BREAKFAST  at  Beaumanoir  was  a  meal 
some  ceremony.     Every  guest  was  expected 
attend,  and  at  a  somewhat  early  hour,    TK^ 
host  and  hostess  set   them    the  exam^^e 
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punctuality.  'Tis  an  old  form  rigidly  adhered 
in  some  great  houses,  but,  it  must  be  confesse 
does  not  contrast  very  agreeably  with  the  easier 
arrangements  of  establishments  of  less  preten- 
sion and  of  more  modern  order. 

The  morning  after  the  dinner  to  which  we 
have  been  recently  introduced,  there  was  one 
individual  absent  from  the  break  fast- table  whose 
non-appearance  could  scarcely  be  passed 
without  notice  ;  and  several  inquired  with  some 
anxiety,  whether  their  host  were  indisposed. 

"The  Duke  has  received  some  letters  ftom 
London  which  detain  him,"  replied  the  Duchess, 
"  He  will  join  us." 

"  Vour  Grace  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  ycni- 
son  Henry  is  very  well,"  said  Mr,  Eigby;  "I 
heard  of  him  this  morning.  Harry  Coningsb 
enclosed  mc  a  letter  for  his  grandfather,  a: 
tells  me  that  he  and  Henry  Sydney  had  ji 
had  a  capital  run  with  the  King's  hounds." 

"  It  is  three  years  since  we  have  seen  MR 
Coningsby,"  said  the  Duchess.  "Once  hewai 
often  here.  He  was  a  great  favourite  of  minet 
I  hardly  ever  knew  a  more  interesting  boy." 

"  Yes,  I  have  done  a  great  deal  for  him, 
said  Mr.  Rigby.  "  Lord  Monmouth  is  fond 
of  him,  and  wishes  that  he  should  make  K 
figure;  but  how  any  one  is  to  distinguish 
himself  now,  I  am  really  at  a  loss  to  com- 
prehend." 

"But   are   affairs   so    very   bad?"   said   the 
Duchess,  smiling.     "  I  thought  that  we  were  all  * 
regaining  our  good  sense  and  good  temper." 

"I   believe  all  ttie  ^ooi  seu^a  and  all  the 
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good  temper  in  England  are  concentrated  io 
^ur  Grace,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  gallantly. 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  be  such  a  monopolist. 
But  Lord  Fitz-Booby  was  giving  me  last  night 
quite  a  glowing  report  of  Mr.  Tadpole's  prospects 
For  the  nation.  We  were  all  to  have  our  own 
■gain  ;  and  Percy  to  carry  the  county," 

"  My  dear  Madam,  before  twelve  months  are 
past,  there  will  not  be  a  county  in  England, 
iVhy  should  there  be  ?  If  boroughs  are  to  be 
jisfrancbised,  why  should  not  counties  be 
flestroyed  ? " 

At  this  moment  the  Duke  entered,  apparently 
■gitated.  He  bowed  to  his  guests,  and  apolo- 
gised for  his  unusual  absence.  "  The  truth  is," 
Se  continued,  "I  have  just  received  a  very 
important  despatch.  An  event  has  occurred 
which  may  materially  affect  affairs.  Lord 
Spencer  is  dead." 

A  thunderbolt  in  a  summer  sky,  as  Sir  William 
Temple  says,  could  not  have  produced  a  greater 
sensation.  The  business  of  the  repast  ceased 
in  a  moment  The  knives  and  forks  were 
suddenly  silent.     All  was  still.  ,  • 

"  It  is  an  immense  event,"  said  Tadpole.      , , , 
I  don't  see  my  way,"  said  Taper. 
When  did  he  die  ?  "  said  Lord  Fitz-Booby. 
I  don't  believe  it,"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 
They   have   got    their    man    ready,"   said 
Tadpole. 

"It  is  impossible  to  say  what  will  happen," 
said  Taper. 

"  Now  is  the  time  for  an  amendment  on  the 
said  Fitz-Booby. 
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There  are  I  wo  reasons  which  convince  ti 
that  Lord  Spencer  is  not  dead,"  said  Mr.  EigB 

"I  fear  there  is  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  tl 
Duke,  shaking  his  head. 

"  Lord  Althorp  was  the  only  man  who  cod 
keep  them  together,"  said  Lord  Fitz-Booby. 

"On  the  contrary,"  said  Tadpole.  "If  I  I 
right  in  my  man,  and  I  have  no  doubt  of 
you  will  have  a  radical  programnie,  and  tfal 
will  be  stronger  than  ever."  ™ 

"  Do  you  think  they  can  get  the 
again?  "  said  Taper,  musingly. 

"They    will    bid     high,"    rephed    Tadpol 
"Nothing  could  be  more  unfortunate  than  ; 
death.     Things  were  going  on  so  well  and 
quietly  !     The  Wesleyans  almost  with  us  I " 

"And  Shabbyton  too  1"  mournfully  exclaimi 
Taper.  "  Another  registration  and  quiet  timi 
and  I  could  have  reduced  the  constituency- 
two  hundred  and  fifty." 

"If  Lord  Spencer  had  died  on  the  lofl 
said  Rigby,  "  it  must  have  been  known  ' 
Henry  Rivers.  And  I  have  a  letter  fro 
Henry  Rivers  by  this  post.  Now,  Althoip- 
in  Northamptonshire,  mark  that,  and  NOii 
ampton  is  a  county -" 

"My  dear  Rigby,"  said  the  Duke,  "pardfl 
me  for  interrupting  you.  Unhappily,  there 
no  doubt  Lord  Spencer  is  dead,  for  I  am  (h 
of  his  executors." 

This  announcement  silenced  even  Mr.  Rigli 
and  the  conversation  now  entirely  merged  'I 
speculations  on  what  would  occur.  Numeroi 
were   the  conjectures   hazarded,   but  the 
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vailing  impression  was,  that  tliis  unforeseen 
event  might  embarrass  those  secret  expecta- 
tions of  Court  succour  in  which  a  certain 
section  of  the  party  had  for  some  time  reason 
to  indulge. 

From  the  moment,  however,  of  the  announce- 
ment of  Lord  Spencer's  death,  a  change  might 
be  visibly  observed  in  the  tone  of  the  party 
at  Beaumanoir.  They  became  silent,  moody, 
and  restless.  There  seemed  a  general,  though 
not  avowed,  conviction  that  a  crisis  of  some 
kind  or  other  was  at  hand.  The  post,  too, 
brought  letters  every  day  from  town  teeming 
with  fanciful  speculations,  and  occasionally 
mysterious  hopes. 

"  I  kept  this  cover  for  Peel,"  said  the  Duke 
pensively,  as  he  loaded  his  gun  on  the  morning 
of  the  14th.  "Do  you  know,  I  was  always 
against  his  going  to  Rome." 

"  It  is  very  odd,"  said  Tadpole,  "  but  1  was 
thinking  of  the  very  same  thing." 

"  It  will  be  fifteen  years  before  England  will 
see  a  Tory  Government,"  said  Mr.  Rigby, 
drawing  his  ramrod,  "and  then  it  will  only 
last  Gve  months." 

"Melbourne,  AUhorp,  and  Durham,  all  in 
the  Lords,"  said  Taper.  "  Three  leaders  1  They 
must  quarrel," 

"If  Durham  come  in,  mark  me,  he  will 
dissolve  on  Household  Suffrage  and  the  Ballot," 
said  Tadpole. 

"  Not  nearly  so  good  a  cry  as  Church,"  re- 
plied Taper. 

■'WithtbeMa;tTax,"saidTadpole-  "' 
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without  the  Malt  Tax  will  not  do  against  Honss- 
hold  Suffrage  and  Ballot." 

"  Malt  Tax  is  madness,"  said  Taper.  "A  goOi 
farmer's  friend  cry  without  Malt  Tax  would  W( ' 
just  as  well." 

"They  will  never  dissolve,"  said  the  Ddke 
"  They  are  so  strong." 

"They  cannot  go  on  with  three  bundi 
majority,"  said  Taper.  "Forty  is  as  much 
can  be  managed  with  open  constituencies." 

"If  he  had  only  gone  to  Paris  instead 
Rome! "said  the  Duke, 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  "I  could  have  writta 
to  him  then  by  every  post,  and  undeceived  hiii 
as  to  his  position." 

"After  all   he  is  the  only  man,"  said 
Duke;  "and  I  really  believe  the  country 
so." 

"Pray,  what  is  the  country?"  inquired  1 
Rigby-  "  The  country  is  nothing ;  it  is  1 
constituency  you  have  to  deal  with." 

"  And  to  manage  them  you  must  have  a  goo 
cry,"  said  Taper.  "  All  now  depends  upon  i 
good  cry." 

"  So  much  for  the  science  of  politics," 
the  Duke,  bringing  down  a  pheasant.  "] 
Peel  would  have  enjoyed  this  cover  1 " 

"  He  will  have  plenty  of  time  for  spot 
during  his  life,"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 

On  the  evening  of  the  15th  of  November, 

despatch  arrived  at  Beaumanoir,  informing  i 

Grace  that  the  King  had  dismissed  the  Wh 

Ministry,  and  sent  for  the  Duke  of  Wellinglo 

I  ,     Thus  the  first  aglVatmj,  s\i^9ecv=.e.  -rraa  wrer ;  1 


be    sncceeded,   howerer,   oy  t 

moie  anxious.     It  wai  fOH  ~ 

Jodividna)   suddenly   fbosd  Aa  he  felC  gw- 

ticular  business  in  Londoaw&iAaaifiB  flHS||" 

i^ected.     The  Duke  wry  i    _ 
his  executorial  duties ;   boe  bL^igui  Us  g 
on  no  account  to  be  distnbedby  Umi    ^ 
absence.     Lord  Fitz-Boolir  b   '  ' 
letter  from  his  daughter,  i  * 
Brighton,  and  he  was  mow 
Tadpole    had    to    receive 
Wesleyans,  and  vreU-npstenihero^mi 
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._    .         wellprindpled    _____ 
Was  off  to  get  the  6nC  job  m  As 
Treasury,  in  favour  of  the 
ton.    Mr.  EJgbyalone«as 

■ed  a  post-chaibe  K 

his  fellow  guesti  i 
llonibers,  be  was  \ 
rive  advice,  either 
House. 


CHAPTER  rr 

Altbough  it  is  far  from  impro*"*'* 
Sir  Robert  Peel  been  in  England  m  * 
Of  1834,  the  Wiiig  government  wo** 
been    dismissed;    nevertheless, 

be  the    opinion   of    the     P**^   "^ 
whether  it  l>e  looked   oa  ir  i 
movement  which  necessam? 
reoi^anisalion  of  the  Lii>e=i-  >■* 
i'gKat  Stroke  of  Slate,  which,  t^   -^ 
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all  events  a  dissolution  of  the  Farllament 
1S32,  restored  the  healtliy  balance  of  pari 
in  the  Legislature,  questions  into  which  we  dO' 
not  now  wish  to  enter,  it  must  be  generally 
admitted,  that  the  conduct  of  every  individual 
eminently   concerned   in    that   great  historical 
transaction  was  characterised  by  the  rarest  and 
most  admirable   quality  of  public   life,   moral 
courage.      The    Sovereign    who    dismissed    a 
Ministry    apparently    supported    hy    an    over- 
whelming majority  in  the  Parliament  and  the 
nation,  and  called  to  his  councils  the  absent 
chief    of    a     parliamentary    section,    scarcely 
numbering  at  that  moment  one  hundred  and 
forty  individuals,  and  of  a  party  in  the  couotiy 
supposed  to  be  utterly  discomfited  by  a  recent 
revolution;     the    two    ministers  who    in    thu 
absence  provisionally  administered  the  aSain 
of  the  kingdom  in  the  teeth  of  an  enraged  and 
unscrupulous    Opposition,  and  perhaps   them- 
selves not  sustained  by  a  profound  conviction, 
that  the  arrival  of  their  expected  leader  would 
convert    their    provisional    into    a   permanent 
position  ;  above  all  the  statesman  who  accepted 
the  great  charge  at  a  lime  and  under  circum- 
stances which  marred  probably  the  deep  pro- 
jects of  his  own  prescient  sagacity  and  maturii    ~ 
ambition  ;  were  all  men  gifted  with  a  high  spii 
of   enterprise,  and    animated    by   that  acti' 
fortitude  which  is  the  soul  of  free  government 
It  was  a  lively  season,  that  winter  of  1834 
What  hopes,  what  fears,  and  what  bets  I    From 
the  day  on  which  Mr,  Hudson  was  to  arrive 
Roae  to  the  election  ot  'i.'nt  S^eaket,  not 
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contingency  that  was  not  the  subject  of  a 
wager !  People  sprang  up  like  mushrooms ; 
town  suddenly  became  full.  Everybody  who 
had  been  in  office,  and  everybody  who  wished 
to  be  in  office ;  everybody  who  had  ever  had 
anything,  and  everybody  who  ever  expected  to 
hava  anything,  were  alike  visible.  All  of  course 
by  mere  accident ;  one  might  meet  the  same 
men  regularly  every  day  for  a  month,  who  were 
only  "passing  through  town." 

Now  was  the  time  for  men  to  come  forward 
who  had  never  despaired  of  their  country. 
True  they  had  voted  for  the  Reform  Bill,  but 
that  was  to  prevent  a  revolution.  And  now 
they  were  quite  ready  to  vote  against  the 
Reform  Bill,  but  this  was  to  prevent  a  dissolu- 
tion. These  are  the  true  patriots,  whose  con- 
fidence in  the  good  sense  of  their  countrymen 
and  in  their  own  selfishness  is  about  equal. 
In  the  meantime,  the  hundred  and  forty  threw 
a  grim  glance  on  the  numerous  waiters  on 
Providence,  and  amiable  trimmers,  who  affec- 
tionately enquired  every  day  when  news  might 
be  expected  of  Sir  Robert.  Though  too  weak 
to  form  a  government,  and  having  contributed 

no  wise  by  their  exertions  to  the  fall  of  the 
late,  the  cohort  of  Parliamentary  Tories  felt 
all  the  alarm  of  men  who  have  accidentally 
stumbled  on  some  treasure-trove,  at  the 
auspicious  sympathy  of  new  allies.  But,  after 
all,  who  were  to  form  the  government,  and  what 
was  the  government  to  be?  Was  it  to  be  a 
Tory  government,  or  an  Enlightened-Spirit-of- 
•"l^a  Liberal-Moderate-Reform  goveinmeiA-, 
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was  it  to  be  a  government  of  high  philosophy 
or  of  low  practice ;  of  principle  or  of  expedi- 
ency i  of  great  measures  or  of  little  men  ?  A> 
government  of  statesmen  or  of  clerks?  Of 
Humbug  or  of  Humdrum  ?  Great  question* 
these,  but  unfortunately  there  was  nobody  tQ, 
answer  them.  They  tried  the  Duke;  but 
nothing  could  be  pumped  out  of  him.  AIL 
that  he  knew,  which  he  told  in  his  curt,  buslc)^ 
manner,  was,  that  he  had  to  carry  on  the  Kiog'ij 
government.  As  for  his  solitary  colleague,  he 
listened  and  smiled,  and  then  in  his  muncsL 
voice  asked  them  questions  in  return,  whicltr 
is  the  best  possible  mode  of  avoiding  awkwaitji 
inquiries.  It  was  very  unfair  this,  for  no  on^ 
knew  what  tone  to  take;  whether  they  should! 
go  down  to  their  public  dinners  and  denouncif 
the  Reform  Act  or  praise  it;  whether  thft 
Church  was  to  be  remodelled  or  only  ad^ 
monished ;  whether  Ireland  was  to  be  coQ( 
quered  or  conciliated,  < 

"  This  can't  go  on  much  longer,"  said  TapeQ 
to  Tadpole,  as  they  reviewed  together  theiq 
electioneering  correspondence  on  the  ist  olB 
December ;  "  we  have  no  cry,"  i 

"  He  is  half  way  by  this  time,"  said  Tadpole  ? 
"  send  an  extract  from  a  private  letter  to  the 
Standard,  dated  Augsburg,  and  say  be  will  be 
here  in  four  days." 

At  last  he  came;  the  great  roan  in  a  great  j 
position,  summoned  from  Rome  to  govent. J 
England.  The  very  day  that  he  arrived  h&l 
had  his  audience  with  the  King.  M 

.it  was  two  days  after  this  audience;    the! 
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town,  though  November,  in  a  state  of  excite- 
ment ;  clubs  crowded,  not  only  morning  rooms,  I 
but  halls  and  sEaircases  swarming  with  members 
eager  to  give  and  to  receive  rumours  equally 
vain;  streets  hned  with  cabs  and  chariots, 
grooms  and  horses;  it  was  two  days  after  this 
audience  that  IVlr.  Ormsby,  celebrated  for  his 
political  dinners,  gave  one  to  a  numerous  party. 
Indeed  his  saloons  to-day,  during  [he  half-hour 
of  gathering  which  precedes  dinner,  offered  in 
the  various  groups,  the  anxious  countenances, 
the  inquiring  voices,  and  the  mysterious  whispers, 
rather  the  character  of  an  Exchange  or  Bourse  1 
than  the  tone  of  a  festive  society.  | 

Here  might  be  marked  a  murmuring  knot  of 
greyheaded  privy-co  unci  Hots,  who  had  held  fat 
offices  under  Perceval  and  Liverpool,  and  who 
looked  back  to  the  Reform  Act  as  to  a  hideous 
dream ;  there  some  middle-aged  aspirants  might 
be  observed  who  had  lost  their  seats  in  the  con-  . 
vulsion,  but  who  flattered  themselves  they  had 
done  something  for  the  party  in  the  interval,  by  ' 
spending  nothing  except  their  breath  in  fighting 
hopeless  boroughs,  and  occasionally  publishing 
a  pamphlet,  which  reaily  produced  less  effect 
than  chalking  the  walls.  Light  as  air,  and 
proud  as  a  young  peacock,  tripped  on  his  toes 
a  yoang  Tory,  who  had  contrived  to  keep  his 
seat  io  a  Parliament  where  he  had  done  nothing, 
bat  who  thought  an  Under-Secretary  ship  was 
nOir  secure,  particularly  as  he  was  the  son  of  a 
noble  Lord  who  had  also  in  a  public  capacity 
'  ed  and  blundered  in  the  good  old  time. 
le  political  adventurer,  who  w\t\\  iuW   j 
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desperation  had  stuck  at  nothing,  had  c 
neglected  a  treasury  note,  had  been  present  at 

every  division,  never  spoke  when  he  was  asked 
to  be  silent,  and  was  always  ready  on  any  sub- 
ject when  they  wanted  him  to  open  his  mouth; 
who  had  treated  his  leaders  with  servility  even 
behind  their  backs,  and  was  happy  for  the  day 
if  a  future  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  bowed  to 
him;  who  had  not  only  discountenanced  dis- 
content in  the  party,  but  had  r^ularly  reported 
in  strict  confidence  every  instance  of  insubordi- 
nation which  came  to  his  knowledge;  mighE 
there  too  be  detected  under  all  the  agonies  of 
the  crisis ;  just  beginning  to  feel  the  dread  mis- 
giving, whether  being  a  slave  and  a  sneak  were 
sufficient  qualifications  for  office,  without  family 
or  connection.  Poor  fellow !  half  the  industry 
he  had  wasted  on  his  cheerless  craft  might  have 
made  his  fortune  in  some  decent  trade  ! 

In  dazzling  contrast  with  these  throes  of  low 
ambition,  were  some  brilliant  personages  who 
had  just  scampered  up  from  Melton,  thinking  il 
probable  that  Sir  Robert  might  want  some  mord 
lords  of  the  bed-chamber.  Whatever  may  have 
been  their  private  fears  or  feelings,  all  however 
seemed  smiling  and  significant,  as  if  they  kneiT 
something  if  they  chose  to  tell  it,  and  that  s( 
thing  very  much  to  their  own  satisfaction.  The 
only  grave  countenance  that  was  occasionally 
ushered  into  the  room  belonged  to  some  indi- 
vidual whose  destiny  was  not  in  doubt,  and  who 
was  already  practising  the  official  air  that  was  ' 
future  to  repress  the  familiarity  of  his  former 
fello  w-s  trugglers. 
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"Do  you  hear  anything?"  said  a  great  noble 
who  wanted  something  in  the  general  scramble,        j 
but  what  he  knew  not ;  only  he  had  a  vague        ] 
feeling  he  ought  to  have  something,  having  made        ' 
such  great  sacrifices. 

"There  is  a  report  that  Clifford  is  to  be 
Secretary  to  the  Board  of  Control,"  said  Mr. 
Earwig,  whose  whole  soul  was  in  this  subaltern 
arrangement,  of  which  the  Minister  of  course 
bad  not  even  thought ;  "  but  I  cannot  trace  it  to 
any  authority." 

"  I  wonder  who  will  be  their  Master  of  die 
Hoise,"    said    the    great    noble,    loving    gossip        j 
tbough  he  despised  the  gossiper. 

"  Clifford  has  done  nothing  for  the  party,"  said        \ 
Mr.  Earwig. 

"I  dare  say  Rambrooke  will  have  the  Buck- 
hounds,"  said  the  great  noble,  musingly. 

"  Your  Lordship  has  not  heard  Clifford's 
name  mentioned  ?  "  continued  Mr.  Earwig. 

"  1  should  think  they  had  not  come  to  that 
sort  of  thing,"  said  the  great  noble,  with  ill-dis- 
guised contempt.     "The  first  thing  after  the 
Cabinet  is  formed  is  the  Household :  the  things        J 
you  talk  of  are  done  last ; "  and  he  turned  upon        j 
his  heel,  and  met  the  imperturbable  countenance        ' 
and  clear  sarcastic  eye  of  Lord  Eskdale. 

"  You  have  not  heard  anything  ?  "  asked  the 
great  noble  of  his  brother  patrician. 

"  Yes,  a  great  deal  since  1  have  been  in  this 
room  ;  but  unfortunately  it  is  all  untrue." 

"  There  is  a  report  that  Rambrooke  is  to  have 
the  Buckhounds;  but  I  cannot  trace  it  to  any 
^a^joiity." 

wL ^ 
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"  Pooh  ! "  said  Lord  EskdaOe. 

"  I  don't  see  that  Rambn»ke  sboold  faaviedte 
Buclchounds  aoy  more  than  anybody  ebe.  Wbai 
sacrifices  has  be  made?" 

"  Past  sacrifices  are  nothing,"  said  Lord  E4- 
dale.  "Present  sacrifices  are  the  tfaii^  we 
want :  men  who  will  sacrifice  their  prioaple), 
and  join  us." 

"You  have  not  heard  Rambrooke's  name 
mentioned  ? " 

"  When  a  Minister  has  no  Cabinet,  and  only 
one  hundred  and  forty  supporters  in  the  Bouse 
of  Commons,  he  has  something  else  to  think  of 
than  places  at  Court,"  said  Lord  Eskdale, 
slowly  turned  away  to  ask  Lucian  Gay  whether 
it    were    true    that   Jenny   Colon    was    coming 

Shortly  after  this,  Henry  Sydney's  father,  nho 
dined  with  Mr.  Ormsby,  drew  Lord  Eskdale 
into  a  window,  and  said  in  an  under  tone 

"So  there  is  to  be  a  kind  of  programme: 
something  is  to  be  written." 

"Well,  we  want  a  cue,"  said  Lord  Eskdale. 
"I  heard  of  this  last  night:  Rigby  has  written 
soniething." 

The  Duke  shook  his  head. 

"  No  ;  Peel  means  to  do  it  himself.' 

But  at  this  moment  Mr,  Ormsby  begged  his 
Grace  to  lead  them  to  dinner. 

"  Something  is  to  be  written."  It  is  curious 
to  recall  the  vague  terms  in  which  the  first  pro- 
jection of  documents,  that  are  to  exercise  a  vast 
influence  on  the  course  of  affairs  or  the  minds  of 
nations,  is  often  mentioned.     This  "  something 
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to  be  written"  was  written;  and  speedily;  and 
has  ever  since  been  talked  of. 

We  believe  we  may  venture  to  assume  that  at 
no  period  during  the  movements  of  1834-5  did 
Sir  Robert  Peel  ever  believe  in  the  success  of 
his  administration.  Its  mere  failure  could  occa- 
sion him  little  dissatisfacdon ;  he  was  compen- 
sated for  it  by  the  noble  opportunity  afforded  to 
him  for  the  display  of  those  great  qualities,  both 
moral  and  intellectual,  which  the  swaddling- 
clothes  of  a  routine  prosperity  had  long  repressed, 
but  of  which  his  opposition  to  the  Reform  Bill 
had  given  to  the  nation  a  significant  intimation. 
The  brief  administration  elevated  him  in  public 
opinion,  and  even  in  the  eye  of  Europe  ;  and  it 
is  probable  that  a  much  longer  term  of  power 
would  not  have  contributed  more  to  his  fame. 

The  probable  effect  of  the  premature  effort  of 
hia  party  on  his  future  position  as  a  Minister 
was,  however,  far  from  being  so  satisfactory. 
At  the  lowest  ebb  of  his  political  fortunes,  it 
cannot  be  doubted  that  Sir  Robert  Peel  looked 
forward,  perhaps  through  the  vista  of  many 
years,  to  a  period  when  the  national  mind, 
arrived  by  reflection  and  experience  at  certain 
conclusions,  would  seek  in  him  a  powerful  ex- 
positor of  its  convictions.  His  time  of  life  per- 
mitted him  to  be  tranquil  in  adversity,  and  to 
profit  by  its  salutary  uses.  He  would  then  have 
acceded  to  power  as  the  representative  of  a 
Creed,  instead  of  being  the  leader  of  a  Con- 
federacy, and  he  would  have  been  supported  by 
earnest  and  enduring  enthusiasm,  instead  of  by 
that  churlish  sufferance  which  is  the  tesuX^  o^  a. 
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supposed  balance  of  advantages  in  his  favour. 
This  is  the  consequence  of  the  tactics  of  those 
short-sighted  intriguers,  who  persisted  in  looking 
upon  a  revolution  as  a  mere  party  struggle,  and 
would  not  permit  the  mind  of  the  nation  to  work 
through  the  inevitable  phases  that  awaited  it 
In  1834,  England,  though  frightened  at  the 
reality  of  Reform,  still  adhered  to  its  phrases ; 
it  was  inchned,  as  practical  England,  to  main- 
tain existing  institutions;  but,  as  theoretical 
England,  it  was  suspicious  that  thej  were 
indefensible. 

No  one  had  arisen  either  in  Parliament,  the 
Universities,  or  the  Press,  to  lead  the  public 
mmd  to  the  investigation  of  principles ;  and  not 
to  mistake,  in  their  reformations,  the  corruption 
of  practice  for  fundamental  ideas.  It  was  this 
perplexed,  ill-informed,  jaded,  shallow  genera- 
tion, repeating  cries  which  they  did  not  compre-  . 
hend,  and  wearied  with  the  endless  ebullitions 
of  their  own  barren  conceit,  that  Sir  Robert 
Peel  was  summoned  to  govern.  It  was  from 
such  materials,  ample  in  quantity,  hut  in  aU 
spiritual  qualities  moat  deficient;  with  great 
numbers,  largely  acred.  Consoled  up  to  their 
chins,  but  without  knowledge,  genius,  thought^ 
truth,  or  faith,  that  Sir  Robert  Peel  was  to  form 
a  "great  Conservative  party  on  a  comprehensive 
basis."  That  he  did  this  like  a  dexterous  poli 
tician,  who  can  deny  ?  Whether  he  realised 
those  prescient  views  of  a  great  statesman  in 
which  he  had  doubtless  indulged,  and  in  which, 
though  stiO  clogged  by  the  leadership  of  1834, 
he  may  yet  find  fame  for  himself  and  salvatioD 
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for  his  country,  is  altogether  another  question. 
His  difficult  attempt  was  expressed  in  an  address 
to  his  constituents,  which  now  ranks  among 
state  papers.  We  shall  attempt  briefly  to  con- 
sider it  with  the  impartiality  of  the  future. 


CHAPTER   V  I 

The  Tamworth  Manifesto  of  1834  was  an  1 

attempt  to  construct  a  party  without  principles  ; 
its  basis  therefore  was  necessarily  Latitudinari-         | 
anism  ;  and  its  inevitable  consequence  has  been  , 

Political  Infidelity. 

At  an  epoch  of  political  perplexity  and  social 
alarm,  the  confederation  was  convenient,  and 
was  calculated  by  aggregation  to  encourage  the 
timid  and  confused.     But  when  the  perturbation 
was  a  little  subsided,  and  men  began  to  inquire 
why  they  were  banded  together,  the  difficulty  of 
defining  their  purpose  proved  that  the  league, 
however  respectable,    was    not   a   party.     The 
leaders  indeed  might  profit  by  their  eminent         i 
pKjsition  lo  obtain  power  for  their   individual         I 
gratification,   but  it  was   impossible  to  secure         I 
their  followers  that  which,  after  all,  must  be 
the  great  recompense  of  a  political  party,  the         I 
putting  in  practice  of  their  opinions;  for  they 
had  none. 

There  was   indeed  a  considerable  shouting 
about  what  they  called  Conservative  principles ;  ' 

but  the  awkward  question  naturally  arose,  wha.t        ' 
"I  you  conserve?    The  prerogatives  o^  'i*  t 
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Crown,  provided  they  are  not  exercised ;  the 
independence  of  the  House  of  Lords,  provided 
it  is  not  asserted ;  the  Ecclesiastical  estate, 
provided  it  is  regulated  by  a  commission  of 
laymen.  Everything,  in  short,  that  is  estab- 
lished, as  long  as  it  is  a  phrase  and  not  a  fact. 

In  the  meantime,  while  forms  and  phrases 
are  religiously  cherished  in  order  to  make  the  i 
semblance  of  a  creed,  the  rule  of  practice  is  to 
bend  to  the  passion  or  combination  of  the 
hour.  Conservatism  assumes  in  theory  that 
everything  established  should  be  maintained ; 
but  adopts  in  practice  that  everything  that  is 
established  is  indefensible.  To  reconcile  this 
theory  and  this  practice,  they  produce  what 
they  call  "  the  best  bargain  " ;  some  arrange- 
ment which  has  no  principle  and  no  purpose, 
except  to  obtain  a  temporary  lull  of  agitation, 
until  the  mind  of  the  Conservatives,  without  1 
guide  and  without  an  aim,  distracted,  tempted, 
and  bewildered,  is  prepared  for  another  arrange- 
ment, equally  statesmanlike  with  the  preceding 
one. 

Conservatism  was  an  attempt  to  carry  on 
affairs  by  substituting  the  fulRlment  of  the 
duties  of  office  for  the  performance  of  the 
functions  of  government ;  and  to  maintain  this 
negative  system  by  the  mere  influence  of 
property,  reputable  private  conduct,  and  what 
are  called  good  connections.  Conservatism 
discards  Prescription,  shrinks  from  Prjociple, 
disavows  Progress ;  having  rejected  all  respect 
for  Antiquity,  it  offers  no  redress  for  the 
Jp/esent,    and   makes   no    preparation    for   the 
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Tadpole ;  "  but  he  is  3  baronet  and  a  county 
member,  and  very  much  looked  up  to  by  the   j 
Wesleyans.     The   other   men,    I   know,    have 
refused  him  a  peerage." 

"  And  we  might  hold  out  judicious  hopes," 
said  Taper.  , 

"  No  one  can  do  that  better  than  you,"  said 
Tadpole.  "  I  am  apt  to  say  too  much  about 
those  things." 

"  I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  open  my  mouth 
on  such  subjects,"  said  Taper.  "  A  nod  or  a, 
wink  will  speak  volumes.  An  affectionate  pres- 
sure of  the  hand  will  sometimes  do  a  great 
deal ;  and  I  have  promised  many  a  peerage 
without  committing  myself,  by  an  ingenious 
habit  of  deference  which  cannot  be  mistaken 
by  the  future  noble." 

"I  wonder  what  they  will  do  with  K^by,^ 
said  Tadpole.  .     ." 

"He  wants  a  good  deal,"  said  Taper,  1 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Taper,  the  time  is  gone 
by  when  a  Marquess  of  Monmouth  was 
Letter  A,  No.   1." 

"Very  true,  Mr.  Tadpole.  A  wise  man 
would  do  well  now  to  look  to  the  great  middle 
class,  as  I  said  the  other  day  to  the  electors  of 
Shabby  ton." 

"I  had  sooner  be  supported  by  the  Wesleyans," 
said  Mr.  Tadpole,  "  than  by  all  the  marquesses 
in  the  peerage."  . 

"At  the  same  time," said  Mr.  Taper,  "Eigbjf 
is  a  considerable  man.  If  we  want  a  slastui^ 
article- -"  ■(! 

"Pooh  1"  said  Mr.  Tadpole.     '^He  iaqmte 
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gone  by.  He  takes  three  months  for  his  slash- 
ing articles.  Give  me  the  man  who  can  write  a 
leader,     Rigby  can't  write  a  leader." 

"  Very  few  can,"  said  Mr.  Taper.  "  How- 
ever, I  don't  think  much  of  the  press.  Its 
power  is  gone  by.     They  overdid  it." 

"There  is  Tom  Chudleigh,"  said  Tadpole. 
"What  is  he  to  have?" 

"Nothing,  I  hope,"  said  Taper.  "I  hate 
him.  A  coxcomb !  Cracking  his  jokes  and 
laughing  at  us." 

"  He  has  done  a  good  deal  for  the  party, 
though,"  said  Tadpole.  "That,  to  be  sure,  is 
only  an  additional  reason  for  throwing  him 
over,  as  he  is  too  far  committed  to  venture  to 
oppose  us.  But  I  am  afraid  from  something 
that  dropped  to-day,  that  Sir  Robert  thinks  he 
has  claims'." 

"We  must  stop  them,"  said  Taper,  growing 
pale.  "  Fellows  like  Chudleigh,  when  they 
once  get  in,  are  always  in  one's  way.  I  have  no 
objection  to  young  noblemen  being  put  forward, 
for  they  are  preferred  so  rapidly,  and  then  their 
fathers  die,  that  in  the  long  run  they  do  not 
practically  interfere  with  us." 

"Well,  his  name  was  mentioned,"  said 
Tadpole.     "There  is  no  concealing  that." 

"  I  will  speak  to  Earwig,"  said  Taper.  "  He 
shall  just  drop  into  Sir  Robert's  ear  by  chance, 
that  Chudleigh  used  to  quiz  him  in  the  smoking- 
room.  Those  little  bits  of  information  do  a 
great  deal  of  good." 

"Well,  I  leave  him  to  you,"  said  Tadpole. 
srcily  with  you   in  keeping  OMt  b)\ 


140  Coningsby  ;  or 

fellows  like  Chudleigh.  They  are  very  well  for 
opposition ;  but  in  office  we  don't  want  wits." 

"And  when  shall  we  have  the  answer  from 
Knowsley  ?  "  inquired  Taper.  "  You  anticipate 
no  possible  difficulty  ?  " 

"I  tell  you  it  is  'carte  blanche,'"  replied 
Tadpole.  "  Four  places  tn  the  cabinet  Two 
secretaryships  at  the  least  Do  you  happen  to 
know  any  gentleman  of  your  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Taf>er,  who  refuses  Secretaryships  of  State  so 
easily,  that  you  can  for  an  instant  doubt  of  the 
present  arrangement  ?  " 

"  I  know  none  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Taper,  with 
a  grim  smile. 

"  The  thing  is  done,"  said  Mr.  Tadpole. 

"  And  now  for  our  cry,"  said  Mr.  Taper. 

"  It  is  not  a  Cabinet  for  a  good  cry,"  said 
Tadpole ;  '*  but  then,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  a 
Cabinet  that  will  sow  dissension  in  the  opposite 
ranks,  and  prevent  them  having  a  good  cry." 

"Ancient  institutions  and  modern  improve- 
ments, I  suppose,  Mr.  Tadpole?" 

"  Ameliorations  is  the  better  word  ;  ameliora- 
tions.    Nobody  knows  exactly  what  it  means." 

"We  go  strong  on  the  Church?"  said  Mr. 
Taper. 

"  And  no  repeal  of  the  Malt  Tax  ;  you  were 
right.  Taper.  It  can't  be  listened  to  for  a 
moment" 

"  Something  might  be  done  with  prerogative," 
said  Mr.  Taper;  "the  King's  constitutional 
choice." 

"  Not  too  much,"  replied  Mr.  Tadpole.  "  It 
is  a  law  time  yet  for  prerogative." 
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"Ah!  Tadpole,"  said  Mr.  Taper,  getting  a 
liltle    maudlin ;    "  I   often    think,    if  the   time  j 

should  ever  come,  when  you  and  I  should  be 
joint  Secretaries  of  the  Treasury  I  " 

"  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see.  All  we  have  to 
do  is  to  get  into  Parliament,  work  well  together, 
and  keep  other  men  down." 

"  We  will  do  our  best,"  said  Taper.  "  A  disso- 
lution you  hold  inevitable?"  I 

"  How  are  you  and  I  to  get  into  Parliament        I 
if  there  be  not  one  ?    We  must  make  it  inevit-        I 
able.     I  tell  you  what.  Taper,  the  lists  must        1 
prove  a  dissolution  inevitable.    You  understand 
me?     If  the  present  Parliament  goes  on,  where 
shall  we  be  ?    We  shall  have  new  mea  cropping 
up  every  session." 

"  True,  terribly  true,"  said  Mr.  Taper.  "  That 
we  should  ever  live  to  see  a  Tory  government 
again  !     We  have  reason  to  be  very  thankful." 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Mr.  Tadpole.  "  The  time 
has  gone  by  for  Tory  governments ;  what  the 
country  requires  is  a  sound  Conservative  govern- 
ment." x 

f'A  sound   Conservative   government,"  said       > 
Taper,  musingly.     "1  understand :  I  Tory  men 
AOd  Whig  measures." 


CHAPTER  VII 

B  the  contentions  of  party,  the  fierce  struggles 
of  ambition,  and  the  intricacies  of  political  in- 
trigue, let  us  not  forget  our  Eton  friends. 
Puring   the    period  which   elapsed   Ctooa  vVie 


P        gover: 


Coningsby ; 


re  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  form  a 
government  in  1832,  to  the  failure  of  SiP 
Robert  Peel  to  carry  on  a  government  in  1835,1 
the  boys  had  entered  and  advanced  in  youth^ 
The  ties  of  friendship  which  then  united  several, 
of  them  had  only  been  confirmed  by  continued, 
companionship.  Coningsby  and  Henry  Sydn^,- 
and  Buckhurst  and  Vere,  were  still  bound 
together  by  entire  sympathy,  and  by  the  affeo! 
tion  of  which  sympathy  is  the  only  sure  spring. 
But  their  intimacies  had  been  increased  bf 
another  familiar  friend.  There  had  risen  cpi 
between  Coningsby  and  Millbank  mutual  senth 
ments  of  deep,  and  even  ardent,  regard.  Ac 
quaintance  had  developed  the  superior  qualities' 
of  Millbank.  His  thoughtful  and  inquiring'' 
mind,  his  inflexible  integrity,  his  stern  ' 
dependence,  and  yet  the  engaging  union  of 
extreme  tenderness  of  heart  with  all  thia- 
strength  of  character,  had  won  the  goodwill, 
and  often  excited  the  admiration,  of  Coningsby.' 
Our  hero,  too,  was  gratified  by  the  aBectionate' 
deference  that  was  often  shown  to  him  by  one 
who  condescended  to  no  other  individual ;  he 
was  proud  of  having  saved  the  life  of  a  member 
of  their  community  whom  masters  and  boys 
alike  considered ;  and  he  ended  by  loving  the 
being  on  whom  he  had  conferred  a  great  obliga- 

The  friends  of  Coningsby,  the  sweet-tempered 
and  intelligent  Henry  Sydney,  the  fiery  and 
generous  Buckhurst,  and  the  calm  and  f 
cious  Vere,  had  ever  been  favourably  inclined 

Millbank,  and  had  they  not  been,  the  ex- 
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ample  of  Coningsby  would  soon  have  influeaced 
them.  He  had  obtained  over  his  intimates  the 
ascendant  power,  which  is  the  destiny  of  genius,  v/ 
Nor  was  the  submission  of  such  spirits  to  be'\ 
held  cheap.  Although  they  were  willing  to  take 
the  colour  of  their  minds  from  htm,  they  were 
in  intellect  and  attainments,  in  personal  accotn- 
plishmenls  and  general  character,  the  leaders  of 
the  school ;  an  authority  not  to  be  won  from 
five  hundred  high-spirited  boys  without  the 
possession  of  great  virtues  and  great  talents. 

As  for  the  dominion  of  Coningsby  himself, 
it  was  not  limited  to  the  immediate  circle  of  his 
friends.  He  had  become  the  hero  of  Eton ; 
the  being  of  whose  existence  everybody  was 
proud,  and  in  whose  career  every  boy  took  an 
interest.  They  talked  of  him,  they  quoted  him, 
they  imitated  him.  Fame  and  power  are  the 
objects  of  a!l_men.  ET^errtireif "part la l~1i  ui liuiT 
is^garneiTETy  veryTew ;  and  that  too  at  the  ex- 
pense of  social  pleasure,  health,  conscience,  life. 
Yet  what  power  of  manhood  in  passionate  in- 
tenseness,  appealing  at  the  same  time  to  the 
subject  and  the  votary,  can  rival  that  which  is 
exercised  by  the  idolised  chieftain  of  a  great 
public  school  ?  What  fame  of  after  days  equals 
the  rapture  of  celebrity  that  thrills  the  youthful 
poet,  as  in  tones  of  rare  emotion  he  recites  his 
triumphant  verses  amid  the  devoted  plaudits 
of  the  flower  of  England  ?  That's  fame,  that's 
power;  real,  unquestioned,  undoubted,  catholic. 
Alas !  the  schoolboy,  when  he  becomes  a  man, 
finds  that  power,  even  fame,  like  everything  else, 
'»»a  affair  of  party. 


/^ 
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Coningsby  liked  very  much  to  talk  politics 
with  Millbaok.   He  heard  things  from  Millbonk 

which  were  new  to  him.  Himself,  as  he  sup- 
posed, a.  high  Tory,  which  he  was  according  to 
the  revelation  of  the  Rigbys,  he  was  also  suffi- 
ciently familiar  with  the  hereditaty  tenets  of  his 
Whig  friend,  Lord  Vere,  Politics  had  as  yet 
appeared  to  him  a  stru^le  whether  the  country 
was  to  be  governed  by  Whig  nobles  or  Tory 
nobles ;  and  he  thought  it  very  unfortunate  that 
he  should  probably  have  to  enter  life  with  his 
friends  out  of  power,  and  his  family  boroughs 
destroyed.  But  in  conversing  with  Millbank, 
he  heard  for  the  first  lime  of  influential  classes 
in  the  country,  who  were  not  noble,  and  were 
yet  determined  to  acquire  power.  And  although 
Miilbank's  views,  which  were  of  course  merely 
caught  up  from  his  father,  without  the  inter- 
vention of  his  own  intelligence,  were  doubtless 
crude  enough,  and  were  often  very  acutely 
canvassed  and  satisfactorily  demolished  by  the 
clever  prejudices  of  another  school,  which 
Coningsby  had  at  command,  still  they  were, 
unconsciously  to  the  recipient,  materials  for 
thought,  and  insensibly  provoked  in  his  mind 
a  spirit  of  inquiry  into  political  questions,  for 
which  he  had  a  predisposition. 

It  may  be  said,  indeed,  that  generally  among 
the  upper  boys  there  might  be  observed  at  this 
time,  at  Eton,  a  reigning  inclination  for  political 
discussion.  The  school  truly  had  at  all  times 
been  proud  of  its  statesmen  and  its  parUa- 
mentary  heroes,  but  this  was  merely  a  super- 
ficial feeling  in  comparison  with  the  sentiment 
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which  now  first  became  prevalent.  The  great 
public  questions  that  were  the  consequence  of 
the  Reform  of  the  House  of  Commons,  had 
also  agitated  their  young  hearts.  And  especially 
the  controversies  that  were  now  rife  respecting 
the  nature  and  character  of  ecclesiastical  estab- 
lishments, wonderfully  addressed  themselves  to 
their  excited  intelligence.  They  read  their  news- 
papers with  a  keen  relish,  canvassed  debates, 
and  criticised  speeches;  and  although  in  their 
debating  society,  which  had  been  instituted 
more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century,  discussion 
on  topics  of  the  day  was  prohibited,  still  by 
fixing  on  periods  of  our  history  when  affairs 
were  analogous  to  the  present,  many  a  youth- 
ful orator  contrived  very  effectively  to  reply  to 
Lord  John,  ot  to  refute  the  fallacies  of  his 
rival. 

As  the  political  opinions  predominant  in  the 
school  were  what  in  ordinary  parlance  are  styled 
Tory,  and  indeed  were  far  better  entitled  to  that 
glorious  epithet  than  the  flimsy  shifts  which 
their  fathers  were  professing  in  Parliament  and 
the  country ;  the  formation  and  the  fall  of  Sir 
Robert  Peel's  government  had  been  watched  by 
Etonians  with  great  interest  and  even  excitement. 
The  memorable  efforts  which  the  Minister  him- 
self made,  supported  only  by  the  silent  votes  of 
his  numerous  adherents,  and  contending  alone 
against  the  multiplied  assaults  of  his  able  and 
determined  foes,  with  a  spirit  equal  to  the  great 
occasion,  and  with  resources  of  parliamentary 
contest  which  seemed  to  increase  with  every 

■  rancy ;  these  great  and  unsupported  strxi^Vca 
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alone  wete  calculated  to  gain  the  sympathy  of 
youthful  and  generous  spirits.  The  assault  on 
the  revenues  of  the  Church ;  the  subsequent 
crusade  against  the  House  of  Lords ;  the  dis- 
play of  intellect  and  courage  exhibited  by  Lord 
Lyndhurst  in  that  assembly,  when  all  seemed 
cowed  and  faint-hearted;  all  these  were  inci- 
dents or  personal  traits  apt  to  stir  the  passions,' 
and  create  in  breasts  not  yet  schooled  to  repress 
emotion,  a  sentiment  even  of  enthusiasm.  It 
is  the  personal  that  interests  mankind,  that  firei 
their  imagination,  and  wins  their  hearts.  A 
cause  is  a  great  abstraction,  and  fit  only  for 
students;  embodied  in  a  party,  it  stirs  men  to 
action  ;  but  place  at  the  head  of  that  party  a 
leader  who  can  inspire  enthusiasm,  he  comr 
mands  the  world.  Divine  faculty !  Rare  and 
incomparable  privilege  !  A  parliamentary  leader 
who  possesses  it,  doubles  his  majority ;  and  be 
who  has  it  not,  may  shroud  himself  in  artificial 
reserve,  and  study  with  undtgnitied  arrogance 
an  awkward  haughtiness,  but  he  will  never- 
theless be  as  far  from  controlling  the  spirit 
as  from  captivating  the  hearts  of  his  sullen 
followers. 

However,  notwithstanding  this  general  feeling 
at  Eton,  in  1835,  in  favour  of  "Conservative 
principles,"  which  was,  in  fact,  nothing  more, 
than  a  confused  and  mingled  sympathy  with 
some  great  political  truths,  which  were  at  the 
bottom  of  every  boy's  heart,  but  nowhere  else; 
and  with  the  personal  achievements  and  dis- 
tinction of  the  chieftains  of  the  party  ;  when  all 
this  hubbub  had  subsided,  and  retrospection,  ii 
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TOOrse  of  a  year,  had  exercised  its  moralising 
lieoce  over  the  more  thoughtful  part  of  the 
aation,  inquiries,  at  first  faint  and  unpretend- 
ing, and  confined  indeed  for  a  long  period 
to  limited,  though  inquisitive,  circles,  began 
gently  to  circulate,  what  Conservative  princi- 
ples were. 

These  inquiries,  urged  indeed  with  a  sort  of 
hesitating  scepticism,  early  reached  Eton.  They 
came,  no  doubt,  from  the  Universities.  They 
were  of  a  character,  however,  far  too  subtile  and 
refined  to  exercise  any  immediate  influence  over 
the  minds  of  youth.  To  pursue  them  required 
previous  knowledge  and  habitual  thought.  They 
were  not  yet  publicly  prosecuted  by  any  school 
of  politicians,  or  any  section  of  the  public  press. 
They  had  not  a  local  habitation  or  a  name. 
They  were  whispered  in  conversation  by  a  few. 
A  tutor  would  speak  of  them  in  an  esoteric  vein 
to  a  favourite  pupil,  in  whose  abilities  he  had 
confidence,  and  whose  future  position  in  life 
would  afford  him  the  opportunity  of  influencing 
opinion.  Among  others,  they  fell  upon  the  ear 
of  Coningsby.  They  were  addressed  to  a  mind 
which  was  prepared  for  such  researches. 

There  is  a  Library  at  Eton  formed  by  the  boys 
and  governed  by  the  boys ;  one  of  those  free  in- 
stitutions which  are  the  just  pride  of  that  noble 
schcxil,  which  shows  the  capacity  of  the  boys  for 
self-government,  and  which  has  sprang  from  the 
la^e  freedom  that  has  been  wisely  conceded 
them,  the  prudence  of  which  confidence  has 
been  proved  by  their  rarely  abusing  it.  This 
library  has  been  formed  by  subscriptions  ottVa 
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present  and  still  more  by  the  gifts  of  old 
Etonians.  Among  the  honoured  oames  of 
these  donors  may  be  remarked  those  of  the 
GrenviUes  and  Lord  Wellesley  ;  nor  should  we 
forget  George  IV.,  who  enriched  the  collection 
with  a  magnificent  copy  of  the  Delphin  Clasdcs. 
The  Institution  is  governed  by  six  directors,  the 
three  first  Collegers  and  the  three  first  Oppidans 
for  the  time  being  ;  and  the  subscribers  are 
limited  to  the  one  hundred  senior  members  of 
the  school. 

It  is  only  to  be  regretted  that  the  collection  is 
not  so  extensive  as  it  is  interesting  and  choice. 
Perhaps  its  existence  is  not  so  generally  known 
as  it  deserves  to  he.  One  would  think  that 
every  Eton  man  would  be  as  proud  of  his  name 
being  registered  as  a  donor  in  the  Catalogue  of 
this  Library,  as  a  Venetian  of  his  name  being 
inscribed  in  the  Golden  Book.  Indeed  an  old 
Etonian,  who  still  remembers  with  tenderness 
the  sacred  scene  of  youth,  could  scarcely  do 
better  than  build  a  Gothic  apartment  for  the 
reception  of  the  collection.  It  cannot  be  doubted 
that  the  Provost  and  fellows  would  be  grati- 
fied in  granting  a  piece  of  ground  for  the 
purpose. 

Great  were  the  obligations  of  Coningsby  to 
this  Eton  Library.  It  introduced  him  to  that 
historic  lore,  that  accumulation  of  facts  and  in- 
cidents illustrative  of  political  conduct,  for 
which  he  had  imbibed  an  early  relish.  His 
study  was  especially  directed  to  the  annals 
own  country,  in  which  youth,  and  1 
alone,  is  frequently  so  deficient.  This 


relish.  His  J 
innals  of  his  I 
1  not  youth  I 
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could  aSoid  him  Claiendon  and  Burnet,  and 
the  authentic  volumes  of  Coxe ;  these  were  rich 
materiab  for  one  anxious  to  be  versed  in  the 
great  paili  amen  tar;  story  or  his  country.  During 
the  la^t  year  of  his  stay  at  Eton,  when  he  had 
completed  his  eighteenth  year,  Coningsby  led  a 
more  retired  life  than  previously  ;  he  read  much, 
and  pondered  with  all  the  pride  of  acquisition 
over  his  increasing  knowledge. 

And  now  the  hour  has  come  when  this  youth 
is  to  be  launched  into  a  world  more  vast  than 
that  in  which  he  has  hitherto  sojourned,  yet  for 
which  this  microcosm  has  been  no  ill  prepara- 
tion. He  will  become  more  wise;  will  he 
remain  as  generous  ?  His  ambition  may  be  as 
great ;  will  it  be  as  noble?  What,  indeed,  is  to 
be  the  future  of  this  existence  that  is  now  to  be 
sent  forth  into  the  great  aggregate  of  entities  ? 
Is  it  an  ordinary  organisation  that  will  jostle 
among  the  crowd,  and  be  jostled  ?  Is  it  a  finer 
temperament,  susceptible  of  receiving  the  im- 
pressions and  imbibing  the  inspirations  of 
superior  yet  sympathising  spirits  ?  Or  is  it  a 
primordial  and  creative  mind  ;  one  that  will  say 
to  his  fellows,  "Behold,  God  has  given  me 
thought ;  I  have  discovered  truth,  and  you  shall 
beheve " ? 

The  night  before  Coningsby  left  Eton,  alooe 
in  his  room,  before  he  retired  to  rest,  he  opened 
the  lattice  and  looked  for  the  last  time  upon  the 
landscape  before  him  :  the  sljitel)'  keep  of 
Windsor,  the  bowery  meads  of  Etou,  sofi  i'j  liie 
summer  moon  and  stiil  in  the  Bummei  m^hi. 
B    He   gazed  upon  them ;  his   coiuitetwi^'^    had 
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none  of  the  exultation,  that  under  su 
stances  might  have  distinguished  a  m( 
glance,  eager  for  fancied  emancipatic 
sionate  for  a  novel  existence.  Its 
was  serious,  even  sad ;  and  he  covere 
with  his  hand. 


END   OF   BOOK    II 
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CHAPTER    1 

There  are  few  things  more  full  of  delight  and 
splendour  than  to  travel  during  the  beat  of  a 
refulgent  summer  in  the  green  district  of  some 
ancient  forest. 

In  one  of  our  midland  counties  there  is  a 
region  of  this  character,  to  which,  during  a 
season  of  peculiar  lustre,  we  would  introduce 
the  reader, 

It  was  a  fragment  of  one  of  those  vast  sylvan 
tracts  wherein  Norman  kings  once  hunted,  and 
Saxon  outlaws  plundered;  and  although  the 
plough  had  for  centuries  successfully  invaded 
brake  and  bower,  the  relics  retained  all  their 
original  character  of  wildoess  and  seclusion. 
Sometimes  the  green  earth  was  thickly  studded 
with  groves  of  huge  and  vigorous  oaks,  inter- 
sected with  those  smooth  and  sunny  glades,  that 
seem  as  if  they  must  be  cut  for  dames  and 
knights  to  saunter  on.  Then  again  the  un- 
dulating ground  spread  on  all  sides,  far  as  the 
eye  could  range,  covered  with  copse  and  fern  of 
immense  growth.  Anon  you  found  yourself  in 
a  turfy  wilderness,  girt  in  apparently  by  dark 
And  when  you  had  wound  your  was  ' 
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little  through  this  gloomy  belt,  the 
still  strictly  sylvan,  would  beautifully  expand 
with  every  combinalion  and  variety  of  'woott 
land;  while  in  its  centre,  the  wildfowl  covered 
the  waters  of  a  lake,  and  the  deer  basked  on  the 
knolls  that  abounded  on  its  banks. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  August,  some  six  or 
seven  years  ago,  that  a  traveller  on  foot,  touched, 
as  he  emerged  from  the  dark  wood,  by  the 
beauty  of  this  scene,  threw  himself  under  the 
shade  of  a  spreading  tree,  and  stretched  his 
limbs  on  the  turf  for  enjoyment  rather  than 
repose.  The  sky  was  deep-coloured  and  without 
a  cloud,  save  here  and  there  a  minute,  sultry,- 
burnished  vapour,  almost  as  glossy  as  the 
heavens.  Everything  was  still  as  it  was  bright; 
al!  seemed  brooding  and  basking ;  the  bee  upon' 
its  wing  was  the  only  stirring  sight,  and  its  song 
the  only  sound. 

The  traveller  fell  into  a  reverie.  He  wa^ 
young,  and  therefore  his  musings  were  of  tb* 
ftiture.  He  had  felt  the  pride  of  learning,  so 
/ennobling  to  youth;  lie  was  not  a  stranger  tof 
the  stirring  impulses  of  a  high  ambition,  thotigb!' 
the  world  to  him  was  as  yet  only  a  world  erf 
books,  and  all  that  he  knew  of  the  schemes  d 
statesmen  and  the  passions  of  the  peopli 
to  be  found  in  their  annals.  Often  had  \ai 
fitful  fancy  dwelt  with  fascination  on  visions 
of  persona!  distinction,  of  future  celebrity,  pec 
haps  even  of  enduring  fame.  But  his  dreamt 
were  of  another  colour  now.  The  surrounding 
scene,  so  fair,  so  still,  and  sweet ;  so  abstracted 
from  all  the  tumult  of  the  world,  its  strife,  iW 
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passions,  and  its  cares ;  had  fallen  on  his  heart 
with  its  soft  and  subduing  spirit ;  had  fallen  on 
a  heart  still  pure  and  innocent,  the  heart  of 
one  who,  notwithstanding  all  his  high  resolves 
and  daring  thoughts,  was  blessed  with  that 
tenderness  of  soul  which  is  sometitnes  linked 
with  an  ardent  imagination  and  a  strong  will. 
The  traveller  was  an  orphan,  more  than  that, 
a  solitary  orphan.  The  sweet  sedulousness  of 
a  mother's  love,  a  sistei's  mystical  affection,  had 
not  cultivated  his  early  susceptibility.  No  soft 
pathos  of  expression  had  appealed  to  his  childish 
ear.  He  was  alone,  among  strangers  calmly 
and  coldly  kind.  It  must  indeed  have  been 
a  truly  gentle  disposition  that  couM  have  with- 
stood such  hard  neglect.  All  that  he  knew  of  j 
the  power  of  the  softer  passions  might  be  found  J 
in  the  fanciful  and  romantic  annals  of  schoolboy  | 
friendship. 

And  those  friends  too,  so  fond,  so  sympathis- 
ing, so  devoted,  where  were  they  now?   Already     "^ 
they  were  dispersed;  the  first  great  separation 
of  life  had  been  experienced;  the  former  school- 
boy had  planted  his  foot  on  the  threshold  of 
manhood.      True,  many  of  them  might  meet         j 
again ;  many  of  them  the  University  must  again        , 
unite,  but  never  with  the  same  feelings.     The         ' 
space  of  time,  passed  in  the  world  before  they 
again    met,    would    be   an    age   of    sensation, 
passion,  experience  to  all  of  them.    They  would 
meet  again   with  altered  mien,   with   different 
manners,  different  voices.      Their  eyes  would 
not  shine  with  the  same  light ;  they  would  not 

"t.the  same  words.     The  favourite  ip\\Ta.se.s      a 
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of  their  intimacy,  the  mystic  sounds  that  spoke 
only  to  their  initiated  ear,  they  would  be 
ashamed  to  use  them.  Yes,  they  might  meet 
again,  but  the  gushing  and  secret  tendernes? 
was  gone  for  ever>— ^j--)  • 

Nor  could  our  pensive  youth  conceal  it  fiom 
himself  that  it  was  affection,  and  mainly  affee- 1 
tion,  that  had  bound  him  to  these  dear  com- 
panions. They  could  not  be  Co  him  what  he 
had  been  to  them.  His  had  been  the  inspiring 
mind  that  had  guided  their  opinions,  formed 
their  tastes,  directed  the  bent  and  tenor  of  their 
lives  and  thoughts.  Often,  indeed,  had  he 
needed,  sometimes  he  had  even  sighed  for,  the 
companionship  of  an  equal  or  superior  mind; 
one  who,  by  the  comprehension  of  his  thought, 
and  the  richness  of  his  knowledge,  and  the 
advantage  of  his  experience,  might  strengthen 
and  illuminate  and  guide  his  obscure  or  hesitat- 
ing or  unpractised  intelligence.  He  had  scarcely 
been  fortunate  in  this  respect,  and  he  deeply 
regretted  it ;  for  he  was  one  of  those  who  was 
not  content  with  excelling  in  his  own  circle,  if 
he  thought  there  was  one  superior  to  it.  Abso- 
lute, not  relative  distinction,  was  his  noble  aim- 
Alone,  in  a  lonely  scene,  he  doubly  felt  the 
solitude  of  his  life  and  mind.  His  heart  and 
his  intellect  seemed  both  to  need  a  companion. 
Books,  and  action,  and  deep  thought,  might  in 
lime  supply  the  want  of  that  intellectual  guide; 
but  for  the  heart,  where  was  he  Co  find  solace? 
Ah !  if  she  would  but  come  forth  from  that 
shining  lake  like  a  beautiful  Ondine!  Ah,  if 
she  would  but  step  out  from  the  green  shade 
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that  secret  grove  like  a  Dryad  of  sylvan  Greece! 
0  mystery  of  mysteries,  when  the  youth  dreams 
hia  first  dream  over  some  imaginary  heroine ! 

Suddenly  the  brooding  wildfowl  rose  from 
the  bosom  of  the  lake,  soared  in  the  air,  and, 
uttering  mournful  shrieks,  whirled  in  agitated 
tumult.  The  deer  started  from  their  knolls,  no 
longer  sunny,  stared  around,  and  rushed  into 
the  woods.  Coningsby  raised  his  eyes  from 
the  turf  on  which  they  had  been  long  fixed  in 
abstraction,  and  he  observed  that  the  azure  sky 
had  vanished,  a  thin  white  film  had  suddenly 
spread  itself  over  the  heavens,  and  the  wind 
moaned  with  a  sad  and  fitful  gust. 

He  had  some  reason  to  believe  that  on  the 
other  side  of  the  opposite  wood  the  forest  was 
intersected  by  a  public  road,  and  that  there 
were  some  habitations.  Immediately  rising,  he 
descended  at  a  rapid  pace  into  the  valley,  passed 
the  lake,  and  then  struck  into  the  ascending 
«Dod  on  the  bank  opposite  to  that  on  which  he 
had  mused  away  some  precious  time. 

The  wind  howled,  the  branches  of  the  forest 
stirred,  and  sent  forth  sounds  like  an  incanta- 
tion.    Soon  might  be  distinguished  the  various 

'ces  of  the  mighty  trees,  as  they  expressed 
Iheir  terror  or  their  agony.  The  oak  roared, 
the  beech  shrieked,  the  elm  sent  forth  its  deep 
and  long-drawn  groan  ;  while  ever  and  anon, 
amid  a  momentary  pause,  the  passion  of  the 
ash  was  beard  in  moans  of  thrilling  anguish. 

Coningsby  hurried  on,  the  forest  became  less 
close.  All  that  he  aspired  to  was  to  gain  more 
open  country.     Now  he   was  in  a  rough,,," 
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land,  covered  only  here  and  there  with  dwarf 
underwood ;  the  horizon  bounded  at  no  greal 
distance  by  a  barren  hill  of  moderate  etevadonJ 
He  gained  its  height  with  ease.  He  looked 
over  a  vast  open  country  like  a  wild  common  j 
in  the  extreme  distance  hills  covered  with 
woods;  the  plain  intersected  by  two  good  roadsj 
the  sky  entirely  clouded,  but  in  the  distanca 
black  as  ebony. 

A  place  of  refuge  was  at  hand :  screene*^ 
from  his  first  glance  by  some  elm-trees,  th« 
ascending  smoke  now  betrayed  a  roof,  which 
Coningsby  reached  before  the  tempest  broker 
The  forest-inn  was  also  a  farmhouse.  Thew 
was  a  comfortable-enough-looking  kitchen ;  but 
the  ingle  nook  was  full  of  smokers,  and  Coiw 
ingsby  was  glad  to  avail  himself  of  the  only 
private  room  for  the  simple  mea!  which  th^ 
offered  him,  only  eggs  and  bacon ;  but  very 
welcome  to  a  pedestrian,  and  a  hungry  one.' 

As  he  stood  at  the  window  of  his  little  apail^ 
ment,  watching  the  large  drops  that  were  thd 
heralds  of  a  coming  hurricane,  and  waiting  foj 
his  repast,  a  flash  of  lightning  illumined  ttiC 
whole  country,  and  a  horseman  at  full  speedj 
followed  by  his  groom,  galloped  up  to  thft 
door. 

The  remarkable  beauty  of  the  animal  80 
attracted  Coningby's  attention  that  it  preyented 
him  catching  even  a  glimpse  of  the  rider,  who 
rapidly  dismounted  and  entered  the  inn.  Tb^ 
host  shortly  after  came  in  and  asked  Coningsby 
H-hether  he  had  any  objection  to  a  gentleman, 
who  was  driven  there  b^  VVift  svoim,  &^:i3nag  hi) 
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room  until  it  subsided.  The  consequence  of  J 
the  immediate  assent  of  Cotiingsby  was,  that  -J 
the  landlord  retired  and  soon  returned,  usher-") 
iog  in  an  individual,  who,  though  perhaps  ten 
years  older  than  Coningsby,  was  still,  according 
to  Hippocrates,  in  the  period  of  lusty  youth. 
He  was  above  the  middle  height,  and  of  a 
distinguished  air  and  figure;  pale,  with  an  impres- 
sive brow,  and  dark  eyes  of  great  intelligence. 

"1  am  glad  that  we  have  both  escaped  the 
stonD,"  said  the  stranger;  "and  I  am  greatly 
indebted  to  you  for  your  courtesy."  He  slightly 
and  graciously  bowed,  as  he  spolte  in  a  voice  of 
remarkable  clearness ;  and  his  manner,  though 
easy,  was  touched  with  a  degree  of  dignity  that 
was  engaging. 

"  The  inn  is  a  common  home,"  replied  Con- 
ingsby, returning  his  salute. 

"And  free  from  cares,"  added  the  alrangw. 
Theo,  looking  through  the  window,  he  Eaid, 
"A  strange  storm  this.  I  wa»  sauntenng  in 
the  sunshine,  when  suddenly  1  found  1  had  to 
gallop  for  my  life.  'Tis  more  like  a  wluU:  Gq«Mll 
ID  the  Mediterranean  than  anything  «te  " 

"I  never  was  in  the  MfdiMfWoegn,''  md 
Coningsby.  "There  is  nochbg  I  ^Kiuld  tike 
■o  mudi  as  to  travel" 

"You  arc  travelling,"  rejcrioed  fai»  €Wn>i«n«H! 
"Every  moment  is  travel,  if  underetood." 

"  Ah  I  but   the  Mediterranean 
Coningsby.     "What  would  I  not  gi«; 
Athens ! " 

"  I  have  seen  it,"  said  the  stranger, 
shrugging  his  shoulders;  "and 


158  Coningaby  ;    or 

things.     Phantoms  and  spectres  !     The  Age  q 

Ruins  is  past     Have  you  seen  Manchester?" 

"  I  have  seen  nothing,"  said  Coningsby 
"this  is  my  first  wandering.  I  am  about  t( 
visit  a  friend  who  lives  in  this  county,  and  1 
have  sent  on  my  baggage  as  I  could.  For  my 
seir,  I  determined  to  trust  to  a  less  commoM 
place  conveyance." 

"  And  seek  adventures,"  said  the  strangei 
smiling.  "Well,  according  to  Cervantes,  the] 
should  begin  in  an  inn." 

"  I  fear  that  the  age  of  adventures  is  past,  i 
well  as  that  of  ruins,"  replied  Coningsby.  - 

"Adventures  are  to  the  adventurous,"  sai' 
the  stranger. 

At  this  moment  a  pretty  serving-maid  enteie 
the  room.  She  laid  the  dapper  cloth  an 
arranged  the  table  with  a  self-possession  qiiiU 
admirable.  She  seemed  unconscious  that  an] 
being  was  in  the  chamber  except  herself,  d 
that  there  were  any  other  duties  to  perform  ii 
life  beyond  filling  a  salt-cellar  or  folding  a  nafi 
kin.  ■_ 

"  She  does  not  even  look  at  us,"  salt 
Coningsby,  when  she  had  quitted  the  room 
"  and  I  dare  say  is  only  a  prude."  1 

"She  is  calm,"  said  the  stranger,  "becausi 
she  is  mistress  of  her  subject;  'tis  the  secret 
of  self-possession.  She  is  here  as  a  duchess  a 
court" 

They  brought  in  Coningsby's  meal,  and  ha 
invited  the  stranger  to  join  him.     The  inviia-t 
rion  was  accepted  with  cheerfulness. 
"'Tis  but  simple  fare,"  said  Coavo^by,  a* 
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the  maiden  uncovered  the  still  hissing  bacon 
and  the  eggs,  that  looked  like  tufts  of  prim-      j 
>ses. 

^  "  Nay,  a  national   dish,"   said  the   stranger, 
'  LDcing  quickly  at  the  table,  "  whose  fame  is  a      ] 
And   what  more   should   we   expect 
r  a  simple  roof!     How  much  better  than      I 
Jomeiette  or  a  greasy  olla,  that  they  would 
^  us  in  a  posada  I     'Tis  a  wonderful  country      J 
■England  !    What  a  napkin  I    How  spotless  !     ' 
a  sweet ;  I  declare  'tis  a  perfume.     There      I 
lOt  a   princess    throughout    the    South    of      i 
Europe  served  with  the  cleanliness  that  meets      1 
us  in  this  cottage." 

"An  inheritance  from  our  Saxon  fathers?" 
said  Coningsby.  "  I  apprehend  the  northern 
nations  have  a  greater  sense  of  cleanliness,  of 
propriety,  of  what  we  call  comfort?" 

"By   no   means,"    said    the   stranger;    "the 
East  is  the  land  of  the  Bath,     Moses  and  Ma-     I 
hornet  made  cleanliness  religion."  j 

"You  will  let  me  help  you?"  said  Coo-  1 
ingsby,  offering  him  a  plate  which  he  had  filled.  \ 
"  1  thank  you,"  said  the  stranger,  "  but  it  is  ' 
one  of  my  bread  days.  With  your  permissioo  I 
this  shall  be  my  dish";  and  he  cut  from  ti^  , 
lai^e  loaf  a  supply  of  crusts.  1 

"'Tis  but  unsavoury  fare  after  a  gallop,'^  ^^  | 
Coningsby. 

"  Ah  !  you  are  proud  of  Y<>"^  ^^  ^"ti  y^,y,l 
ggs,"  said  the  stranger,  srathoe^      bu-,     j     ;_^^ 
corn  and  wine.     They  are   wi^''  '^,"-    «.>,._, 
oldest  luxuries.     Time  has    btv-^''-   ui 
tules,  but  how  inferior .'     Man  h»  ^^ 
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and  wine !   but  not  even  the  Chinese  or  the 
Irish  have  raised  temples  to  tea  and  potatoes, 

"But  Ceres  without  Bacchus,"  said  Con- 
ingsby, "  how  does  that  do  ?  Think  you,  under 
this  roof,  we  could  invoke  the  god?" 

"  Let  us  swear  by  his  body  that  we  will  try,' 
said  the  stranger. 

Alas !  the  landlord  was  not  a  priest  to  Bao 
chus.  But  then  these  inquiries  led  to  the  finest 
perry  in  the  world.  The  young  men  agreed 
they  had  seldom  tasted  anything  more  der 
licious ;  they  sent  for  another  bottle.  Con-- 
ingsby,  who  was  much  interested  by  his  neW 
companion,  enjoyed  himself  amazingly, 

A  cheese,  such  as  Derby  alone  can  produce^ 
could  not  induce  the  stranger  to  be  even  par- 
tially inconstant  to  his  crusts.  But  his  talk' 
was  as  vivacious  as  if  the  talker  bad  t 
stimulated  by  the  juices  of  the  finest  banquet. 
Coningsby  had  never  met  or  read  of  any  one 
like  Ihis  chance  companion.  His  sentence* 
were  so  short,  his  language  so  racy,  his  voice 
rang  so  clear,  his  elocution  was  so  compleiei 
On  all  subjects  his  mind  seemed  to  be  in*' 
structed,  and  his  opinions  formed.  He  flunf 
out  a  result  in  a  few  words ;  he  solved  witb 
a  phrase  some  deep  problem  that  men  must 
over  for  years.  He  said  many  things  that  were 
strange,  yet  they  immediately  appeared  to  b* 
true.  Then,  without  the  slightest  air  of  pre- 
tension or  parade,  he  seemed  to  know  every^ 
body  as  well  as  everything.  Monarchs,  states^ 
men,  authors,  adventurers,  of  all  descriptic 
3nd  of  all  dimes,  if  theit  names  otcMtrcd 
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conversation,  he  described  them  in  an  epi- 
latic  sentence,  or  revealed  their  precise 
I,  character,  caUbre,  by  a  curt  dramatic 
All  this,  too,  without  any  excitement  of 
iner;  on  the  contrary,  with  repose  amount- 
ing almost  to  nonchalance.  If  his  address  had 
any  fault  in  it,  it  was  rather  a  deficiency  of 
ofttaestness.  A  slight  spirit  of  mockery  played  | 
^^  his  speech  even  when  you  deemed  him 

'•erious ;  you  were  startled  by  his  sudden    ^ 
"dons  from  profound  thought  to  poignant 

A  very  singular  freedom  from  passion  , 
And  prejudice  on  every  topic  on  which  they 
treated,  might  be  some  compensation  for  this 
want  of  earnestness,  perhaps  was  its  conse- 
quence. Certainly  it  was  difficult  to  ascertain 
his  precise  opinions  on  many  subjects,  though 
his  manner  was  frank  even  to  abandonment. 
And  yet  throughout  his  whole  conversation, 
not  a  stroke  of  egotism,  not  a  word,  not  a 
circumstance  escaped  him.  by  which  you  could 
judge  of  his  position  or  purposes  in  life.  As 
httle  did  he  seem  to  care  to  discover  those  of 
his  companion.  He  did  not  by  any  means 
monopolise  the  conversation.  Far  from  it ;  he 
continually  asked  questions,  and  while  he  re- 
ceived answers,  or  had  engaged  his_  fellow- 
traveller  in  any  exposition  of  his  opinion  or 
feelings,  he  listened  with  a  serious  and  fixed 
attention,  looking  Coningsby  in  the  face  with  a 
steadfast  glance. 

"I  perceive,"  said  Coningsby,  pursuing  a 
Strain  of  thought  which  the  other  had  indicated, 
"  that  you  have  great  confidence  '"theinftvieui^ 
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of  individual  chaia.cter,     I  also  have  some  coe 
fused  persuasions  of  that  kind.     But  it  is  r 
the  Spirit  of  the  Age." 

"The  age  does  not  believe  in  great  men 
because  it  does  not  possess  any,"  replied  tit 
stranger.  "The  Spirit  of  the  Age  is  the  ver 
thing  that  a  great  tnaa  chacges." 

"  But  does  he  not  rather  avail  himself  of  it  ?, 
inquired  Coningsby, 

"  Parvenus  do,"  rejoined  his  companiOD, 
"but  not  prophets,  great  legislators,  great  coq 
querors.    They  destroy  and  they  create." 

"But  are  these  times  for  great  legislators  am 
great  conquerors  ?  "  urged  Coningsby. 

"  When  were  they  wanted  more?"  asked  t) 
stranger.  "From  the  throne  to  the  hovel  i 
call  for  a  guide.  You  give  monarchs  constitii 
tions  to  teach  them  sovereignty,  and  nation 
Sunday-schools  to  inspire  them  with  faith." 

"  But  what  is  an  individual,"  aiclaimei 
Cooingshy,  "against  a  vast  public  opinion?", 

"  Divine,"  said  the  stranger.  "  God  mad! 
man  in  His  own  image ;  but  the  Public  is  madi 
by  Newspapers,  Members  of  Parliament,  Exds 
Officers,  Poor  Law  Guardians.  Would  Phil^ 
have  succeeded  if  Epaminondas  had  not  beq 
slain?  And  if  Philip  had  not  succeede4 
Would  Prussia  have  existed  had  Frederick  n 
been  bom?  And  if  Frederick  had  not  be 
born  ?  What  would  have  been  the  fate  of  t 
Stuarts  if  Prince  Henry  had  not  died,  ai 
Charles  I.,  as  was  intended,  had  been  Arcb 
bishop  of  Canterbury  ?  " 

"But  when  men  are  young  they  want  t 
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perience,"  said  Coningsby ;  "  and  when  they 
have  gained  experience,  they  want  energy." 

"  Great  men  never  want  experience,"  said  the 
stranger. 

"But  everybody  says  that  experience " 

"Is  the  best  thing  in  the  world,  a  treasure 
for  you,  for  me,  for  millions.  But  for  a  creative 
mind,  less  than  nothing.  Almost  everything 
that  is  great  has  been  done  by  youth." 

"  It  is  at  least  a  cteed  flattering  to  our  years," 
said  Coningsby,  with  a  smile. 

"  Nay,"  said  the  stranger  ;  "  for  life  in  general 
there  is  but  one  decree.  Youth  is  a  blunder ; 
Manhood  a  struggle ;  Old  Age  a  regret  Do 
not  suppose,"  he  added,  smiling,  "that  I  hold 
that  youth  is  genius;  all  that  I  say  is,  that 
genius,  when  young,  is  divine,  Why,  the 
greatest  captains  of  ancient  and  modern  times 
both  conquered  Italy  at  five-and-twenty  !  Youth, 
extreme  youth,  overthrew  the  Persian  Empire. 
Don  John  of  Austria  won  Lepanto  at  twenty- 
five,  the  greatest  battle  of  modern  time  ;  had  it 
not  been  for  the  jealousy  of  Philip,  ibe  next 
year  he  would  have  been  Emperor  of  Mauritania. 
Gaston  de  Foix  was  only  twenty-two  when  he 
stood  a  victor  on  the  plain  of  Ravenna.  Every 
one  remembers  Conde  and  Rocroy  at  the  same 
age.  Gustavus  Adolphus  died  at  thirty-eight. 
Look  at  his  captains :  that  wonderful  Duke  of 
Weimar,  only  thirty-six  when  he  died.  Banier 
bimself,  after  all  his  miracles,  died  at  forty-five. 
Cortes  was  little  more  than  thirty  when  he 
gased  upon  the  golden  cupolas  of  Mexico. 
When  Maurice  of  Saxony  died  at  tVAtt'^-lwo,  ^ 
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Europe  acknowledged  the  loss  of  the  greatest 
captain  and  the  profoundest  statesman  of  the 
age.  Then  there  is  Nelson,  Clivc;  but  these 
are  warriors,  and  perhaps  you  may  think  there 
are  greater  things  than  war.  I  do  not :  I  wor- 
ship the  Lord  of  Hosts.  But  take  the  most 
illustrious  achievements  of  civil  prudence. 
Innocent  III.,  the  greatest  of  the  Popes,  was 
the  despot  of  Christendom  at  thirty  -  seven. 
John  de  Medici  was  a  Cardinal  at  fifteen,  and 
according  to  Guicciardini,  baffled  with  his  state- 
craft Ferdinand  of  Arragon  himself.  He  was 
Pope  as  Leo  X,  at  thirty-seven.  Luther  robbed 
even  him  of  his  richest  province  at  thirty-five. 
Take  Ignatius  Loyola  and  John  Wesley,  they 
worked  with  young  brains.  Ignatius  was  only 
thirty  when  he  made  his  pilgrimage  and  wrote 
the  Spiritual  Exercises.  Pascal  wrote  a  grcirt 
work  at  sixteen,  and  died  at  thirty-seven,  the 
greatest  of  Frenchmen. 

"Ah!  that  fata!  thirty-seven,  which  reminds 
me  of  Byron,  greater  even  as  a  man  than  & 
writer.  Was  it  experience  that  guided  the 
pencil  of  Raphael  when  he  painted  the  palacei 
of  Rome  ?  He,  too,  died  at  thirty-seven.  Riche- 
lieu was  Secretary  of  State  at  thirty-one.  Well 
then,  there  were  Bolingbroke  and  Pitt,  both 
ministers  before  other  men  left  off  cricket 
Grotius  was  in  great  practice  at  seventeen,  and 
Attorney-General  at  twenty-four.  And  Acqua- 
viva ;  Acquaviva  was  General  of  the  Jesuit^, 
ruled  every  cabinet  in  Europe,  and  colonised^ 
America  before  he  was  thirty-seven.  What 
career  !  "  exclaimed   the  stranger ;   rising  from 
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s  chair  and  wallcing  up  and  down  the  room  ; 
"the  secret  sway  of  Europe !  That  was  iodeed 
a  position !  But  it  is  needless  to  multiply 
instances  1  The  history  of  Heroes  is  the  his- 
y  of  Youth." 

I ! "  said  Coningsby,  "  I  should  like  to  be   ; 
iat  man." 
i  stranger  threw  at   him  a   scnitiaising 
countenance    was    serious.     He 
:e  of  almost  solemn  melody — 
Ktirture  your    mind   with   great   thoughts. 
;  in  the  heroic  makes  heroes,"  , 

xm  to  me  a  hero,"  said  Coningsby, 
Ketone  of  real  feeling,  which,  half  ashamed 
I  emotion,  he  tried  to  turn  into  playful- 

"I  am  and  must  ever  be,"  said  the  stranger, 
"  but  a  dreamer  of  dreams."  Then  going  to- 
wards the  window,  and  changing  into  a  familial 
tone,  as  if  to  divert  the  conversation,  he  added, 
"  What  a  delicious  afternoon  !  I  look  forward 
to  my  ride  with  delight.     You  rest  here?" 

"  No ;  I  go  on  to  Nottingham,  where  I  shall 
sleep." 

"  And  I  in  the  opposite  direction."  And  he 
rang  the  hell,  and  ordered  his  horses. 

"  I  long  to  see  your  mare  again,"  said  Con- 
ingsby.    "  She  seemed  lo  me  so  beautiful," 

"She  is  not  only  of  pure  race,"  said  the 
stranger,  "but  of  the  highest  and  rarest  breed 
in  Arabia,  Her  name  is  'the  Daughter  of  the 
Star.'  She  is  a  foal  of  that  famous  mare,  which 
belonged  to  the  Prince  of  the  Wahabees ;  and 
lo  possess  which,   I  believe,  was  one  of  the 
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principal  causes  of  war  between  thai  tribe  and  I 
the  Egyptians.  The  Pacha  of  Egypt  gave  her 
to  me,  and  I  would  not  change  her  for  her 
statue  in  pure  gold,  even  carved  by  Lysippus, 
Come  round  to  the  stable  and  see  her." 

They  went  out  together.  It  was  a  soft  sunny 
afternoon ;  the  air  fresh  from  the  rain,  but  mild 
and  exhilarating. 

The  groom  brought  forth  the  mare.  "  The 
Daughter  of  the  Star  "  stood  before  Coningsby 
with  her  sinewy  shape  of  matchless  symmetryj 
her  burnished  skin,  black  mane,  legs  like  those 
of  an  antelope,  her  little  ears,  dark  speaking 
eye,  and  tail  worthy  of  a  Pacha.  And  who  waa 
her  master,  and  whither  was  she  about  to  lake 

Coningsby  was  so  naturally  well-bred,  that  w 
may  be  sure  it  was  not  curiosity  ;  no,  it  was  ti 
finer  feeling  that  made  him  hesitate  and  think  fl 
little,  and  then  say — 

"  I  am  sorry  to  part." 

"  I  also,"  said  the  stranger.  "  But  life  i 
constant  separation." 

"  I  hope  we  may  meet  again,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  If  our  acquaintance  be  worth  preserving,'' 
said  the  stranger,  "you  may  be  sure  it  will  i 
be  lost." 

"  But  mine  is  not  worth  preserving,"  said 
Coningsby,  earnestly.  "  It  is  yours  that  is  the 
treasure.  You  teach  me  things  of  which  I  have 
long  mused." 

The  stranger  took  the  bridle  of  "  the  Daughter 
of  the  Star,"  and  turning  round  with  a  faint 
smile,  extended  his  hand  to  his  companion. 
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.  i'our  mind  at  least  is  nurtured  with  great 
noughts,"  said  Coningsby;  "your  actions 
should  be  heroic." 

*'  Action  is  not  for  me,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  I 
am  of  that  faith  that  the  Apostles  professed 
before  they  followed  their  master." 

He  vaulted  into  his  saddle,  "  the  Daughter  of 
Qie  Star  "  bounded  away  as  if  she  scented  the 
aiT  of  the  Desert  from  which  she  and  her  ridet 
bad  alike  sprung,  and  Coningsby  remained  in 
profound  meditation. 


CHAPTER    II 

The  day  after  his  adventure  at  the  Forest  Inn, 
Coningsby  arrived  at  Beaumanoir.  It  was 
several  years  since  he  had  visited  the  family  of 
his  friend,  who  were  indeed  also  his  kin;  and 
in  his  boyish  days  had  often  proved  that  they 
were  not  unmindful  of  the  affinity.  This  was  a 
visit  that  had  been  long  counted  on,  long 
promised,  and  which  a  variety  of  circumstances 
had  hitherto  prevented.  It  was  to  have  been 
made  by  the  schoolboy ;  it  was  to  be  fulfilled 
by  the  man.  For  no  less  a  character  could 
Coningsby  under  any  circumstances  now  con- 
sent to  claim,  since  he  was  closely  verging  to 
the  completion  of  his  nineteenth  year ;  and  it 
appeared  manifest  that  if  it  were  his  destiny  to 
do  anything  great,  he  had  but  few  years  to  wait 
before  the  full  development  of  his  power. 
Visions  of  Gastons  de  Foi.\  and  Maurices 
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Saxony,  statesmen  giving  up  cricket  to  gover 
nations,  beardless  Jesuits  plunged  in  profoun 
abstraction  in  omnipotent  cabinets,  haunted  h 
fancy  from  the  moment  he  had  separated  fron 
bis  mysterious  and  deeply  interesting  companion 
To  nurture  his  mind  with  great  thoughts  hai 
ever  been  Coningsby's  inspiring  habit.  Was  i 
also  destined  that  he  should  achieve  the  heroic 
There  are  some  books,  when  we  close  them 
one  or  two  in  the  course  of  our  life,  difficult  a 
it  may  be  to  analyse  or  ascertain  the  cause ;  oii 
minds  seem  to  have  made  a  great  leap,  i 
thousand  obscure  things  receive  light ;  a  multt 
tude  of  indefinite  feelings  are  determined.  Oa 
intellect  grasps  and  grapples  with  all  subject 
with  a  capacity,  a  flexibility,  and  a  vigour,  befon 
unknown  to  us.  It  masters  questions  hitherti 
perplexing,  which  are  not  even  touched  or  refes 
red  to  in  the  volume  just  closed.  What  is  thi 
magic  ?  It  is  the  spirit  of  the  supreme  authof 
by  a  magnetic  influence  blending  with  oi 
sympathising  intelligence,  that  directs  and  i 
spires  it.  By  that  mysterious  sensibility  * 
extend  to  questions  which  he  has  not  treated 
the  same  intellectual  force  which  he  has  e 
cised  over  those  which  he  has  expounded, 
genius  for  a  time  remains  in  us.  'Tis  the  sam 
with  human  beings  as  with  books.  All  of  u(^ 
encounter,  at  least  once  in  our  life,  soin 
individual  who  utters  words  that  make  us  thit^ 
for  ever.  There  are  men  whose  phrases  an 
oracles ;  who  condense  in  a  sentence  the  secret 
of  life  ;  who  blurt  out  an  aphorism  that  forms  1 
character  or  illustrates  an  existence. 
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hing  is  a  great  book ;  but  greater  than  all  is 
fae  talk  of  a  great  man. 

,    And  what  is  a  great  man  ?     Is  it  a  Minister 
sf  State  ?    Is  it  a  victorious  General  i"    A  gentie- 
inan  in  the  Windsor  uniform  ?    A  Field  Marshal 
lOvered   with    stars  ?     Is    it   a   Prelate,    or   a    . 
'rince  ?     A  King,  even  an  Emperor  ?     It  may  ■ , 
»e  all  these  ;  yet  these,  as  we  must  all  daily  feet ' ' 
je  not  necessarily  great  men.     A  great  man  is 
Bne  who  affects  the  mind    of  his  generation  : 
whether  he  be  a  monk  in  his  cloister  agitating 
[Christendom,  or  a  monarch  crossing  the  Grani- 
;us,  and  giving  a  new  character  to  the  Pagan 
Vorid. 

Our  young  Coningsby  reached  BeaumanoJr  in 
t  state  of  meditation.  He  also  desired  to  be 
[reat.  Not  from  the  restless  vanity  that  some- 
imes  impels  youth  to  momentary  exertion,  by 
rhich  they  sometimes  obtain  a  distinction  as 
nranescent  as  their  energy.  The  ambition  of 
lur  hero  was  altogether  of  a  different  character. 
t  was,  indeed,  at  present  not  a  little  vague, 
ndefinite,  hesitating,  inquiring,  sometimes 
esponding.  What  were  his  powers?  what 
Xiuld  be  his  aim  ?  were  often  to  him,  as  to  all 
OUDg  aspirants,  questions  infinitely  perplexing 
ud  full  of  pain.  But,  on  the  whole,  there  ran 
irough  his  character,  notwithstanding  bis  many 
azzling  qualities  and  accomplishments,  and  his 
nvenile  celebrity,  which  has  spoiled  so  much 
iromise,  a  vein  of  grave  simplicity  that  was  the 
onsequence  of  an  earnest  temper,  and  of  an 
itellect  that  would  be   content  with  nothing 
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His  was  a  mind  that  loved  to  pursue  every 
question  to  the  centre.  But  it  was  not  a  spirit 
of  scepticism  that  impelled  this  habit;  on  the 
contrary,  it  was  the  spirit  of  faith.  Coningsby 
found  that  he  was  born  in  an  age  of  infidelity  in 
all  things,  and  his  heart  assured  him  that  a 
want  of  faith  was  a  want  of  nature.  But  his 
vigorous  intellect  could  not  take  refuge  in  that 
maudlin  substitute  for  belief  which  consists  itk 
a  patron^e  of  fantastic  theories.  He  needed 
that  deep  and  enduring  conviction  that  the 
heart  and  the  intellect,  feeling  and  reason  unite<^ 
can  alone  supply.  He  asked  himself  wbj 
governments  were  hated,  and  religions  despisedi 
Why  loyalty  was  dead,  and  reverence  only  i 
galvanised  corpse  ? 

These  were  indeed  questions  that  had  as  jrti 
presented  themselves  to  his  thought  in  a  cmdC 
and  imperfect  form ;  but  their  very  occurrence 
showed  the  strong  predisposition  of  his  mind 
It  was  because  he  bad  not  found  guides  amoi 
his  elders,  that  his  thoughts  had  been  turned  '  . 
the  generation  that  he  himself  represented.  Thl 
sentiment  of  veneration  was  so  developed  in  hft 
nature,  that  he  was  exactly  the  youth  thai 
would  have  hung,  with  enthusiastic  humility  o' 
the  accents  of  some  sage  of  old  in  the  groves  ( 
Academus,  or  the  porch  of  Zeno.  But  as  yi 
he  had  found  age  only  perplexed  and  despond 
ing;  manhood  only  callous  and  desperauii 
Some  thought  that  systems  would  last  their  time'J 
others,  that  something  would  turn  up.  HJl 
deep  and  pious  spirit  recoiled  with  disgust  an^ 
horror  from  such  lax,  chance-medley  maxii 
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lat  would,  in  their  consequences,  reduce  man 
)  the  level  of  the  brutes.  Notwithstanding  a 
rejudice  which  had  haunted  hira  from  his 
Llildhood,  he  had,  when  the  occasion  offered, 
pplied  to  Mr.  Rigby  for  instruction,  as  one 
istinguished  in  the  republic  of  letters,  as  well 
s  the  realm  of  politics ;  who  assumed  the 
uidance  of  the  public  mind,  and,  as  the  phrase 
ans,  was  looked  up  to.  Mr,  Righy  listened  at 
list  to  the  inquiries  of  Coningsby,  urged,  as 
tiey  ever  were,  with  a  modesty  and  deference 
fhich  do  not  always  characterise  juvenile  in- 
estigations,  as  if  Coningsby  were  speaking  to 
lim  of  the  unknown  tongues.  But  Mr.  Rigby 
ras  not  a  man  who  ever  confessed  himself  at 
avUt.  He  caught  up  something  of  the  subject 
S  our  young  friend  proceeded,  and  was  per- 
ectly  prepared,  long  before  he  had  finished,  to 
ake  the  whole  conversation  into  his  own  hands. 
Mr.  Rigby  began  by  ascribing  everything  to 
Jie  Reform  Bill,  and  then  referred  to  severi  of 
lis  own  speeches  on  Schedule  A.  Then  he  told 
[>)oingsby  that  want  of  religious  Faith  was 
lolely  occasioned  by  want  of  churches ;  and 
rant  of  Loyalty,  by  George  IV.  having  shut 
limself  up  too  much  at  the  cottage  in  Windsor 
Park,  entirely  against  the  advice  of  Mr.  Rigby. 
3e  assured  Coningsby  that  the  Church  Com- 
nission  was  operating  wonders,  and  that  with 
prirate  benevolence,  he  had  himself  subscribed 
g^igooo,  for  Lord  Monmouth,  we  should  soon 
lave  churches  enough.  The  great  question 
lOw  was  their  architecture.  Had  George  IV. 
ived  all  would  have  been  right.     Tbe's  ^Q^i4. 
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have  been  built  on  the  model  of  the  Buddhist 
pagoda.  As  for  Loyalty,  if  the  present  King 
went  regularly  to  Ascot  races,  he  had  no  doubV 
all  would  go  right.  Finally,  Mr.  Rigby  ica 
pressed  on  Coningsby  to  read  the  Quarterlf^ 
Jieview  with  great  attention  ;  and  to  make  him'' 
self  master  of  Mr.  Wordy's  History  of  Ike  lait 
War,  in  tvrenty  volumes,  a  capital  work,  whichl 
proves  that  Providence  was  on  the  side  of  the 
Tories. 

Coningsby  did  not  apply  to  Mr.  Rigby 
again  ;  but  worked  on  with  his  own  mind,  COraJ 
ing  often  enough  to  sufficiently  etude  conclu^, 
sions,  and  often  much  perplexed  and  harassed.'. 
He  tried  occasionally  his  inferences  on  I  ' " 
companions,  who  were  intelligent  and  full 
fervour.  Millbank  was  more  than  this.  Hft 
was  of  a  thoughtful  mood  ;  had  also  caught  tl[i 
from  a  new  school  some  principles,  which  werd 
materials  for  discussion.  One  way  or  other, 
however,  before  he  quitted  Eton  there  pre^ 
vailed  among  this  circle  of  friends,  the  initial 
idea  doubtless  emanating  from  Coningsby,  »A 
.  earnest,  though  a  rather  vague,  conviction  thafi 
'  the  present  state  of  feeling  in  matters  both  ci' 
'  and  religious  was  not  healthy  ;  that  there  mi 
be  substituted  for  this  latitudinarianism  some- 
thing sound  and  deep,  fervent  and  well  defined, 
and  that  the  priests  of  this  new  faith  must  be 
found  among  the  New  Generation  ;  so  that 
when  the  bright-minded  rider  of  'the  Daughter 
of  the  Star '  descanted  on  the  in9uence  of  in- 
dividuai  character,  of  great  thoughts  and  heroic 
actions,   and  the  divine  pow«  q1  -jOMftv  «ii 
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genius,  he  touched  a  string  that  was  the  very 
heart-chord  of  his  eonipanion,  who  listened 
with  fascinated  enthusiasm  as  he  introduced 
bim  to  his  gallery  of  inspiring  models. 

Coningsby  arrived  at  Beaumanoir  at  a  season 
when  men  can  neither  hunt  nor  shoot.  Great 
internal  resources  should  be  found  in  a  country 
family  under  such  circumstances.  The  Duke 
and  Duchess  had  returned  from  London  only  a 
few  days  with  their  daughter,  who  had  been 
presented  this  year.  They  were  all  giad  to  find 
themselves  again  in  the  country,  which  they 
loved  and  which  loved  them.  One  of  their 
sons-in-law  and  his  wife,  and  Henry  Sydney, 
completed  the  party. 

There  are  few  conjunctures  in  life  of  a  more 
starthng  interest,  than  to  meet  the  pretty  little 
girl  that  we  have  gambolled  with  in  our  boy- 
hood, and  to  find  her  changed  in  the  lapse  of  a 
very  few  years,  which  in  some  instances  may 
not  have  brought  a  corresponding  alteration  in 
our  own  appearance,  into  a  beautiful  woman. 
Something  of  this  flitted  over  Coningsby's 
mind,  as  he  bowed,  a  little  agitated  from  his 
surprise,  to  Lady  Theresa  Sydney.  All  that  he 
remembered  had  prepared  him  for  beauty;  but 
not  for  the  degree  or  character  of  beauty  that 
he  met.  It  was  a  rich,  sweet  face,  with  blue 
eyes  and  dark  lashes,  and  a  nose  that  we  have 
no  epithet  in  English  to  describe,  but  which 
charmed  in  Roxalana.  Her  brown  hair  fell 
over  her  white  and  well-turned  shoulders  in 
long  and  luxuriant  tresses.  One  has  met 
something  as  briJlian  t  and  dainty  it\  &  me42SM«« 
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of  old  Sevres,  or  amid  the  terraces  and  gardens 
of  Watteau. 

Perhaps  Lady  Theresa,  too,  might  have  wel- 
comed him  with  more  freedom  had  his  appear- 
ance also  more  accorded  with  the  image  which 
he  had  left  behind.  Coningsby  was  a  boy 
then,  as  we  described  him  in  our  first  chapter. 
Though  only  nineteen  now,  he  had  attained  his 
full  stature,  which  was  above  the  middle  height, 
and  time  had  fulfilled  that  promise  of  symmetry 
in  his  figure,  and  grace  in  his  mien,  then  so 
largely  intimated.  Time,  too,  which  had  not 
yet  robbed  his  countenance  of  any  of  its 
physical  beauty,  had  strongly  developed  the 
intellectual  charm  by  which  it  had  ever  been 
distinguished.  As  he  bowed  lowly  before  the 
Duchess  and  her  daughter,  it  would  have  been 
difficult  to  image  a  youth  of  a  mien  more  pre- 
possessing and  a  manner  more  finished, 

A  manner  that  was  spontaneous ;  nature's 
pure  gift,  the  reflex  of  his  feeling.  No  artifice 
prompted  that  profound  and  polished  homage. 
Not  one  of  those  influences,  the  aggregate  of 
whose  sway  produces,  as  they  tell  us,  the 
finished  gentleman,  had  ever  exercised  its  bene- 
ficent power  on  our  orphan,  and  not  rarely  for- 
lorn, Coningsby.  No  dever  and  refined  woman, 
with'  her  quick  perception,  and  nice  criticism 
that  never  offends  our  self-love,  had  ever  given 
him  that  education  that  is  more  precious  than 
Universities.  The  mild  su^estions  of  a  sister, 
the  gentle  raillery  of  some  laughing  cousin,  are 
also  advantages  not  always  appreciated  at  the 
time,  but  which  boys,  when  they  have  become 
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men,    often  think  over  with  gratitude,   and  a 
little  remorse  at  the  ungracious  spirit  in  which 
they  were  received.     Not  even  the  dancing- 
master   had   aETorded    his  mechanical   aid  to 
Coningsby,    who,    like   all   Eton   boys  of  this 
generation,    viewed    that   professor   of  accom- 
plishments with  frank  repugnance.      But  even 
in   the  boisterous  life  of  school,   Coningsby, 
though   his   style    was   free   and    flowing,    was 
always  well-bred.     His  spirit  recoiled  from  thai 
gross   familiarity   that    is   the  characteristic  of 
modern  manners,  and  which  would  destroy  all       " 
forms  and  ceremonies  merely  because  they  curb  .    .'' 
and  control  their  own  coarse  coovenJence  an<0  . 
ill-disguised  selfishness.     To  women,  however, '^_  ^ 
Coningsby  instinctively  bowed,  as  to  beings  sel/i'i'^ 
apart   for   reverence   and  delicate    treatment. 
Little  as  his  experience  was  of  them,  his  spirit 
had  been  fed  with  chivalrous  fancies,  and  he 
eotettained  for  them  all  the  ideal  devotion  of  a 
Surrey  or  a  Sydney.     Instructed,  if  not  learned,        J 
as  books  and  thought  had  already  made  him  in        1 
men,  he  could  not  conceive  that  there  were  any         1 
Other  women  in  the  world  than  fair  Geraldines 
and  Countesses  of  Pembroke. 

There  was  not  a  country-house  in  England 
that  had  so  completely  the  air  of  habitual  resi- 
dence as  Beaumanoir.  It  is  a  charming  trait, 
and  very  rare.  In  many  great  mansions  every- 
thing is  as  stiff,  formal,  and  tedious,  as  if  youi 
host  were  a  Spanish  grandee  in  the  days  of  the 
Inquisition.  No  ease,  no  resources;  the  pass- 
ing life  seems  a  solemn  spectacle  in  which  you 
play  a  part.     How  delightful  was  the  mom'   " 
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room  at  Beau  man  ojr ;  from  which  gentlemen 
were  not  excluded  wilh  ihat  assumed  suspicion 
that  they  can  never  enter  it  but  for  felonious 
purposes.  Such  a.  profusion  of  flowers  !  Such 
a  multitude  of  books !  Such  a  various  pro- 
digality of  writing  materials !  So  many  easy 
chairs  too,  of  so  many  shapes ;  each  in  itself 
a  comfortable  home ;  yet  nothing  crowded. 
Woman  alone  can  organise  a  drawing-room; 
man  succeeds  sometimes  in  a  library.  And 
the  ladies'  work !  How  graceful  they  look 
bending  over  their  embroidery  frames,  con- 
sulting over  the  arrangement  of  a  group,  or  the 
colour  of  a  flower.  The  panniers  and  fanciful 
baskets,  overflowing  with  variegated  worsted, 
are  gay  and  full  of  pleasure  to  the  eye,  and  give 
an  air  of  elegant  business  that  is  vivifying. 
Even  the  sight  of  employment  interests. 

Then  the  morning  costume  of  English  women 
is  itself  a  beautiful  work  of  art.  At  this  period 
of  the  day  they  can  find  no  rivals  in  other 
climes.  The  brilliant  complexions  of  the 
daughters  of  the  north  dazzle  in  daylight ;  the 
illumined  saloon  leveJs  all  distinctions.  One 
should  see  them  in  their  well -fashioned  muslin 
dresses.  What  matrons,  and  what  maidens! 
Full  of  graceful  dignity,  fresher  than  the  mom  ! 
And  the  married  beauty  in  her  little  lace  cap. 
Ah,  she  is  a  coquette  !  A  charming  character 
at  all  times  ;  in  a  country-house  an  invaluable 
one. 

A  coquette  is  a  being  who  wishes  to  please. 
Amiable  being !  If  you  do  not  Ukc  her,  you 
will  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  female  com- 
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H^^n  of  a  difTerent  mood.  Alas !  coquettes 
"re  but  too  rare.  'Tis  a  career  that  requires 
great  abilities,  infinite  pains,  a  gay  and  airy 
spirit.  'Tis  the  coquette  that  provides  all 
amusement ;  suggests  the  riding  i)arcy,  plans  the 
!  pic-nic,  gives  and  guesses  charades,  acts  them. 
She  is  the  stirring  elemeut  amid  the  heavy 
congeries  of  social  atoms ;  the  soul  of  the 
house,  the  salt  of  the  banquet.  Let  any  one 
pass  a  very  agreeable  week,  or  it  may  be  ten 
days,  under  any  roof,  and  analyse  the  cause  of 
ibis  satisfaction,  and  one  might  safely  make  a 
l^entle  wager  that  his  solution  would  present 
him  with  the  frolic  phantom  of  a  coquette. 
I  "  It  is  impossible  that  Mr.  Coningsby  can 
<  remember  me  ! "  said  a  clear  voice ;  and  he 
^looked  round,  and  was  greeted  by  a  pair  of 
,. sparkling  eyes  and  the  gayest  smile  in  the 
I  world. 

I  It  was  Lady  Everingham,  the  Duke's  married 
:  daughter. 

CHAPTER    III 

i "  And  you  walked  here  ! "  said  Lady  Evering- 
'  ham  to  Coningsby,  when  the  stir  of  arranging 
themselves  at  dinner  had  subsided.  "  Only 
'think,  papa,  Mr.  Coningsby  walked  here!  I 
^.slso  am  a  great  walker." 

I  "  I  had  heard  much  of  the  forest,"  said 
I  Coningsby. 

I  "  Which  I  am  sure  did  not  disappoint  you," 
^^e  Duke. 


you, 

-J 
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"  But  forests  without  adventures ! "  said  Lady 
Everinghara,  a  little  shrugging  her  preltf 
shoulders. 

"But  I  had  an  adventure,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Oh  !  tell  it  us  by  all  means  ! "  said  the  Lady, 
with  great  animation.  "Adventures 
weakness.  I  have  had  more  adventures  thai 
any  one.  Have  I  not  had,  Augustus?" 
added,  addressing  her  husband. 

"But  you  make  everything  out  to  be  an 
adventure,  Isabel,"  said  Lord  Everinghani. 
dare  say  that  Mr.  Coningsby's  was  more  sub- 
stantial." And  looking  at  our  young  friend,  be 
invited  him  to  inform  them. 

"  I    met  2    most   extraordinary   1 
Coningsby. 

"  It  should  have  been  a  heroine,"  exclaimed 
Lady  Everingham. 

"  Do  you  know  anybody  in  this  neighbour- 
hood who  rides  the  finest  Arab  in  the  world?" 
asked  Coningsby.  "She is  called 'the  Daughter 
of  the  Star,'  and  was  given  to  her  rider  by  the 
Pacha  of  Egypt." 

"This  is  really  an  adventure,"  said  L^dy 
Everingham,  interested. 

"'The  Daughter  of  the  Star'!"  said  Ladj 
Theresa.  "  What  a  pretty  name  !  Percy  has  i 
horse  called  '  Sunbeam.'  "  , 

"  A  fine  Arab,  the  finest  in  the  world ! "  Said  ■ 
the  Duke,  who  was  very  fond  of  horses.  "  Who  ' 
can  it  be  ?  " 

"  Can  you  throw  any  light  on  this,  Mr.  I 
asked  the  Duchess  of  a  young  man  wto  s 
next  ber. 
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He  was  a  neighbour  who  had  joined  their 

and  the  nch£st  commoner  in  the  county ;  forN 
he  had  sacceeded  10  a  tcreat  estate  early  in  his 
minonty,  which  had  only  this  year  terminated. 

"  I  certainly  do  not  know  the  horse,"  said  Mj. 
Lyle;  "but  if  Mr.  Coningsby  would  describe 

the  rider,  perhaps " 

"  He  is  a  man  something  under  thirty,"  said 
Coningsby,  "  pale,  with  dark  hair.  We  met  in 
a_  sort  of  forest-inn  during  a  storm.  A  most 
singular  man  !  Indeed,  I  never  met  any  one 
who  seemed  to  me  so  clever,  or  to  say  such 
remarkable  things." 

"  He  must  have  been  the  spirit  of  the  storm," 
said  Lady  Everingham. 

"Charles  Verney  has  a  great  deal  of  dark 
hair,"  said  Lady  Theresa.  "  But  then  he  is 
anything  but  pale,  and  his  eyes  arc  blue." 

"And  certainly  he  keeps  his  wonderful  things 
for  your  ear,  Theresa,"  said  her  sister. 

"i  wish  that  Mr.  Coningsby  would  tell  us 
some  of  the  wonderful  things  he  said,"  said  the 
Duchess,  smihng. 

"Take  a  glass  of  wine  first  with  my  mother, 
Coningsby,"  said  Henry  Sydney,  who  bad  just 
finished  helping  ihem  all  to  f*'^ 

Coningsby  had  too  much  lact  to  be  entrapped 
into  a  long  story.  He  ateady  rcgffcU«d  th*t  h« 
had  been  betrayed  into  any  alluttioii  Uj  ili, 
stranger.  He  had  a  wild,  fanciful  n-Aum,  tl,m 
their  meeting  ought  to  have  been  j/itswi,,;^  ._^j^ 
sacred  secret.  But  he  had  hern  .ij-ia:11.>j 
"     to  it  in  the  first  instance  by  tU-  s-V: 


i8o  Coningsby  ;  or 

observation  of  Lady  Everingham ;  and  he  had 
pursued  his  remark  from  the  hope  that  the 
conversation  might  have  led  to  the  discovery  of 
the  unknown.  When  he  found  that  his  inquiry 
in  this  respect  was  unsuccessful,  he  was  willing 
to  turn  the  conversation.  In  reply  to  the 
Duchess,  then,  he  generally  described  the  talk 
of  the  stranger  as  full  of  lively  anecdote  and 
epigrammatic  views  of  life ;  and  gave  them,  for 
example,  a  saying  of  an  illustrious  foreign 
Prince,  which  was  quite  new  and  pointed,  and 
which  Coningsby  told  well.  This  led  to  a  new 
train  of  discourse.  The  Duke  also  knew  this 
illustrious  foreign  Prince,  and  toSd  another  stoty 
of  him ;  and  Lord  Everingham  had  played 
whist  with  this  illustrious  foreign  Prince  often 
at  the  Travellers',  and  this  led  to  a  third  story  | 
none  of  them  too  long.  Then  Lady  Evering- 
ham came  in  again,  and  sparkled  agreeably.- 
She,  indeed,  sustained  throughout  dinner  the 
principal  weight  of  the  conversation ;  but,  as 
she  asked  questions  of  everybody,  all  seemed, 
to  contribute.  Even  the  voice  of  Mr,  Lyl^ 
who  was  rather  bashful,  was  occasionally  heard 
in  reply.  Coningsby,  who  had  at  first  uninten- 
tionally taken  a  more  leading  part  than  he 
aspired  to,  would  have  retired  into  the  hack- 
ground  for  the  rest  of  the  dinner,  but  Lady 
Everingham  continually  signalled  him  out  for 
her  questions,  and  as  she  sat  opposite  to  him, 
he  seemed  the  person  to  whom  they  wert 
principaliy  addressed. 

At  length  the  ladies  rose  to  retire.     A  verj' 
great  personage  in  a  (oieiigQ,  bu.t  not 
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country,  once  mentioned  to  the  writer  of  these 
pages,  that  he  ascribed  the  superiority  of  the 
English  in  political  life,  in  their  conduct  of 
public  business  and  practical  views  of  affairs, 
in  a  great  measure  to  "  that  liitle  half-hour " 
that  separates,  after  dinner,  the  dark  from  the 
fair  sex.  The  writer  humbly  submitted,  that  if 
the  period  of  disjunction  were  strictly  limited 
to  a  "tittle  half-hour,"  its  salutary  consequences 
for  both  sexes  need  not  be  disputed,  but  that  in 
England  the  "  little  half-hour  "  was  too  apt  to 
swell  into  a  terra  of  far  more  awful  character 
and  duration.  Lady  Everingham  was  a  disciple 
of  the  "very  little  half-hour"  school;  for,  as 
she  gaily  followed  her  mother,  she  said  to 
Coningsby,  whose  gracious  lot  it  was  to  usher 
them  from  the  apartment, 

"Pray  do  not  be  too  long  at  the  Board  of 
Guardians  to-day." 

These  were  prophetic  words ;  for  no  sooner 
were  they  all  again  seated,  than  the  Duke,  filling 
his  glass  and  pushing  the  claret  to  Coningsby, 
observed, 

"  I  suppose  Lord  Monmouth  does  not  trouble 
himself  much  about  the  New  Poor  Law?"  St, 

"Hardly,"  said  Coningsby.  "My  grand-/ 
father's  frequent  absence  from  England,  which 
his  health,  I  believe,  renders  quite  necessary, 
deprives  him  of  the  advantage  of  personal  ob- 
servation on  a  subject,  than  which  I  can  myself 
conceive  none  more  deeply  interesting." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,"  said  the 
Dulcc,  "  and  it  does  you  great  credit,  and  Henry 
lot^  whose  attention,  I  observe,  is  diteCttdN 
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much   lo  these   subjects.      In   my   time,   the 
young  men    did    not    think  so  much  of  such 


isequently.     By  die 
I  a.re  a  Chairman  of 


things,  and  we  suffer 
bye,  Everingham,  you,  \ 
a  Board  of  Guardians, 
formation.  Supposing 
relief " 

"  I  could  not  suppose  anything  so  absurd," 
said  the  son-in-law. 

"Well,"  rejoined  the  Duke,  "I  know  your 
views  on  that  subject,  and  it  certainly  is  a  ques- 
tion on  which  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said. 
But  would  you  under  any  circumstances  give 
relief  out  of  the  Union,  even  if  the  parish  were 
10  save  a  considerable  sum?" 

"  I  wish  I  knew  the  Union  where  such  a 
system  was  followed,"  said  Lord  Everingham  j 
and  his  Grace  seemed  to  tremble  under  his  son- 
in-law's  glance. 

The  Duke  had  a  good  heart,  and  not  si  bad 
head.  If  he  had  not  made  in  his  youth  so 
many  Latin  and  English  verses,  he  might  have 
acquired  considerable  information,  for  he  had  a 
natural  love  of  letters,  though  his  pack  were  the 
pride  of  England,  his  barrel  seldom  missed, 
and  his  fortune  on  the  turf,  where  he  never 
betted,  was  a  proverb.  He  was  good,  and  he 
wished  to  do  good ;  but  his  views  were  con- 
fused from  want  of  knowledge,  and  his  conduct 
often  inconsistent  because  a  sense  of  duty  made 
him  immediately  active ;  and  he  often  acc^uired 
in  the  consequent  experience  a  conviction 
exactly  contrary  to  that  which  had  prompted 
his  activity. 
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^^^^Is  Grace  had  been  a  great  patron  and  a 
1^      zealous  administrator  of  the  New  Poor  Law. 
j      He  had  been  persuaded  that  it  would  elevate 
the  condition  of  the  labouring  class.     His  son- 
in-law,  Lord  Everingham,  who  was  a  Whig,  and 
j,     a  clear-headed,  cold-blooded  man,  looked  upon 
I      the  New  Poor  Law  as  another  Magna  Charta, 
;'      Lord  Everingham  was  completely  master  of  the 
'[      subject.     He  was  himself  the  Chairman  of  one 
'      of  the  most  considerable  Unions  of  the  king- 
dom.     The  Duke,  if  he  ever  had  a  misgiving, 
bad  no  chance  in  argument  with  his  son-in-law. 
Lord  Everingham  overwhelmed  him  with  quo- 
tations  from    Commissioners'   rules  and   Sub- 
commissioners'   reports,   statistical    Uble^  and 
references    to    dietaries.     Sometimes    with    a 
I     strong  case,   the   Duke  struggled   to  make  A 
I"     fight ;  but  Lord  Everingham,  when  he  wa»  M 
fault  for  a  reply,  which  was  very  rare,  QjAjmdtd 
his   father-in-taw   nith   the  abutKs  of  tJie  oU 
system,  and  frightened  him  with  visioiu  of  ntea 
exceeding  rentals. 

Of  late,  however,  a  connderable  dnafe  Ind 
taken  place  in  the  Duke's  fedinfi  on  thM  jpKat 
question.  His  son  Henry  enterUtoed  MTOOf; 
opinions  upon  it,  and  had  caaibMed  Ms  MbBr 
with  all  the  fervour  of  a  young  »otarf.  '  "* 
over  his  Grace,  indeed,  wa>  not  VCfT  A 
His  natural  impulse  would  have  aaij  «  ^ 
him  on  the  side,  if  not  of  oppoiWon  to  dHu 
system,  at  least  of  critical  su3{ricion  of  in  fl, 
and  provisions.  It  was  only  the  sUtiMics  and 
Aarp  acuteness  of  his  son-in-law  that  had 
deed,  ever  kept  him  to  his  coioun.     Lm&'G 
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would  not  listen  to  statistics,  dietary  tables.  Com- 
missioners' rules.  Sub-commissioners'  reports. 
He  went  far  higher  than  his  father ;  far  deeper 
than  his  brolhet-in-law.  He  represented  to  the 
.  Duke  that  the  order  of  the  peasantry  was  as 
,  \  ancient,  legal,  and  recognised  an  order  as  the 
'  '  order  of  the  nobihty ;  that  it  had  distinct  rights 
and  privileges,  though  for  centuries  they  had 
been  invaded  and  violated,  and  permitted  to  fall 
into  desuetude.  He  impressed  upon  the  Duke 
that  the  parochial  constitution  of  this  country 
was  more  important  than  its  political  constitu- 
tion ;  that  it  was  more  ancient,  more  universal 
in  its  influence :  and  that  this  parochial  consti- 
tution had  already  been  shaken  to  its  centre  by 
the  New  Poor  Law.  He  assured  his  father  that 
it  would  never  be  well  for  England  until  this 
order  of  the  peasantry  was  restored  to  its  pristine 
condition;  not  merely  in  physical  comfort,  for 
that  must  vary  according  to  the  economical  cir- 
cumstances of  the  time,  like  that  of  every  class ; 
but  to  its  condition  in  all  those  moral  attributes 
which  make  a  recognised  rank  in  a  nation ;  and 
which,  in  a  great  degree,  are  independent  of 
economics,  manners,  customs,  ceremonies, 
rights,  and  privileges, 

"  Henry  thinks,"  said  Lord  Everingham,  "  that 
the  people  are  to  be  fed  by  dancing  round  a  May- 
pole." 

"  But  will  the  people  be  more  fed  because 
they  do  not  dance  round  a  May-pole?"  urged 
Lord  Henry. 

"  Obsolete    customs  ! "    said    Lord    Evering- 
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"  And  why  should  dancing  round  a  May-pole       1 
be  more  obsolete  than  holding  a  Chapter  of  the 
Garter?"  asked  Lord  Henry.  ; 

The  Duke,  who  was  a  blue  ribbon,  felt  this  a       ' 
home  thrust     "  I  must  say,"  said  his  Grace, 
"that  I  for  one  deeply  regret  that  our  popular       i 
customs  have  been  permitted  to  fall  so  into 
desuetude." 

"  The  Spirit  of  the  Age  is  against  such  things," 
said  Lord  Everingham. 

"  And  what  is  the  Spirit  of  the  Age  ?  "  asked 
Coningsby.  7 

"  The  Spirit  of  Utility, "said  Lord  Everingham.       1 

"And  you  think  then  that  ceremony  is  not 
useful  ?  "  uiged  Coningsby,  mildly. 

"  It  depends  upon  circumstances,"  said  Lord  j. 
Everingham.  "There  are  some  ceremonies, 
no  doubt,  that  are  very  proper,  and  of  course 
very  useful.  But  the  best  thing  we  can  do  for 
the  labouring  classes  is  to  provide  them  with 
work."  i 

"But  what  do  you  mean  by  the  labouring  7: 
classes,  Everingham?"  asked  Lord  Henry. 
"Lawyers  are  a  labouring  class,  for  instance, 
and  by  the  bye  sufficiently  provided  with  work. 
But  would  you  approve  of  Westminster  Hall 
being  denuded  of  al!  its  ceremonies?" 

"And  the  long  vacation  being  abolished?" 
added  Coningsby. 

"  Theresa  brings  me  terrible  accounts  of  the  ^ 
sufferings  of  the  poor  about  us,"  said  the  Duke, 
shaking  his  head. 

"  Women  think  everything  to  be  suffering  !  " 
aid  Lord  Everingham. 
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"How  do  you  find  them  about  you,  Mr. 
Lyle?"  continued  the  Duke. 

"  I  have  revived  the  monastic  customs  at  St. 
Genevieve,"   said    the    young    man,    blushing. 
"  There  is  an  almsgiving  twice  a-week." 
,      "  I  am  sure  I  wish  I  could  see  the  labouring 
>/  classes  happy,"  said  the  Duke. 

"  Oh !  pray  do  not  use,  my  dear  father,  that 
phrase,  the  labouring  classes  ! "  said  Lord  Henry, 
"  What  do  you  think,  Coningsby,  the  other  day 
we  had  a  meeting  in  this  neighbourhood  lo  vote 
an  agricultural  petition  that  was  to  comprise  all 
classes.  I  went  with  my  father,  and  I  was  made 
chairman  of  the  committee  to  draw  up  the 
petition.  Of  course,  I  described  it  as  the  peti- 
tion of  the  nobility,  clergy,  gentry,  yeomanry, 

and  peasantry  of  the  county  of ;  and,  could 

you  believe  it,  they  struck  out  peasantry  as  a 
word  no  longer  used,  and  inserted  labourtrs" 

"  What  can  it  signify,"  said  Lord  Everingham, 
"  whether  a  man  be  called  a  labourer  or  a 
peasant  ? " 

"  And  what  can  it  signify,"  said  his  brother-in- 
law,  "whether  a  man  be  called  Mr.  Howard  or 
Lord  Everingham?" 

They  were  the  most  affectionate  family  under 
this  roof  of  Beaumanoir,  and  of  all  members  of 
it.  Lord  Henry  the  sweetest  tempered,  and  yet 
it  was  astonishing  what  sharp  skirmishes  every 
day  arose  between  him  and  his  brother-in-law, 
during  that  "little  half-hour"  that  forms  so 
happily  the  political  character  of  the  nation. 
The  Duke,  who  from  experience  felt  that  a 
ilia  movement  was  impendm^,  asited.  his 
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guests  whether  they  would  take  any  more  claret ; 
and  on  their  signifying  their  dissent,  moved  an 
adjournment  to  the  ladies. 

They  joined  the  ladies  in  the  music-room, 
Coningsby,  not  experienced  in  feminine  society, 
and  who  found  a  little  difSculty  from  want  of 
practice  in  maintaining  conversation,  though  he 
was  desirous  of  succeeding,  was  delighted  with 
Lady  Everingham,  who,  instead  of  requiring  to 
be  amused,  amused  him ;  and  suggested  so 
many  subjects,  and  glanced  at  so  many  topics, 
that  there  never  was  that  cold,  awkward  pause, 
so  common  with  sullen  spirits  and  barren  brains. 
Lady  Everingham  thoroughly  understood  the  art 
of  conversation,  which,  indeed,  consists  of  the 
exercise  of  two  fine  qualities.  You  must  origin- 
ate, and  you  must  sympathise ;  you  must  possess 
at  the  same  time  the  habit  of  communicating 
and  the  habit  of  listening.  The  union  is  rather 
rare,  but  irresistible. 

Lady  Everingham  was  not  a  celebrated  beauty, 
but  she  was  something  infinitely  more  delightful, 
a  captivating  woman.  There  were  combined  in' 
her,  qualities  not  commonly  met  together,  great 
vivacity  of  mind  with  great  grace  of  manner. 
Her  words  sparkled  and  her  movements 
charmed.  There  was,  indeed,  in  all  she  said 
and  did,  that  congruity  that  indicates  a  complete 
and  harmonious  organisation.  It  was  the  same 
just  proportion  which  characterised  her  form  r  a 
shape  slight  and  undulating  with  grace;  the 
most  beautifully  shaped  ear  ;  a  small,  soft  hand ; 
a  foot  that  would  have  fitted  the  glass  slipper 
ftdd  which,  by  the  bye,  she  lost  no  opportaoi^ 
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of  displaying;  and  she  was  right,  for  it  was  a 

model. 

Then  there  was  music.  Lady  Theresa  sang 
like  a  seraph  ;  a  rich  voice,  a  grand  style.  And 
her  sister  could  support  her  with  grace  and 
sweetness.  And  they  did  not  sing  too  much. 
The  Duke  took  up  a  review,  and  looked  at 
Righy's  last  slashing  article.  The  country 
seemed  ruined,  but  it  appeared  that  the  Whigs 
were  still  worse  off  than  the  Tories.  The 
assassins  had  committed  suicide.  This  poetical 
justice  is  pleasing.  Lord  Everingham,  loung- 
ing in  an  easy  chair,  perused  with  great  satisfao 
tion  his  Morning  Ckronick,  which  cont^ned  a 
cutting  reply  to  Mr.  Rigby's  article,  not  quite  so 
"slashing"  as  the  Right  Honourable  scnbe'l 
manifesto,  but  with  some  searching  mockery, 
that  became  the  subject  and  the  subject-monger. 

Mr.  Lyle  seated  himself  by  the  Duchess,  and 
encouraged  by  her  amenity,  and  speaking  in' 
whispers,  became  animated  and  agreeable,  occa- 
sionally pairing  the  lap-dog.  Coningsby  stood 
by  the  singers,  or  talked  with  them  when  the 
music  had  ceased '.  and  Henry  Sydney  looked 
over  a  volume  of  Strutt's  Sports  and  PastimeSt 
occasionally,  without  taking  his  eyes  oS  the 
volume,  calling  the  attention  of  his  friends  to 
his  discoveries. 

Mr.  Lyle  rose  to  depart,  for  he  had  some 
miles  to  return ;  he  came  forward  with  some 
hesitation,  to  hope  that  Coningsby  would  visit 
his  bloodhounds,  which  Lord  Henry  had  told 
him  Coningsby  had  expressed  a  wish  to  do. 
Lady  Everingham  remarked  that  she  had  not 
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been  at  St.  Genevieve  since  she  was  a  girl,  and 
it  appeared  Lady  Tiieresa  had  never  visited  it. 
Lady  Everingham  proposed  that  they  should  all 
ride  over  on  the  morrow,  and  she  appealed  to 
her  husband  for  his  approbation,  instantly  given, 
for  though  she  loved  admiration,  and  he  ap- 
parently was  an  iceberg,  they  were  really  devoted 
to  each  other.  Then  there  was  a  consultation 
as  to  their  arrangements.  The  Duchess  would 
drive  over  in  her  pony  chair  with  Theresa, 
The  Duke,  as  usual,  had  affairs  that  would 
occupy  him.  The  rest  were  to  ride.  It  was 
a  happy  suggestion,  all  anticipated  pleasure ; 
and  the  evening  terminated  with  the  prospect 
)0f  what  lady  Everiogham  called  an  adventure. 
The  ladies  themselves  soon  withdrew;  the 
gentlemen  lingered  for  awhile  ;  the  Duke  took 
up  his  candle,  and  bid  his  guests  good  night; 
jLord  Everingham  drank  a  glass  of  Seltzer  water, 
podded,  and  vanished.  Lord  Henry  and  his 
Jriend  sat  up  talking  over  the  past.  They  were 
^  young  to  call  them  old  times  ;  and  yet  what 
|l  life  seemed  to  have  elapsed  since  they  had 
luitted  Eton,  dear  old  Eton  !  Then-  boyish 
eelings,  and  still  latent  boyish  character,  de- 
Ifeloped  with  their  reminiscences. 

"  Do  you  remember  Bucknall  ?    Which  Buck- 
iiall?    The  eldest:  I  saw  him  the  other  day  at     . 
Nottingham;    he   is   in    the     Rifles.      Do    you 
imber  that  day  at   Sirly    K^"'  ^^^^   Paulet 
that  row  with  Dickinson  ?     iJia  you  \iw    ' 
-..^idnson?     Hum!     Paulet  was  a  good  fel\o„     , 
:  tell   you    who  was    a    good    fellow,     PamJ?; 
ittle   cousin.     What !     Augustus  Le   Gra.nge^  ■ 
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Oh  !  I  liked  Augustus  Le  Grange.  I  wonder 
where  Buckhurst  is  ?  I  had  a  letter  from  hiifl 
the  other  day.  He  has  gone  with  his  uncle 
to  Paris.  We  shall  find  him  at  Cambridge 
in  October-  I  suppose  you  know  Millbank  has 
gone  to  Oriel.  Has  he,  though  !  I  wonder  who 
will  have  our  room  at  Cookesiey's  ?  Cook6STey 
was  a  good  fellow !  Oh,  capital !  How  weB 
he  behaved  when  thtjre  was  that  row  about  oat 
going  out  with  the  hounds  ?  Do  yoa  rememb^ 
Vere's  face  ?  It  makes  me  laugh  now  when 
think  of  it.  I  tell  you  who  was  a  good  fellow^ 
Kangaroo  Gray;  I  liked  him.  I  don't  knon 
any  fellow  who  sang  a  better  song ! " 

"By  the  bye,"  said  Coningsby,  "what  sort  61 
fellow   is    Eustace   Lyie  ?     I    rather   liked 
look." 

"  Oh !  I  will  tell  you  all  about  him," 
Lord  Henry.  "  He  is  a  great  ally  of  mine, 
1  think  you  will  like  him  very  much.  It  iS  t 
Roman  Catholic  family,  about  the  oldest  w^ 
have  in  the  county,  and  the  wealthiest.  Yoj 
see,  Lyle's  father  was  the  most  violent  ultij 
Whig,  and  so  were  all  Eustace's  guardians  ;  i»t 
the  moment  he  came  of  age,  he  announced  thai 
he  should  not  mix  himself  up  with  either  of  the 
parties  in  the  county,  and  that  bis  tenantij 
might  act  exactly  as  they  thought  fit.  My 
father  thinks,  of  course,  that  Lyle  is  a  Con- 
servative, and  that  he  only  waits  the  c 
to  come  forward;  hut  he  is  quite  wrong, 
know  Lyle  well,  and  he  speaks  to  me  withoul 
disguise.  You  see  'tis  an  old  Cavalier  family. 
and  Lyle  has  all  the  opinions  and  feelings  di 
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bis  race.  He  will  not  ally  himself  with  anti- 
Dioaarchists,  and  democrats,  and  in6dels,  and 
^ectariaas)  at  the  same  time,  why  should  he 
support  a.  party  who  pretend  to  oppose  these, 
but  who  never  lose  an  opportunity  of  insulting 
his  religion,  and  would  deprive  him,  if  possible, 
of  the  advantages  of  the  very  institutions  which 
his  family  assisted  in  establishing?" 

"Why,  indeed?  I  am  glad  to  have  made 
his  acquaintance,"  said  Coningsby,  "  Is  he 
clever  ?  " 

"  I  think  so,"  said  Lord  Henry.  "  He  is  the 
most  shy  fellow,  especially  among  women,  that 
I  ever  knew,  but  he  is  very  popular  in  the 
county.  He  does  an  amazing  deal  of  good, 
jmd  is  one  of  the  best  riders  we  have.  My 
father  says,  the  very  best ;  bold,  but  so  very 
certain." 

He  is  older  than  we  are  ? " 
My  senior  by  a  year :  he  is  just  of  age," 
Oh,  ah  !  twenty-one.  A  year  younger  than 
Gaston  de  Foix  when  he  won  Ravenna,  and 
(our  years  younger  than  John  of  Austria  when 
jie  won  Lepanto,"  observed  Coningsby,  musingly. 
}'  I  vote  we  go  to  bed,  old  fellow  I " 


CHAPTER  IV 

[In  a  valley,  not  far  from  the  margin  of  a 
[beaotlful  river,  raised  on  a  lofty  and  artificial 
Itefiace  at  the  base  of  a  range  of  wooded  heights, 
Iwas  a  pile  of  modern  building  in  the  finest 
"  'eof  Christian  architecture.     It  was  of  great 
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extent  and  richly  decorated.     Built  of  a  nhiteJ 
and  glittering  stone,  it  sparkled  with  its  pinnacle^^ 
in  the  sunshine  as  it  rose  in  strong  relief  againsi 
its  verdant  background.     The  winding  valley 
which  was  studded,  but  not  too  closely  studded 
with  clumps  of  old   trees,  formed  for  a  great! 
extent  on  either  side  of  the  mansion  a  grassy  I 
demesne,  which  was  called  the  l^wer  Park ;  I 
but  it  was  a  region  bearing  the  name  of  the  | 
Upper  Park,  that  was  the  peculiar  and  most 
picturesque  feature  of  this  splendid  residence. 
The  wooded  heights  that  formed  the  valley  1 
were  not,  as  they  appeared,  a  range  of  hills. 
Their  crest  was  only  the  abrupt   termination 
of  a  vast  and  enclosed  table-land,  abounding  it 
all  the  qualities  of  the  ancient  chase :  turf  an( 
trees,  a  wilderness  of  underwood,  and  a  vast 
spread   of    gorse    and   fern.      The  deer,    tha^ 
abounded,  lived  here  in  a  world  as  savage  as 
themselves:  trooping  down  in  the  evening  lo' 
the  river.     Some  of  them,  indeed,  were  ever 
in   sight   of   those    who   were    in    the    valley 
and  you  might  often  observe  various   groupi 
clustered   on    the    green    heights    above    IhA 
mansion,  the  effect  of  which  was  most  inspirit^ 
ing  and  graceful.     Sometimes  in  the  twilight,  a, 
solitary  form,  magnified   by  the  illusive  hour* 
might  be  seen  standing  on  the  brink  of  the 
steep,  large  and  black  against  the  clear  sky. 

We  have  endeavoured  slightly  to  sketch  Si 
Genevieve  as  it  appeared  to  our  friends  fron 
Beaumanoir,  winding  into  the  valley  the  daf 
after  Mr.  Lyle  had  dined  with  them,  Tha 
valley  opened  for  about  half-a-mile  opposite  th^ 
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maDsion,  which  gave  to  the  dwellers  in  it  a  view 
over  an  extensive  and  richly-cultivated  country. 
It  was  through  this  district  that  the  parly  from 
Beaumanoir  had  pursued  their  way.  The  first 
glance  at  the  building,  its  striking  situation,  its 
beautiful  form,  its  brilliant  colour,  its  great 
extent,  a  gathering  as  it  seemed  of  galleries, 
halls,  and  chapels,  mulliooed  windows,  portals 
of  clustered  columns,  and  groups  of  airy 
pinnacles  and  fretwork  spires,  called  forth  a 
general  cry  of  wonder  and  of  praise. 

The  ride  from  Beaumanoir  had  been  delight- 
ful ;  the  breath  of  summer  in  every  breeze,  the 
light  of  summer  on  every  tree.  The  gay  laugh 
of  Lady  Everingham  rang  frequently  in  the  air  ; 
often  were  her  sunny  eyes  directed  to  Con- 
ingsby,  as  she  called  his  attention  to  some  fair 
object  or  some  pretty  effect.  She  played  the 
hostess  of  Nature,  and  introduced  him  to  all 
the  beauties. 

Mr.  Lyie  had  recognised  them.  He  cantered 
forward  with  greetings  on  a  fat  little  fawn- 
coloured  pony,  with  a  long  white  mane  and 
white  flowing  tail,  and  the  wickedest  eye  in  the 
world.  He  rode  by  the  side  of  the  Duchess, 
and  indicated  their  gently-descending  route. 

They  arrived,  and  the  peacocks,  who  were 
sunning  themselves  on  the  turrets,  expanded 
their  plumage  to  welcome  them. 

"I  can  remember  the  old  house,  said  »he 
Duchess,  as  she  look  Mr.  Lyle'^*"",'  "*"d  1 
am  happy  to  see  the  new  one.  The  Duke  had 
prepared  me  for  much  beauty,  out  the  reality 
exceeds  his  reporL" 
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They  entered  by  a  short  corridor  into  a  large 
ball.     They  would  have  stopped  to  admire  its 
rich  roof,  its  gallery  and  screen ;  but  their  host 
suggested  that  they  should  refresh  themselves  | 
after  their  ride,  and  they  followed  him  through  ■ 
several  apartments  into  a  spacious  chamber,  itsM 
oaken  panels  covered  with  a  series  of  interestin^l 
pictures,  representing  the  siege  of  St.  Genevieve  ■ 
by  the  Parliament  forces  in  1643:  the  various  1 
assaults  and  sallies,  and  the  final  discomfiture 
of  the  rebels.     In  all  these  figured  a  brave  and 
graceful  Sir  Eustace  Lyle,  in  cuirass  and  I 
jerkin,  with  gleaming  sword  and  flowing  plume 
The  sight  of  these  pictures  was  ever  a  source  of 
great  excitement  to  Henry  Sydney,  who  always 
lamented  his  ill-luck  in  not  living  in  such  days ; 
nay,  would  insist  that  all  others  must  equally 
deplore  their  evil  destiny. 

"See,  Coningsby,  this  battery  on  the  Upper 
Park,"  said  Lord  Henry,  "  This  did  the  bua- 
ness :  how  it  rakes  up  the  valley ;  Sit  Eustace 
works  it  himself.  Mother,  what  a  pity  Beau- 
manoir  was  not  besieged  !  " 

"  It  may  be,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  I  always  fancy  a  siege  must  be  so  interest- 
ing," said  Lady  Everingham.  "  It  must  be  so 
exciting." 

"  I  hope  the  next  siege  may  be  at  I 
manoir,  instead  of  St.  Genevieve,"  said  Lyle, 
laughing  ;  "  as  Henry  Sydney  has  such  a  milt 
tary  predisposition.  Duchess,  you  said  the  othfit 
day  thai  you  liked  Malvoisie,  and  here  is  somei 

Now  broach  me  a  cask  of  Malvoisie, 
Bring  pasty  ftom  the  doe ; " 
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said  the  Duchess,  "That  has  been  my 
luncheon." 

"A  poetic  repast,"  said  Lady  Theresa. 

"Their  breeds  of  sheep  most  have  been  very 
inferior  in  old  days,"  said  Lord  Everingham, 
"  as  they  made  such  a  noise  about  their  venison. 
For  my  part  1  consider  it  a  thing  as  much  gone 
by  as  tilts  and  tournaments." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  they  have  gone  by,"  said 
I^y  Theresa. 

"Everything  has  gone  by  that  is  beautiful," 
said  Lord  Henry. 

"  Life  is  much  easier,"  said  Lord  Everingham. 

"  Life  easy ! "  said  Lord  Henry,  "  Life 
appears  to  me  to  be  a  fierce  struggle." 

"Manners  are  easy,"  said  Coningsby,  "and 
life  is  hard." 

"And  I  wish  to  see  things  exactly  the  re- 
verse," said  Lord  Henry.  "The  means  and 
modes  of  subsistence  less  difficult ;  the  conduct 
of  life  more  ceremonious." 

"  Civilisation  has  no  time  for  ceremony,"  said 
Lord  Everingham. 

"  How  very  sententious  you  al!  are ! "  said  his 
wife.  "  I  want  to  see  the  hall  and  many  other 
things."     And  they  all  rose. 

There  were  indeed  many  other  things  to  see  : 
a  long  gallery,  rich  in  ancestral  portraits,  speci- 
mens of  art  and  costume  from  Holbein  to 
Lawrence;  courtiers  of  the  Tudors,  and  cava- 
liers of  the  Stuarts,  terminating  iii  red-coated 
squires  fresh  from  the  field,  and  gentlemen 
buttoned  up  in  black  coats,  and  sitting  in 
library  chairs,   with  their  backs  to  a  crimson 


1 


cava-  I 

lated  I 

;    in  I 

nson  ■ 


196  Coningsby  ;  or 

cunaiD.  Woman,  however,  is  always  charming; 
and  the  present  generation  raay  view  their 
mothers  painted  by  Lawrence,  as  if  they  were 
patronesses  of  Almacks' ;  01  their  grandmothers 
by  Reynolds,  as  Ro  bine  etas  caressing  birds, 
with  as  much  delight  as  they  gaze  on  the  dewy- 
eyed  matrons  of  Leiy,  and  the  proud  bearing 
of  the  heroines  of  Vandyke.  But  what  in- 
terested them  more  than  the  gallery,  or  the 
rich  saioons,  or  even  the  baronial  hail,  was  the 
chapel,  in  which  art  had  exhausted  all  its  inven- 
tion, and  wealth  offered  all  its  resources.  The 
walls  and  vaulted  roofs  entirely  painted 
encaustic  by  the  first  artists  of  Germany,  and 
representing  the  principal  events  of  the  second 
Testament,  the  splendour  of  the  mosaic  pave- 
ment, the  richness  of  the  painted  windows,  the 
sumptuousness  of  the  altar,  crowned  by  a 
masterpiece  of  Carlo  Dolce  and  surrounded  by  ft 
silver  rail,  the  tone  of  rich  and  solemn  light  that 
pervaded  all,  and  blended  all  the  various  sources' 
of  beauty  into  one  absorbing  and  harmonious: 
whole  :  all  combined  to  produce  an  effect  wbictf 
stilled  them  into  a  silence  that  lasted  for  som& 
minutes,  until  the  ladies  breathed  their  feeling* 
in  an  almost  inarticulate  murmur  of  reverence. 
and  admiration,  while  a  tear  stole  to  the  eye  ot. 
the  enthusiastic  Henry  Sydney.  1 

Leaving  the  chapel,  (hey  sauntered  througj 
Che  gardens,  until,  arriving  at  their  limit,  the] 
were  met  by  the  prettiest  sight  in  the  world; 
a  group  of  little  pony  chairs,  each  drawn  by  1 
littie  fat  fawn-coloured  pony,  like  the  one  thai 
Mr,  Lyle  had  been  riding.     Lord  Hemy  drovl 
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his  tnothei ;  Lord  Everingbam,  Lady  'I'tiTreNi ; 
L^df  Ereringham  was  attended  by  Coningiby. 
Their  host  cantered  by  the  Duchen's  eidc,  and 
along  winding  roads  of  easy  ascent,  leadintj 
thitM^  beautiful  woods,  and  oETering  charmiijj 
laodscapeE,  tfaey  reached  in  due  tioie  the  Upuer 
Park. 

"Ooe  Kiet  OUT  host  to  great  advastage  in  Jbt> 
own  boose,"  said  Lady  Everioghaei.  "  Ii«  if 
scarcdy  iht  same  person.  1  had  ooi  obsentxJ 
him  once  blush.  He  speaks  and  tawx  Mtt 
ease.  It  u  a  pity  that  he  ii  not  nraie  jRaoefgl 
Above  xU  tilings  I  like  a  graceful  mac. 

"IIhi  chapel, "  said  Coninggbj',  "»»«  Am 
thing." 

"Vwy!"  said  Lady  E'^ -'■•■"■=■"  ■  "fd  t^nt 
obsene  ate  picture-  u,  -  >i^ 

wilfa  Une  CTtsr     I  :.-:r.  ■£»« 

befoie  ID  EUcL  &  pi-ciui-.  >«(*( 

ooiov  farces?' 

tiMag  latker  p*"*^  W»  i***^'  *P^^^f^^>Tt 
that  is  beauoM, 

" Bm  erery  cae it*  iiiWt^1»»He ,  itmm 

to  know  your*.     S<yili«f  .^eM§tm.  Of  yvf,  k^ 
legtilar    feattuo?     Ck  ii 
pleases  you  ?  " 

"  Expression  ;  I  ihick  i     *.    - 
pression  must  be  alwap  -jr^^^.-. 

"Do  you  dance?" 

"No;  I  am  no  greai  taM-c-      timf'^M 
few  accomplishments.     It 

"  I  don't  fence,"  said  I^ 
a  smile.     "But   I   thini:    >*..  „■ 
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dance.  It  is  not  in  your  way.  You  are  ambi- 
tious, I  believe?"  she  added. 

"  I  was  not  aware  of  it ;  everybody  is 
ambitious." 

"  You  see  I  know  something  of  your  char- 
acter. Henry  has  spoken  of  you  to  me  a  great 
deal ;  long  before  we  met — met  again,  I  should 
say,  for  we  are  old  friends,  remember.  Do  you 
know  your  career  much  interests  me?  I  tike 
ambitious  men." 

There  is  something  fascinating  in  the  first 
idea  that  your  career  interests  a  charming 
woman.  Coningsby  felt  that  he  was  perhaps 
driving  a  Madame  de  Longueville.  A  woman 
who  likes  ambitious  men  must  be  no  ordinary 
character;  clearly  a  sort  of  heroine.  At  this 
moment  they  reached  the  Upper  Park,  and  the 
novel  landscape  changed  the  current  of  their 
remarks. 

Far  as  the  eye  could  reach  there  spread 
before  them  a  savage  sylvan  scene.  It  wanted, 
perhaps,  undulation  of  surface,  but  that  de- 
ficiency was  greatly  compensated  for  by  the 
multitude  and  prodigious  size  of  the  trees ;  they 
were  the  largest,  indeed,  that  could  well  be  met 
with  in  England ;  and  there  is  no  part  of 
Europe  where  the  timber  is  so  huge.  The 
broad  interminable  glades,  the  vast  avenues, 
the  quantity  of  deer  browsing  or  bounding  in 
all  directions,  the  thickets  of  yellow  gorse  and 
green  fern,  and  the  breeze  that  even  in  the  still- 
ness of  summer  was  ever  playing  over  this 
table-land,  all  produced  an  animated  and  re- 
aovating  scene.     It  was  like  suddenly  visiting 
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^npther  couDtrj",  living  among  other  manners, 
and  breathing  another  air.  They  stopped  for 
a  few  minutes  at  a  pavilion  built  for  the  pur- 
poses of  the  chase,  and  then  returned,  all 
gratified  by  this  visit  to  what  appeared  to  be 
Uie  higher  regions  of  the  earth. 

As  they  approached  the  brow  of  the  hill  that 
hung  over  St.  Genevieve,  they  heard  the  great 
bell  sound. 

"  What  is  that  ? "  asked  the  Duchess. 

"It  is   almsgiving   day,"  replied    Mr.   Lyle,  ^ 
looking  a  little  embarrassed,  and  for  the  Arst 
tiine  blushing.   1  "  The  people  of  the  parishes 
with    which    I    am    connected    come    to   St. 
Genevieve  twice  a-week  at  this  hour-'' 

"And  what  is  your  system  t"'  inquired  Lord 
Everingham,  who  had  stopped,  interested  by 
the  scene.     "  What  check  have  you  ?  " 

"The  rectors  of  the  different  parishes  grant 
certificates  to  those  who  in  their  belief  merit 
bounty  according  to  the  rules  which  1  have 
established.  These  are  again  visited  by  my 
almoner,  who  countersigns  the  certificate,  and 
then  they  present  it  at  the  postern-gate.  The 
certificate  explains  the  nature  of  their  ne- 
cessities, and  my  steward  acts  on  his  discretion." 

"  Mamma,  I  see  them ! "  exclaimed  Lady 
Theresa. 

"Perhaps  your  Grace  may  think  that  they 
might  be  relieved  without  all  this  ceremony," 
sjud  Mr.  Lyle,  extremely  confused.  "But  I 
agree  with  Henry  and  Mr.  Coningsby,  that 
Ceremony  is  not,  as  too  commonly  supposed, 
pLi(]ie  form-  ,  I  wish  the  people  conslsttrfi-j  wa^ 
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visibly  to  comprehend  that  Property  is  their 
protector  and  their  friend."   i 

"  My  reason  is  with  you,  Mr.  Lyle,"  said  the 
Duchess,  "as  well  as  my  heart." 

They  came  along  the  valley,  a  procession  of 
Nature,  whose  groups  an  ariist  might  have 
studied-  The  old  man,  who  loved  the  pilgrim- 
age too  much  to  avail  himself  of  the  privilege 
of  a  substitute  accorded  to  his  grey  hairs,  came 
in  person  with  his  grandchild  and  his  staff. 
There  also  came  the  widow  with  her  child  al 
the  breast,  and  others  clinging  to  her  form ; 
some  sorrowful  faces,  and  some  pale;  many 
a  serious  one,  and  now  and  then  a  frolic 
glance ;  many  a  dame  in  her  red  cloak,  and 
many  a  maiden  with  her  light  basket ;  curly- 
headed  urchins  with  demure  iooics,  and  some- 
times a  stalwart  form  baffled  for  a  time  of  the 
labour  which  he  desired.  But  not  a  heart  there 
that  did  not  bless  the  bell  that  sounded  from 
the  tower  of  St.  Genevieve ! 


..    I,  ■,!      ■         CHAPTER    V 

"MV  fathers  perilled  their  blood  and  fortunes 
for  the  cause  of  the  Sovereignty  and  Church  of 
England,"  said  Lyle  to  Coningsby,  as  they  were 
lying  stretched  out  on  the  sunny  turf  in  the 
park  of  Beaumatioir,  "and  I  inherit  their 
passionate  convictions.  They  were  Catholics, 
as  their  descendant.  No  doubt  they  would 
Jiare  been  glad  to  see  their  ancient  faith  pre- 
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dominant  in  their  ancient  land ;  but  they 
bowed,  as  I  bow,  to  an  adverse  and  apparently 
irrevocable  decree.  But  if  we  could  not  have 
the  Church  of  our  fathers,  we  honoured  and 
respected  the  Church  of  their  children.  It  was 
at  least  a  Church ;  a  "  Catholic  and  Apostolic 
Church,"  as  it  daily  declares  itself.  Besides,  it 
was  our  friend.  \Vhen  we  were  persecuted  by 
Puritajiic  Parliaments,  it  was  the  Sovereign  and 
the  Church  of  England  that  interposed,  with 
the  certainty  of  creating  against  themselves 
odium  and  mistrust,  to  shield  us  from  the  dark 
and  relentless  bigotry  of  Calvinism." 

"  I  believe,"  said  Coningsby,  "that  if  Charles  I. 
had  hanged  all  the  Catholic  priests  that  Parlia- 
ment petitioned  him  to  execute,  he  would  never 
have  lost  his  crown." 

"You  were  mentioning  my  father,"  continued 
Lyle.     "  He  certainly  was  a  Whig.     Galled  by 
political  exclusion,  he  connected  himself  with        ^ 
that  party  in  the  State  which  began  to  intimate        | 
emancipation.     After  all,  they  did  not  emanci-        ' 
pate   us.     It  was   the    fall   of    the    Papacy  in 
England   that    founded  the  Whig  aristocracy;  ■ 
a  fact  that  must  always  lie  at  the  bottom  of 
their  hearts,  as,  I  assure  you,  it  does  of  mine. 

"I  gathered  at  an  early  age,"  continued  Lyle, 
"that    I  was  expected   to  inherit   my  father's         I 
political   connections  with    the   family  estates.         | 
Under  ordinary  circumstances  this  would  pro- 
bably have  occurred.     In   times  that  did  not         ', 
force  one  to  ponder,  it  is  not  likely  I  should 
have  recoiled  from  uniting  myself  with  a  party 
jomied  of  the  best  families  in  £ng\a.n&,  «:cA   4 
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ever  famous  for  accomplished  men  and  charm- 
ing women.     But  I  enter  life  in  the  midst  of  a 

convulsion  in  which  the  very  principles  of  our 
political  and  social  systems  are  called  in  ques- 
tion. I  cannot  unite  myself  with  the  party  of 
destruction.  It  is  an  operative  cause  ahen  to 
my  being.  What,  then,  offers  itself?  The 
Dulce  talks  to  me  of  Conservative  principles ; 
but  he  does  not  inform  me  what  they  are.  I 
observe  indeed  a  party  in  the  State  whose  rule 
it  is  to  consent  to  no  change,  until  it  is  clamor- 
ously called  for,  and  then  instantly  to  yield; 
but  those  are  Concessionary,  not  Conservative 
principles.  This  party  treats  institutions  as  we 
do  our  pheasants,  they  preserve  only  to  destroy 
them.  But  is  there  a  statesman  among  these 
Conservatives  who  offers  us  a  dogma  for  a 
guide,  or  defines  any  great  political  truth  which 
we  should  aspire  to  establish  ?  It  seems  to  me 
a  barren  thing,  this  Conservatism,  an  unhappy 
cross-breed  ;  the  mule  of  politics  that  engenders 
nothing.  What  do  you  think  of  all  this, 
Coningsby  ?  I  assure  you  I  fee!  confused, 
perplexed,  harassed.  I  know  I  have  public 
duties  to  perform ;  I  am,  in  fact,  every  day  of 
my  life  solicited  by  all  parties  to  throw  the 
weight  of  my  influence  in  one  scale  or  another; 
but  I  am  paralysed.  I  often  wish  I  had  no 
position  in  the  country.  The  sense  of  its 
responsibility  depresses  me ;  makes  me  miser- 
able. I  speak  to  you  without  reserve ;  with 
a  frankness  which  our  short  acquaintance 
scarcely  authorises ;  but  Henry  Sydney  has  so 
often  talked  to  me  of  -you,  aLr\d  1  have  so  long 
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wished  lo  know  you,  that  I  open  my  heart 
without  restraint." 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Coningsby,  "  you 
have  but  described  my  feelings  when  you 
depictured  your  own.  My  mind  on  these 
subjects  has  long  been  a  chaos,  I  float  iD 
a  sea  of  troubles,  and  should  long  ago  have 
been  wrecked  had  I  not  been  sustained  by 
a  profound,  however  vague,  conviction,  that 
there  are  still  great  truths,  if  we  could  but 
work  them  out ;  that  Government,  for  instance, 
should  be  loved  and  not  hated,  and  that 
Religion  should  be  a  faitb  and  not  a  form." 

The  moral  influence  of  residence  furnishes 
some  of  the  most  interesting  traits  of  our 
national  manners.  The  presence  of  this  power 
was  very  apparent  throughout  the  district  that 
surrounded  Beaumanoir.  The  ladies  of  that 
house  were  deeply  sen.sible  of  the  responsibility 
of  their  position ;  thoroughly  comprehending 
iheir  duties,  they  fulfilled  them  without  affecta- 
tion, with  earnestness,  and  with  that  effect 
which  springs  from  a  knowledge  of  the  subject. 
The  consequences  were  visible  in  the  tone  of 
the  peasantry  being  superior  to  that  which  we 
too  oflen  witness.  The  ancient  feudal  feeling 
that  lingers  in  these  sequestered  haunts  is  an  ' 
instrument  which,  when  skilfully  wielded,  may  ] 
be  productive  of  vast  social  benefit.  The 
Duke  understood  this  well ;  and  his  family  had 
imbibed  all  his  views,  and  seconded  them. 
Lady  Everingham,  once  more  in  the  scene  of 
I  her  past  life,  resumed  the  exercise  of  gentle 
^^npoes,  as  if  she  had  never  ceased  x.o  \^  %  fl 
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daughter  of  the  house,  and  as  if  another 
domain  had  not  its  claims  upon  her  solici- 
tude. Coningsby  was  often  the  companion  of 
herself  and  her  sister  in  their  pilgrimages  of 
charity  and  kindness.  He  admired  the  graceful 
energy,  and  thorough  acquaintance  with  details, 
with  which  Lady  Everingham  superintended 
schools,  organised  societies  of  relief,  and  the 
discrimination  which  she  brought  to  bear  upon 
individual  cases  of  suffering  or  misfortune. 
He  was  deeply  interested  as  he  watched  the 
magic  of  her  manner,  as  she  melted  the 
obdurate,  inspired  the  slothful,  consoled  the 
afflicted,  and  animated  with  her  smiles  and 
ready  phrase  the  energetic  and  the  dutiful. 
Nor  on  these  occasions  was  Lady  Theresa  seen 
under  less  favourable  auspices.  Without  the 
vivacity  of  her  sister,  there  was  in  her  de- 
meanour a  sweet  seriousness  of  purpose  thai 
was  most  winning ;  and  sometimes  a  burst  of 
energy,  a  trait  of  decision,  which  strikin|^' 
contrasted  with  the  somewhat  over-controlled 
character  of  her  life  in  drawing-rooms. 

In  the  society  of  these  engaging  companions, 
time  for  Coningsby  glided  away  in  a  course 
which  he  sometimes  wished  nothing  mi^t 
disturb.  Apart  from  them,  he  frequently  fell 
himself  pessive  and  vaguely  disquieted.  Even 
the  society  of  Henry  Sydney  or  Eustace  Lyie, 
much  as  under  ordinary  circumstances  they 
would  have  been  adapted  to  his  mood,  did  not 
compensate  for  the  absence  of  that  indefinite, 
that  novel,  that  strange,  yet  sweet  excitement, 
which  he  felt,  he  knew  not  exactly  how  or  why. 
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stealing  over  his  senses.  Sometimes  the  coun- 
tenance of  Theresa  Sydney  flitted  over  his 
musing  vision;  sometimes  the  merry  voice  of 
Lady  Everingham  haunted  his  ear.  But  to  be 
their  companion  in  ride  or  ramble  ;  to  avoid 
any  arrangement  which  for  many  hours  should 
deprive  him  of  their  presence ;  was  every  day 
with  Coningsby  a  principal  object. 

One  day  he  had  been  out  shooting  rabbits 
with  Lyle  and  Henry  Sydney,  and  returned  with 
tbem  late  to  Beaumanoir  to  dinner.  He  had 
not  enjoyed  his  sport,  and  he  had  not  shot  at  all 
well.  He  had  been  dreamy,  silent,  had  deeply 
felt  the  want  of  Lady  Everingham's  conversa- 
tion, that  was  ever  so  poignant  and  so  interest- 
ingly personal  to  himself;  one  of  the  secrets  of 
her  sway,  though  Coningsby  was  not  then  quite 
conscious  of  it.  Talk  to  a  man  about  himself, 
and  he  is  generally  captivated.  That  is  the  real 
way  to  win  him.  The  only  difference  between 
men  and  women  in  this  respect  is,  that  most 
women  are  vain,  and  some  men  are  not.  There 
are  some  men  who  have  no  self-love ;  but  if  they 
have,  female  vanity  is  but  a  trifling  and  airy 
passion  compared  with  the  vast  voracity  of 
appetite  which  in  the  sterner  sex  can  swallow 
anything,  and  always  crave  for  more. 

When  Coningsby  entered  the  drawing-roonij 
there  seemed  a  somewhat  unusual  bustle  in  the 
room,  but  as  the  twilight  had  descended,  it  was 
at  first  rather  difficult  to  distinguish  who  was 
present.  He  soon  perceived  that  there  were 
strangers.  A  gentleman  of  pleasing  appearance 
was    near  a  sofa  oa   which  the  Duch^s 
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Lady  Everingham  were  seated,  and  discoursing 
with  some  volubility.  His  phrases  seemed  to 
command  attentioD ;  his  audience  had  an  ani- 
mated glance,  eyes  sparkling  with  intelligence 
and  interest;  not  a  word  was  disregarded. 
Coningsby  did  not  advance  as  was  his  custotn ; 
he  had  a  sort  of  instinct,  that  the  stranger 
was  discoursing  of  matters  of  which  he  knew 
nothing.  He  turned  to  a  table,  he  took  up 
a  book,  which  he  began  to  read  upside  down- 
wards. A  hand  was  lightly  placed  on  his 
shoulder.  He  looked  round,  it  was  another 
stranger ;  who  said,  however,  in  a  tone  of 
familiar  friendliness — 

"How  do  you  do,  Coningsby i"' 

It  was  a  young  man  about  four-and-twenty 
years  of  age,  tall,  good-iooking.  Old  recollec- 
tions, his  intimate  greeting,  a  strong  family 
likeness,  helped  Coningsby  to  conjecture  cor- 
rectly who  was  the  person  who  addressed  him. 
It  was,  indeed,  the  eldest  son  of  the  Duke,  the 
Marquis  of  Beaumanoir,  who  had  arrived  at 
his  father's  unexpectedly  with  his  friend,  Mr, 
Alelton,  on  their  way  to  the  north. 

Mr.  Melton  was  a  gentleman  of  the  highest 
iashion,  and  a  great  favourite  in  society.  He 
was  about  thirty,  good-looking,  with  an  air  that 
commanded  attention,  and  manners,  though 
facile,  sufficiently  finished.  He  was  communica- 
tive, though  calm,  and  without  being  witty.had  at 
his  service  a  turn  of  phrase,  acquired  by  practice 
and  success,  which  was,  or  which  always  seemed 
to  be,  poignant.  The  ladies  seemed  especially 
10  be  delighted  at  his  arrival.     He  knew  every- 
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thing  of  everybody  they  cared  about;  and 
Cooingsby  listened  in  silence  to  names  which 
for  the  first  time  reached  his  ears,  but  which 
seemed  to  excite  great  interest.  Mr.  Melton 
frequently  addressed  his  most  lively  observa- 
tions and  his  most  sparkling  anecdotes  to  Lady 
Everingham,  who  evidently  relished  all  that  he 
said,  and  returned  him  in  kind. 

Throughout  the  dinner  Lady  Everingham 
and  Mr.  Melton  maintained  what  appeared 
a  most  entertaining  conversation,  principally 
about  things  and  persons  which  did  not  in  any 
way  interest  our  hero;  who,  however,  had  the 
satisfaction  of  hearing  Lady  Everingham,  in  the 
drawing-room,  say  in  a  careless  tone  to  the 
Duchess — 

"  I  am  so  glad,  mamma,  that  Mr.  Melton  has 
come ;  we  wanted  some  amusement." 

What  a  confession  !  What  a  revelation  to 
Coningsby  of  his  infinite  insignificance  !  Con- 
iogsby  entertained  a  great  aversion  for  Mr. 
Meltoa,  but  felt  his  spirit  unequal  to  the  social 
contest.  The  genius  of  the  untutored  inex- 
perienced youth  quailed  before  that  of  the 
long-practised,  skilful  man  of  the  world.  What 
was  the  magic  of  this  man?  What  was  the 
secret  of  this  ease,  that  nothing  could  disturb, 
and  yet  was  not  deficient  in  deference  and  good 
laste  ?  And  then  his  dress,  it  seemed  fashioned 
by  some  unearthly  artist ;  yet  it  was  impossible 
to  detect  the  unobtrusive  causes  of  the  general 
efiect  that  was  irresistible.  Coningsby's  coat 
was  made  by  StulCi ;  almost  every  fellow  in  the 
sixth  form  had  his  coats  made  by  Stultz  ■,  V^t 
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Coningsby  Tancied  that  his  own  garment  looked 
as  if  it  had  been  furnished  by  some  rustic  slop- 
seller.  He  began  to  wonder  where  Mr.  Melton 
got  his  boots  from  and  glanced  at  his  own, 
which,  though  made  in  St,  James's  Street, 
seemed  to  him  to  have  a  cloddish  air. 

Lady  Everingham  was  determined  that  Mr. 
Melton  should  see  Beaumanoir  to  the  greatest 

I  advantage.     Mr.  Melton  had  never  been  there 

before,  except  at  Christmas,  with  the  house  full 
of  visitors  and  factitious  gaiety.  Now  he  was  to 
see  the  country.  Accordingly,  there  were  long 
rides  every  day,  which  Lady  Everingham  called 
expeditions,  and  which  generally  produced  some 
slight  incident  which  she  styled  an  adventure. 
She  was  kind  to  Coningsby,  but  had  no  time  to 
indulge  in  the  lengthened  conversations  which 
he  had  previously  found  so  magical.  Mr. 
Melton  was  always  on  the  scene,  the  monopo- 
lising hero,  it  would  seem,  of  every  thought, 
and  phrase,  and  plan.  Coningsby  began  to 
think  that  Beaumanoir  was  not  so  delightful 
a  place  as  he  had  imagined.  He  began  to  think 
that  he  had  stayed  there  perhaps  too  long.  He 
had  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Rigby,  to  inform 
him  that  he  was  expected  at  Coningsby  Castle 
at  the  beginning  of  September,  to  meet  Lord 
Monmouth,  who  had  returned  to  England,  and 
for  grave  and  special  reasons  was  about  to 
reside  at  his  chief  seat,  which  he  had  not 
visited  for  many  years,  Coningsby  had  in-  d 
tended  to  have  remained  at  Beaumanoir  until  1 
that  time;    but  suddenly  it  occurred  to  him,    I 

I  that  the  Age  of  Ruins  was  past,  and  that  ho   I 
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ought  to  seize  the  opportunity  of  visiting 
Manchester,  which  was  In  the  same  county 
as  the  castle  of  his  grandfather.  So  difficult 
is  it  to  speculate  upon  events!  Muse  as  we 
may,  we  are  the  creatures  of  circumstances; 
and  the  unexpected  arrival  of  a  London  dandy 
at  the  country-seat  of  an  English  nobleman 
sent  this  representative  of  the  New  Generation, 
fresh  from  Eton,  nursed  in  prejudices,  yet  with 
a  mind  predisposed  to  inquiry  and  prone  to 
meditation,  to  a  scene  apt  to  stimulate  both 
intellectual  processes ;  which  demanded  investi- 
gation and  induced  thought,  the  great  Metro- 
polis OF  Labour. 


END   of  book   III 
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CHAPTER   1 

A  GRSAT  city,  whose  image  dwells  in  the 
memory  of  man,  is  the  type  of  some  gteit 
idea.  Rome  represents  conquest ;  Faith  hovers 
over  the  towers  of  Jerusalem ;  and  Athens 
embodies  the  pre-eminent  quality  of  the  antique 
world,  Art. 

In  modern  ages,  Commerce  has  created 
London ;  while  Manners,  in  the  most  com- 
prehensive sense  of  the  word,  have  long  found 
a  supreme  capital  in  the  airy  and  bright'minded' 
city  of  the  Seine. 

What  Art  was  to  the  ancient  world.  Science 
is  to  the  modero :  the  distinctive  faculty, 
the  minds  of  men  the  useful  has  succeeded  Kj: 
the  beautiful.  Instead  of  the  city  of  the  Violet 
Crown,  a  Lancashire  village  has  expanded  into 
a  mighty  region  of  factories  and  warehouses. 
Vet,  rightly  understood,  Manchester  is  as  great 
a  human  exploit  as  Athens. 

The  inhabitants,  indeed,  are  not  so  impressed 
with  their  idiosyncrasy  as  the  countrymen  or 
Pericles  and  Phidias.  They  do  not  fully  com- 
prehend the  position  which  they  occupy.  It  is* 
the   philosopher  alone  who  can  conceive   the 
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graDdeur  of  Maochester,  and  the  immensity  of 
Its  future.  There  are  yet  great  truths  to  tell,  if 
we  bad  either  the  courage  to  announce  or  the 
temper  to  receive  them. 


CHAPTER    II 

A  FEELING  of  melancholy,  even  of  uneasiness, 
attends  our  first  entrarice  into  a  great  town, 
especially  at  night.  Is  it  that  the  sense  of  ail 
this  vast  existence  with  which  we  have  no  con- 
nexioa,  where  we  are  utterly  unknown,  op- 
presses us  with  our  insignificance?  Is  it  that 
it  is  terrible  to  feel  friendless  where  all  have 
friends  ? 

Yet  reverse  the  picture.  Behold  a  com- 
munity where  you  are  unknown,  but  where  you 
will  be  known,  perhaps  honoured.  A  place 
where  you  have  no  friends,  but  where,  also,  you 
have  no  enemies.  A  spot  that  has  hitherto 
been  a  blank  in  your  thoughts,  as  you  have 
been  a  cipher  in  its  sensations,  and  yet  a  spot, 
perhaps,  pregnant  with  your  destiny  ! 

There  is,  perhaps,  no  act  of  memory  so  pro- 
foundly interesting  as  to  recall  the  careless  mood 
aad  moment  in  which  we  have  entered  a  town, 
a  house,  a  chamber,  on  the  eve  of  an  acquaint- 
ance or  an  event,  that  have  given  a  colour  and 
an  impulse  to  our  future  life. 

What  is  this  Fatality  that  men  worship?  Is 
it  a  Goddess  ? 

Unquestionably  it  is  a  power  that  acts  nia\^^ 


M 
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by  female  agents.     Women  are  the  Friestessea 

of  Predestination. 

Man    conceives    Fortune,    but  Woman   coa- 

Ic  is  the  Spirit  of  Man  that  says,  "  I  will 
great";  but  it  is  the  Sympathy  of  Woman  tl 
usually  makes  htm  so. 

It  was  not  the  comely  and  courteous  hostt 
of  the  Adelphi  Hotel,  Manchester,  that  gaW 
occasion  to  these  remarks,   though  she   m 
deserve  them,  and  though  she  was  most  kind 
our  Coningsby  as  he  came  in  late  at  night  veij 
tired,  and  not  in  very  good  humour.  i 

He  had  travelled  the  whole  day  through  th< 
great  district  of  labour,  his  mind  excited  b 
strange  sights,  and  at  length  wearied  by  the 
multiplication.  He  had  passed  over  the  plain 
where  iron  and  coal  supersede  turf  and  corr 
dingy  as  the  entrance  to  Hades,  and  flamii 
with  furnaces ;  and  now  he  was  among  illuminf 
factories,  with  more  windows  than  ItaliaM 
palaces,  and  smoking  chimneys  taller  thai 
Egyptian  obelisks.  Alone  in  the  great  metro 
polis  of  machinery  itself,  sitting  down  in  i 
solitary  coffee-room  glaring  with  gas,  with 
appetite,  a  whirling  head,  and  not  a  plan 
purpose  for  the  morrow,  why  was  he  theie 
Because  a  being,  whose  name  even  was  lui 
known  to  him,  had  met  him  in  a  hedge  al* 
house  during  a  thunderstorm,  and  told  him  thel 
the  Age  of  Ruins  was  past. 

Remarkable  instance  of  the  influence  of 
ndividual ;  some  evidence  of  the  extreme  s 
iptibility  of  our  hero. 
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Even  his  bedroom  was  tit  by  gas.    Wonderful 
city  !     That,  however,  could  be  got  rid  of.     He 
Opened    the  window.      The    summer   air   was 
Iweet,  even  in  this  land  of  smoke  and  toil.    He 
Eeels  a  sensation  such  as  in  Lisbon  or  Lima  '' 
precedes  an  earthquake.     The  house  appears  t 
to  quiver.     It  is  a  sympathetic  affection  occa-  f 
rioned  by  a  steam-engine  in   a   neighbouring 
foctory. 

'  Notwithstanding,  however,  all  these  novel 
incidents,  Coningsby  slept  the  deep  sleep  of 
Jouth  and  health,  of  a  brain  which,  however 
occasionally  perplexed  by  thought,  had  never 
been  harassed  by  anxiety.  He  rose  early, 
i^bened,  and  in  fine  spirits.  And  by  the 
itne  the  deviled  chiciten  and  the  buttered 
Oast,  that  mysterious  and  incomparable  luxury, 
hhich  can  only  be  obtained  at  an  inn,  had  dis- 
kppeared,  he  felt  all  the  delightful  excitement 
Df  travel. 

And  now  for  action  !  Not  a  letter  had 
Coningsby  :  not  an  individual  in  that  vast  city 
Ifbs  known  to  him.  He  went  to  consult  his 
Idnd  hostess,  who  smiled  confidence.  He  was 
to  mention  her  name  at  one  place,  his  own 
St  another.  All  would  be  tight;  she  seemed  to 
have  reliance  in  the  destiny  of  such  a  nice 
^oung  man. 

He  saw  all ;  they  were  kind  and  hospitable 
to  the  young  stranger,  whose  thought,  and 
earnestness,  and  gentle  manners  attracted  them. 
One  recommended  him  to  another ;  all  tried  to 

i  and  assist  him.    He  entered  chambers  vaster 
e  told  of  in  Arabian  fable,  and  peopled 
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with  habitants  more  wondrous  than  Afrite 
Peri.  For  there  he  beheld,  in  iong-conlirua 
ranks,  those  mysterious  forms  full  of  exis 
without  life,  that  perform  with  facility,  and 
itistant,  what  man  can  fulfil  only  with  difficoH 
and  in  days.  A  machine  is  a  slave  that  neithi 
brings  nor  bears  degradation ;  it  is  a  heir 
endowed  with  the  greatest  degree  of  energ] 
and  acting  under  the  greatest  degree  of  excil 
went,  yet  free  at  the  same  time  from  all  passi( 
and  emotion.  It  is,  therefore,  not  only  a  slav^ 
but  a  supernatural  slave.  And  why  should  oi 
say  that  the  machine  does  not  live  ?  It  breathe 
for  its  breath  forms  the  atmosphere  of  son 
towns.  It  moves  with  more  regularity  ths 
man.  And  has  it  not  a  voice?  Does  not  th 
spindle  sing  like  a  merry  girl  at  her  work,  and 
the  steam-engine  roar  in  jolly  chorus,  tike  a 
strong  artisan  handling  his  lusty  tools,  and 
gaining  a  fair  day's  wages  for  a  fair  day's  toll  ? 

Nor  should  the  weaving-room  be  foi;gottenj 
where  a  thousand  or  fifteen  hundred  girls  ma] 
be  observed  in  their  coral  necklaces,  workini 
like  Penelope  in  the  daytime ;  some  prettj 
some  pert,  some  graceful  and  jocund,  sdii)1 
absorbed  in  their  occupation ;  a  little  serioq 
some,  few  sad.  And  the  cotton  you  bav^ 
observed  in  its  rude  state,  that  you  have  seei 
the  silent  spinner  change  into  thread,  and  lh< 
bustling  weaver  convert  into  cloth,  you  ma] 
now  watch  as  in  a  moment  it  is  tinted  witl 
beautiful  colours,  or  printed  with  fanciful  pa6 
terns.  And  yet  the  mystery  of  mysteries  is  tg 
view  machines  making  machines;  a  spectacle 
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hat  fills  the  mind  with  curious,  and  even  awful, 
(peculation. 

From  early  morn  to  the  late  twilight,  our 
Coningsby  for  several  days  devoted  himself  to 
lie  comprehension  of  Manchester.  It  was  to 
bim  a  new  world,  pregnant  with  new  ideas,  and 
higgestive  of  new  trains  of  thought  and  feeling. 
In  this  unprecedented  partnership  between 
capital  and  science,  working  on  a  spot  which 
Kature  had  indicated  as  the  fitting  theatre 
Df  their  exploits,  he  beheld  a  great  source  of  the 
ffealth  of  nations  which  had  been  reserved  for 
ftiese  times,  and  he  perceived  that  this  wealth 
iras  rapidly  developing  classes  whose  power  was 
imperfectly  recognised  in  the  constitutional 
icheme,  and  whose  duties  in  the  social  system 
ieemed  altogether  omitted.  Young  as  he  was, 
the  bent  of  his  mind,  and  the  inquisitive  spirit 
of  the  times,  had  sufficiently  prepared  him,  not 
indeed  to  grapple  with  these  questions,  but  to  be 
lensible  of  their  existence,  and  to  ponder. 

One  evening,  in  the  coffee-room  of  the  hotel, 
having  just  finished  his  well-earned  dinner,  and 
relaxing  his  mind  for  the  moment  in  a  fresh 
research  into  the  Manehesler  Guide,  an  in- 
dividual, who  had  also  been  dining  in  the  same 
apartment,  rose  from  his  table,  and,  after  lolling 
over  the  empty  fireplace,  reading  the  framed 
announcements,  looking  at  the  directions  of 
Beveral  letters  waiting  there  for  their  owners, 
picking  his  teeth,  turned  round  to  Coningsby, 
and,  with  an  air  of  uneasy  familiarity,  said — 

"First  visit  to  Manchester,  s' 
">  first," 
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"  Gentleman  traveller,  I  presume  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  traveller,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Hem  !     From  south  ?  " 

"From  the  south," 

"And  pray,  sir,  how  did  you  find  business  as 
you  came  along  ?  Brisk,  I  dare  say.  And  yet 
there  is  a  something,  a  sort  of  a  something; 
didn't  it  strike  you,  sir,  there  was  a  something! 
A  deal  of  queer  paper  about,  sir ! " 

"  I  fear  you  are  speaking  on  a  subject  of 
which  I  know  nothing,"  said  Coningsby,  smiling; 
"  I  do  not  understand  business  at  all ;  thougt 
I  am  not  surprised  that,  being  at  MancheEteTi 
you  should  suppose  so." 

"  Ah  !  not  in  business.  Hem  I  PioEge- 
sional  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Coningsby,  "  I  am  nothing." 

"Ah!  an  independent  gent;  hem!  and  a 
very  pleasant  thing,  too.  Pleased  with  Man- 
chester, I  dare  say  ? "  continued  the  stranger. 

"  And  astonished,"  said  Coningsby  ;  "  I  thinkf, 
in  the  whole  course  of  my  life,  I  ni 
so  much  to  admire." 

"Seen  all  the  lions,  have  no  doubt? 

"  I  think  I  have  seen  everything,"  said  CoiH 
ingsby,  rather  eager  and  with  some  pride. 

"  Very  well,  very  well,"  exclaimed  the  straBger^ 
in  a  patronising  tone.  "  Seen  Mr.  Birley'i 
weaving-roora,  I  dare  say?" 

"Oh!  isn't  it  wonderful?"  said  Coningsby. 

"  A  great  many  people,"  said  the  stranger, 
with  a  rather  supercilious  smile. 

"  But  after  all,"  said  Coningsby,  with  anima- 
lion,  "it  is  the  machinery  without  any 
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position  of  manual  power  that  overwhelms  me. 
It  haunts  me  in  my  dreams,"  continued 
Coningsby ;  "  I  see  cities  peopled  with  ma- 
chines. Certainly  Manchester  is  the  most 
wonderful  city  of  modern  times ! " 

The  stranger  stared  a  little  at  the  enthu- 
siasm of  his  companion,  and  then  picked  his 
leeth. 

"Of  all  the  remarkable  things  here,"  said 
Coningsby,  "what  on  the  whole,  sir,  do  you 
look  upon  as  the  most  so  ?  " 

"  In  the  way  of  machinery?"  asked  the 
stranger. 

"  In  the  way  of  machinery," 

"  Why,  in  the  way  of  machinery,  you  know," 
said  the  stranger,  very  quietly,  "  Manchester  is 
a  dead  letter." 

"A  dead  letter!"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Dead  and  buried,"  said  the  stranger,  accom- 
panying his  words  with  that  peculiar  application 
of  his  thumb  lo  his  nose  that  signifies  so  elo- 
quently that  all  is  up. 

"You  astonish  me  !  "  said  Coningsby. 

"  It's  a  booked  place,  though,"  said  the 
stranger,  "  and  no  mistake.  We  have  all  of  us 
a  very  great  respect  for  Manchester,  in  course  ; 
took  upon  her  as  a  sort  of  mother,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  But  she  is  behind  the  times,  sir, 
and  that  won't  do  in  this  age.  The  long  and 
shoTt  of  it  is,  Manchester  is  gone  by." 

"  1  thought  her  only  fault  might  be  she  was 
too  much  in  advance  of  the  rest  of  the  country," 
said  Coningsby,  innocently. 

"  If  you  want  to  see  life,"  said  the  slia.! 
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"  go  to  Staley-bridge  or  Bolton.     There's  high 
pressure," 

"  But  the  population  of  Manchester  is  Jacreas- 
ing,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Why,  yes ;  not  a  doubt,  Vou  see  we  ha« 
all  of  us  a  great  respect  for  the  town.  It  is  i 
sort  of  metropolis  of  this  district,  and  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  capital  in  the  place.  And  it  has 
some  firetrate  institutions.  There's  the  Man- 
chester Bank.  That's  a  noble  institution,  fuU 
of  commercial  enterprise ;  understands  the  age, 
sir ;  high-pressure  to  the  backbone.  I  came 
up  to  town  to  see  the  manager  to-day,  I  ant 
building  a  new  mill  now  myself  at  Staley-, 
bridge,  and  mean  to  open  it  by  January,  an4 
when  I  do,  I'll  give  you  leave  to  pay  anotb) 
visit  to  Mr.  Birley's  weaving-room,  with  a 
compliments," 

"I  am  very  sorry,"  said  Coningsby,  "that 
have  only  another  day  left ;  but  pray  tell  m 
what  would  you  recommend  me  most  to  si 
within  a  reasonable  distance  of  Manchester?'^ 

"My  mill  is  not  finished,"  said  the  strangi 
musingly,  "  and  though  there  is  still  a  g 
deal  worth  seeing  at  Staley-b ridge,  still  you 
better  wait  to  see  my  new  mill.  And  Boltd 
let  me  see ;  Bolton,  there  is  nothing  at  Boltd 
that  can  hold  up  its  head  for  a  moment  again 
my  new  mill ;  but  then  it  is  not  finished.  WeJ 
well,  let  us  see.  What  a  pity  this  is  not  the  i 
of  January,  and  then  my  new  mill  would  be 
work  !  I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  Birley's  fac 
or  even  Mr.  Ashworth's,  that  day.  And  tl) 
Oxford  Road  Works,  where  they  are  alwtg 
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■naking  a  little  change,  bit  by  bit  reform,  eh  1 
not  a  very  particular  fine  appetite,  I  suspect, 
for  dinner,  at  the  Oxford  Road  Works,  the  day 
they  hear  of  ray  new  mill  being  at  work.  But 
you  want  to  see  something  tip-top.  Well,  there's 
Aiiltbank  ;  that's  regular  slap-up,  quite  a  sight, 
Tegular  lion ;  if  I  were  you  I  would  see  Mill- 
bsmk." 

"Millbank!"  said  Coningsby;  "what  MiU- 
bank?" 

"  Millbank  of  Millbank,  made  the  place,  made 
il  himself.  About  three  miles  from  Bolton  ; 
train  to-moirow  morning  at  7.25,  get  a  fly 
at  the  station,  and  you  will  be  at  Millbank 
l^  8.40." 

"  Unfortunately  I  am  engaged  to-tnorrow 
morning,"  said  Coningsby,  "  and  yet  I  am  most 
anxious,  particiflarly  anxious,  to  see  Millbank." 

"  Well,  there's  a  kte  train,"  said  the  stranger, 
"3.15;  you  will  be  there  by  4.30." 

"  I  think  I  could  manage  that,"  said  Con- 
ingsby. 

"Do,"  said  the  stranger  ;  "and  if  youeverfind 
yourself  at  Staley- bridge,  I  shall  be  very  happy 
to  be  of  senice.  I  must  be  off  now.  My  tiaiii 
goes  at  9- 1 5-"  And  he  presented  Cooin^ettoj 
with  his  card  as  he  wished  him  good  oigbt. 

Mr.  G.  O.  a.  head, 

STAjjev-MOMa: 
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CHAPTER    III 

In  a  green  valley  of  Lancaster,  contiguous] 
ihat  district  or  factories  on  which  we 
already  touched,  a  clear  and  powerful  si 
flows  through  a  broad  meadow  land.  Upon] 
margin,  adorned,  rather  than  shadowed, 
some  old  elm-trees,  for  they  are  too  distant., 
serve  except  for  ornament,  rises  a  vast  deep  red 
brick  pile,  which,  though  formal  and  monotonoui 
in  its  general  character,  is  not  without  a  cerEvf 
beauty  of  proportion  and  an  artist-like  finish  V 
its  occasional  masonry.  The  front,  which  ta  9 
great  extent,  and  covered  with  many  tiers  Q 
small  windows,  is  flanked  by  two  projec^ 
wings  in  the  same  style,  which  form  a  latfl 
court,  completed  by  a  dwarf  wall  crowned  m5 
a  light,  and  rather  elegant  railing  ;  in  the  ceatft 
the  principal  entrance,  a  lofty  portal  of  bold  an 
beautiful  design,  surmounted  by  a  statue  ^ 
Commerce, 

This  building,  not  without  a  degree  of  dignity, 
is  what  is  technically,  and  not  very  felicitously, 
called  a  mill ;  always  translated  by  the  French 
in  their  accounts  of  our  manufacturing  riots, 
"  moulin  "  ;  and  which  really  was  the  principal 
factory  of  Oswald  Millbank,  the  father  of  that 
youth  whom,  we  trust,  our  readers  have  not 
quite  forgotten. 

At  some  little  distance,  and  rather  withdrawn 
from  the  principal  stream,  were  two  other 
smaller  structures  of  the  same  style.     About  s 
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xter  of  a  mile  further  on,  appeared  a  village 
*  inconsiderable  size,  and  remarkable  from 
ntness  and  even  picturesque  character  of 
hitecture,  and  the  gay  gardens  that  sur- 
ftinded  it.      On    a  sunny  knoll  in  the  back- 
ground  rose   a    church,    in    the    best  style  of 
Christian  architecture,  and  near  it  was  a  clerical 
f  Kcsidence  and  a  school-house  of  similar  design. 
village,    too,    could     booR    of    VMXher 
"c  building  ;  an  Instilate  vbere  tbae  wcfc 
/  and  a  lecture-room ;  aod  a  nsk^ag- 
t  which  any  one  might  frequent  ax  cer^a 
I,  and  under  reasooaUc  rtpiiauooa. 
I  the  other  side  of  tbt  pnaa|nl  beuty, 
faore  remote,  about  half-a-ntkaplbevalkf, 
tded  by  beautiful  raeadowt,  aad  bwlt  00 
^ble  and  well-wooded  denboo,  «M  the 
a  of  the  miU-owner ;  appam^  *  t 
s  and  not  incooadaabie  JwcHing  Iw 
llw  what  is  called  a  vffis  itfk^  vil 
IS  and  consexTsIoneK.    Tliea 
!  somewhat  t 
I  and  pollnied 
I,  to  the  shame  of  J' 
»t  town,  for  Mr.  1 
feg  BO  much  as  an  imw* 
Iperiment,  took  care  to 
f  imdke. 

The  sun  was  declining 
\  imed  at  Millbank,  and  the  gratificaoto 
inced  on  first  beholding  < 
jFidiminished,  when,    on 

s   informed    thirt  ifae 
r  seeing  the  works. 
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relinquish  his  purpose  without  a  struggle,  h6 
repaired  to  Ihe  principal  mill,  and  entered  the 
counting-house,  which  was  situated  in  one  (rf 
the  wings  of  the  building. 

"Your  pleasure,  sir?"  said  one  of  thre» 
individuals  sitting  on  high  stools  behind  a  higli 

"  1  wish,  if  possible,  to  see  the  works,' 

"  Quite  impossible,  sir ; "  and  the  clerk,  witb- 
drawing  his  glance,  continued  his  writing,     "  Nq 
admission  without  an  order,  and  no  admissior^ 
with  an  order  after  two  o'clock." 

"I  am  very  unfortunate,"  said  Coningsby. 

"Sorry  for  it,  sir.  Give  me  ledger  K.  X., 
will  you,  Mr.  Benson  ? " 

"  I  think  Mr.  Millbank  would  grant  me  peN 
mission,"  said  Coningsby. 

"Very  likely,  sir;  to-morrow.  Mr.  MiUbaiA 
is  there,  sir,  but  very  much  engaged."  Hb 
pointed  to  an  inner  counting-house,  and  ih^ 
glass  doors  permitted  Coningsby  to  obseiM 
several  individuals  in  close  converse.  ■" 

"  Perhaps  his  son,  Mr.  Oswald  Millbank,  S 
here?"  inquired  Coningsby. 

"  Mr.  Oswald  is  in  Belgium,"  said  the  clerk. 

"  Would  you  give  a  message  to  Mr.  Millbankr 
and  say  a  friend  of  his  son's  at  Eton  is  her^ 
and  here  only  for  a  day,  and  wishes  very  mudl 
to  see  his  works?" 

"Can't  possibly  disturb  Mr.  Millbank  nc 
sir ;  but,  if  you  like  to  sit  down,  you  can  wa 
and  see  him  yourself,"  ' 

Coningsby  was  content  to  sit  downj  though 
he  grew  very  impatient  at  the  end  of  a  qi 
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of  an  hour.  The  ticking  of  the  clock,  the 
scratching  of  the  pens  of  the  three  silent  clerks, 
irritated  him.  At  length,  voices  were  heard, 
doors  opened,  and  the  cierk  said,  "Mr.  Mill- 
bank  is  coming,  sir,"  but  nobody  came ;  voices 
became  hushed,  doors  were  shut ;  again  nothing 
was  heard,  save. the  ticking  of  the  cSock  and 
the  scratching  of  the  pen. 

At  length  there  was  a  general  stir,  and  they 
all  did  come  forth,  Mr.  Millbank  among  them, 
a  well-proportioned,  comely  man,  with  a  fair 
face  inclining  lo  ruddiness,  a  quick,  glancing, 
hazel  eye,  the  whitest  teeth,  and  short,  curly, 
chestnut  hair,  here  and  there  shghtly  tinged 
with  grey.  It  was  a  visage  of  energy  and 
decision. 

He  was  about  to  pass  through  the  counting- 
house  with  his  companions,  witii  whom  his 
affairs  were  not  concluded,  when  he  observed 
Coningsby,  who  had  risen. 

"This  gentleman  wishes  to  see  me?"  he  in- 
qtiired  of  his  clerk,  who  bowed  assent. 

"  I  shall  be  at  your  service,  sir,  the  moment 
I  have  finished  with  these  gentlemen." 

"The  gentleman  wishes  to  see  the  works, 
sir,"  said  the  clerk. 

"He  can  see  the  works  at  proper  times," 
said  Mr<  Millbank,  somewhat  pettishly  ;  "  tell 
him  the  regulations ;"  and  he  was  about  to  go. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Coningsby, 
coming  forward,  and  with  an  air  of  earnestness 
and  grace  that  arrested  the  step  of  the  manu- 
facturer, "  I  am  aware  of  the  regulations,  but 
would  beg  to  be  permitted  to  infringe  them." 
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It  cannot    be,  sir,"   said    Mr.   Millbank, 
moving. 

"I  thought,  air,  being  here  only  for  a  day 
and  as  a  friend  of  your  son " 

Mr.  Millbank  stopped  and  said — 

"  Oh !  a  friend  of  Oswald's,  eh  ?  What,  at 
Eton  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  at  Eton ;  and  I  had  hoped  perhaps 
to  have  found  him  here." 

"  I  am  very  much  engaged,  sir,  at  thi( 
moment,"  said  Mr.  Millbank  ;  "  I  am  sorry  I 
cannot  pay  you  any  personal  attention,  but  my 
clerk  will  show  you  everything.  Mr.  Benson, 
let  this  gentleman   see   everything;"    and  be 

"Be  pleased  to  write  your  name  here,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Benson,  opening  a  book,  and  om 
friend  wrote  his  name  and  the  date  of  his  Tisit 
to  Millbank : 

"Harry  Coningbby,  Sept.  2,  1836," 

Coningsby  beheld  in  this  great  factory  tbe 
last  and  the  most  refined  inventions  of  mechan- 
ical genius.  The  building  had  been  fitted  up 
by  a  capitalist  as  anxious  to  raise  a  monument 
of  the  skill  and  power  of  his  order,  as  to  obtain 
a.  return  for  the  great  investment. 

'*  It  is  the  glory  of  Lancashire  I "  exclaimed 
the  enthusiastic  Mr,  Benson. 

The  clerk  spoke  freely  of  his  master,  whod 
he  evidently  idolised,  and  his  great  achieve 
ments,  and  Coningsby  encouraged  him.  H( 
detailed  to  Coningsby  the  plans  which  Mfc 
Millbank  had  pursued,  both  for  the  moral  a 
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physical  well-being  of  his  people ;  how  he  had 
built  churches,  and  schools,  and  institutes ; 
houses  and  cottages  on  a  new  system  of  venti- 
lation; how  he  had  allotted  gardens;  established 
sitiging  classes. 

"  Here  is  Mr.  Millbank,"  continued  the  clerk, 
as  he  and  Coningsby,  quitting  the  factory,  re- 
entered the  court. 

Mr.  Millbank  was  approaching  the  factorj', 
and  the  moment  that  he  observed  them,  be 
quickened  his  pace. 

"  Mr.  Coningsby  ? ''  he  said,  when  he  reached 
tfaem.  His  countenance  was  rather  disturbed, 
and  his  voice  a  little  trembled,  and  he  looked 
on  our  friend  with  a  glance  scrutinising  and 
serious.     Coningsby  bowed. 

"I  am  sorry  that  you  should  have  been  re- 
ceived at  this  place  with  so  h'ttle  ceremony,  sir,' 
SMd  Mr.  Millbank  ;  "  but  had  your  name  been 
mentioned,  you  would  have  found  it  cherished 
here."  He  nodded  to  the  clerk,  who  dis- 
appeared. 

Coningsby  began  to  talk  about  the  wonders 
of  the  factory,  but  Mr.  Millbank  recurred  10 
other  thoughts  that  were  passing  in  his  mind. 
He  spoke  of  his  son  :  he  expressed  a  kind 
reproach  that  Coningsby  should  have  thought 
of  visiting  this  part  of  the  world  without  giving 
them  some  notice  of  his  intention,  that  he 
might  have  been  their  guest,  that  Oswald  might 
have    been    there   to    receive   him,    that    they 

'_ht  have  made  arrangements  that  he  should 
sec  everything,  and  in  the  best  manner ;  in 
short,  that  they  might  all  have  shown,  however 
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sUghtljr,  the  deep  sense  of  their  obligations  to 
him. 

"  My  visit  to  Manchester,  which  ted  to  this, 
was  quite  accidental,"  said  Coningsby.  "lam 
hound  for  the  other  division  of  the  couaty,  to 
pay  a  visit  to  my  grandfather.  Lord  Monmouth; 
but  an  irresistible  desire  came  over  cne  dudng 
my  journey  to  view  this  famous  district  of 
industry.  It  is  some  days  since  I  ought  to 
have  found  myself  at  Coningsby,  and  this  b  the 
reason  why  I  am  so  pressed." 

A  cloud  passed  over  the  countenance  of 
MiUtjank  as  the  name  of  Lord  Monmouth  w« 
mentioned,  but  he  said  nothing.  Turaing 
towards  Coningsby,  with  an  air  of  kindness— 

"At  least,"  said  he,  "let  not  Oswald  hear 
that  you  did  not  taste  our  salt.  Pray  dine  with 
me  to-day  ;  there  is  yet  an  hour  to  dinner ;  and 
as  you  have  seen  the  factory,  suppose  we  stroD 
together  through  the  village." 


CHAPTER   IV 

The  village  clock  struck  five  as  Mr.  MiUhi^ 
and  his  guest  entered  the  gardens  of  \ai 
mansion.  Coningsby  lingered  a  moment  to 
admire  the  beauty  and  gay  profusion  of  the 
flowers. 

"  Your  situation,"  said  Coningsby,  looloi^ 
up  the  green  and  silent  valley,  "is  absolutdy 
poetic." 

"I  try  sometimes  to  fancy,"  said  Mr.  iiiHr 
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bank,  with  a  rather  fierce  smile,  "  that  1  am  in 
the  New  World." 

They  entered  the  house ;  a  capacious  and 
classic  hall,  at  the  end  a  staiicase  in  the  Italian 
fashion.  As  they  approached  it,  the  sweetest 
and  the  clearest  voice  exclaimed  from  above, 
"  Papa !  papa  !  "  and  instantly  a  young  girl 
came  bounding  down  ihe  stairs,  but  suddenly 
seeing  a  stranger  with  her  father  she  stopped 
upon  the  landing-place,  and  was  evidently  on 
the  point  of  as  rapidly  retreating  as  she  had 
advanced,  when  Mr.  Millbank  waved  his  hand 
to  her  and  begged  her  to  descend.  She  came 
down  slowly ;  as  she  approached  them  her 
father  said,  "A  friend  you  have  often  heard  of, 
Edith:  this  is  Mr.  Coningsby." 

She  started;  blushed  very  much;  and  then, 
with  a  trembling  and  uncertain  gait,  advanced, 
put  forth  her  hand  with  a  wild  unstudied  grace, 
and  said  in  a  tone  of  sensibility,  "How  often 
have  we  all  wished  to  see  and  to  thank  you ! " 

This  daughter  of  his  host  was  of  tender 
years ;  apparently  she  could  scarcely  have 
counted  sixteen  summers.  She  was  delicate 
and  fragile,  but  as  she  raised  her  sCil!  blushing 
visage  to  her  father's  guest,  Coningsby  fell  that 
he  had  never  beheld  a  countenance  of  such 
sinking  and  such  peculiar  beauty. 

"My  only  daughter,  Mr.  Coningsby,  Edith  ; 
a  Saxon  name,  for  she  is  the  daughter  of  a 
Saxon." 

But  the  beauty  of  the  countenance  was  not 
the  beauty  of  the  Saxons.  It  was  a  radiant 
?ne  of  those  that   seem  to  have  be,e.v\ 
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touched  in  their  cradle  by  a  sunbeam,  and  to 
have  retained  all  their  brilliancy  and  suflnsed 
and  mantling  lustre.  One  marks  sometimes' 
such  faces,  diaphanous  with  delicate  splendour, 
in  the  southern  regions  of  France.  Her  eye,, 
too,  was  the  rare  eye  of  Aquitaine ;  soft  aod 
long,  with  lashes  drooping  over  the  cheek,  daik 
as  her  clustering  ringlets. 

They  entered  the  drawing-room, 

"  Mr.  Coningsby,"  said  MiLlbank  to  hs 
daughter,  "  is  in  this  part  of  the  world  only  foe 
a  few  hours,  or  I  am  sure  he  would  become  otu; 
guest.  He  has,  however,  promised  to  stay  with 
us  now  and  dine." 

"If  Miss  Millbank  will  pardon  this  die^* 
said  Coningsby,  bowing  an  apology  for  his  iiK 
evitable  frock  and  boots ;  the  maiden  raised 
her  eyes  and  bent  her  head. 

The  hour  of  dinner  was  at  hand.  Millbank 
offered  to  show  Coningsby  to  his  dressing-room, 
He  was  absent  but  a  few  minutes.  When  he. 
returned  he  found  Miss  Millbank  alone.  He 
came  somewhat  suddenly  into  the  room.  She 
was  playing  with  her  dog,  but  ceased  thft 
moment  she  observed  Coningsby. 

Coningsby,  who  since  his  practice  with  Lai^ 
Everingham,  flattered  himself  that  he  had 
advanced  in  small  talk,  and  was  not  sorry  tblC 
he  had  now  an  opportunity  of  proving  bii 
prowess,  made  some  lively  observations  about 
pets  and  the  breeds  of  lapdogs,  but  he  was  aaH 
fortunate  in  extracting  a  response  or  exciting  k 
repartee.  He  began  then  on  the  beauty  of 
Millbauk,  which  he  would  on  no  account  hag 
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avoided  seeing,  and  inquired  when  she  had  last 
beard  of  her  brother.  The  young  lady,  appar- 
ently much  distressed,  was  murmuring  some- 
thing about  Antwerp,  when  the  entrance  of  her 
father  relieved  her  from  her  embarrassment. 

Dinner  being  announced,  Coningsby  offered 
his  arm  to  his  fair  companion,  who  took  it  with 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground. 

"You  are  very  fond,  I  see,  of  flowers,"  said 
Coningsby,  as  they  moved  along;  and  the 
young  lady  said  "Yes." 

The  dinner  was  plain,  but  perfect  of  its  kind. 
The  young  hostess  seemed  to  perform  her  office 
with  a  certain  degree  of  desperate  determination. 
She  looked  at  a  chicken  and  then  at  Coningsby, 
and  murmured  something  which  be  understood. 
Sometimes  she  informed  herself  of  his  tastes  or 
necessities  in  more  detail,  by  the  medium  of 
her  father,  whom  she  treated  as  a  sort  of  drago- 
man ;  in  this  way  :  "  Would  not  Mr.  Coningsby, 
papa,  take  this  or  that,  or  do  so  and  so?" 
Coningsby  was  always  careful  to  reply  in  a 
direct  manner,  without  the  agency  of  the  inter- 
preter :  but  he  did  not  advance.  Even  a  petition 
for  the  great  honour  of  taking  a  glass  of  sherry 
with  her  only  induced  the  beautiful  face  to  bow. 
And  yet  when  she  had  first  seen  him,  she  had 
addressed  him  even  with  emotion.  What  could 
it  be  ?  He  felt  less  confidence  in  his  increased 
power  of  conversation.  Why,  Theresa  Sydney 
was  scarcely  a  year  older  than  Miss  Millbank, 
and  though  she  did  not  certainly  originate  like 
Lady  Everingham,  he  got  on  with  her  perfectly 
well. 
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Mr.  Millbank  did  not  seem  to  be  conscious 
of  his  daughter's  silence:  at  any  rate,  hi 
attempted  to  compensate  for  it.  He  talked 
fluently  and  well ;  on  all  subjects  his  opinions 
seemed  to  be  decided,  and  his  language  wai 
precise,  He  was  really  interested  in  what  Con- 
ingsby had  seen,  and  what  he  had  felt ;  and 
this  sympathy  divested  his  manner  of  the  dis- 
agreeable effect  that  accompanies  a  tone  inclineil 
to  he  dictatorial.  More  than  once  Coningsby" 
observed  the  silent  daughter  listening  with  ex- 
treme attention  to  the  conversation  of  hims^. 
and  her  father. 

The  dessert  was  remarkable.  Millbank  wM 
proud  of  his  fruit.  A  bland  expression  of  serf^ 
complacency  spread  over  his  features  as  l# 
surveyed  his  grapes,  bis  peaches,  his  figs. 

"  These  grapes  have  gained  a  medal,"  he  toB 
Coningsby.     "  Those  too  are  prize  peaches, 
have  not  yet  been  so  successful  with  my  figi 
These  however  promise,  and  perhaps  this  y^ 
I  may  be  more  fortunate."  ' 

"  What  would  your  brother  and  myself  ha^ 
given  for  such  a  dessert  at  Eton ! "  said  Cot 
ingsby  to  Miss  Millbank,  wishing  to  say  som^ 
thing,  and  something  too  that  might  intered^ 
her. 

She  seemed  infinitely  distressed,  and  yet  tl 
time  would  speak. 

"Let  me  give  you  some."    He  caUght 
chance  her  glance  immediately  withdrawn  ;  j 
it  was  a  glance  not  only  of  beauty,  but  of  feelili 
and  thought.     She  added,  in  a  hushed  a 
hurried  tone,  dividing    very    nervously  soi 
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grapes,  "  I  hardly  know  whether  Oswald  will  be 
iDOSt  pleased  or  grieved  when  he  hears  that  you 
have  been  here." 

"And  why  grieved?"  said  Coningsby. 

"  That  he  should  not  have  been  here  to  wel- 
come you,  and  that  your  stay  is  for  so  brief  a 
time.  It  seems  so  strange  that  after  having 
talked  of  you  for  years,  we  should  see  you  only 
for  hours." 

"  I  hope  I  may  return,"  said  Coningsby, 
"  and  that  Millbank  may  be  here  to  welcome 
me ;  but  I  hope  I  may  be  permitted  to  return 
evea  if  he  be  not." 

But  there  was  no  reply  j  and  soon  after,  Mr. 
Millbank  talking  of  the  American  market,  and 
Coningsby  helping  himself  to  a  glass  of  claret, 
the  daughter  of  the  Saxon,  looking  at  her  father,         I 
rose  and  left   the   room,  so  suddenly  and  so        ] 
quickly  that  Coningsby  could  scarcely  gain  the        ] 
door. 

"Yes,"  said  Millbank,  filling  his  glass,  and 
pursuing  some  previous  observations,  "all  that 
we  want  in  this  country  is  to  be  masters  of  our 
own  industry  ;  but  Saxon  industry  and  Norman  J 
manners  never  will  agree ;  and  some  day,  Mr. 
Coningsby,  you  will  find  that  out." 

"But  what  do  you  mean  by  Norman  man- 
ners?" inquired  Coningsby. 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Forest  of  Rossen- 
dale?"  said  Millbank.  "If  you  were  staying 
here,  you  should  visit  the  district.  It  in  an  area 
of  twenty-four  square  miles.  It  was  disforested 
in  the  early  part  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
essing  at  that  time  eighty  inhabitants.    lU 
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rental  in  James  the  First's  time  was  i 
When  the  woollen  manufacture  was  introduced 
into  the  north,  the  shuttle  competed  with  the 
plough  in  Rossendale,  and  about  forty  years 
ago  we  sent  them  the  Jenny.  The  eighty  souls 
are  now  increased  to  upwards  of  eighty  thousand, 
and  the  rental  of  the  forest,  hy  the  last  county 
assessment,  amounts  to  more  than  S0)0oo'-t 
41,000  per  cent,  on  the  value  in  the  reign  of 
James  I.  Now  I  call  that  an  instance  of  Saiton 
industry  competing  successfully  with  Norman 
manners." 

"Exactly,"  said  Coningsby,  "but  those  n 
ners  are  gone." 

"  From  Rossendale,"  said  Millbank,  with  a 
grim  smile;  "but  not  from  England." 

"Where  do  you  meet  them?" 

"  Meet  them  !  In  every  place,  at  every  hour ; 
and  feel  them,  too,  in  every  transaction  of  life," 

1"  I  know,  sir,  from  your  son,"  said  Coningsby,    I 
inquiringly,  "that  you  are  opposed  to  an  aris- 
tocracy." 

"No,  I  am  not.  I  am  for  an  aristocracy; 
but  a  real  one,  a  natural  one," 

"  But,  sir,  is  not  the  aristocracy  of  England,* 
said  Coningsby,  "a  real  one?  Vou  do  not  c 
found  our  peerage,  for  example,  with  the  de- 
graded patricians  of  the  Continent." 

"  Hum  ! "  said  Millbank.  "  I  do  not  under- 
stand how  an  aristocracy  can  exist,  unless  it  bd 
distinguished  by  some  quality  which  no  othei! 
class  of  the  community  possesses.  Distinction 
is  the  basis  of  aristocracy.  If  you  permit  only| 
Qne  class  of   the  population,  for  example,  to 
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bear  arms,  they  are  an  aristocracy ;  not  one 
much  to  my  taste ;  but  still  a  great  fact.  That, 
however,  is  not  the  characteristic  of  the  English 
peerage.  1  have  yet  to  learn  they  are  richer 
than  we  are,  better  informed,  wiser,  or  more 
distinguished  for  public  or  private  virtue.  '.  Is  it 
OOt  monstrous,  then,  that  a  small  number  of 

R  several  of  whom  take  the  titles  of  Duke 
Marl  from  towns  in  this  very  neighbour- 
t,  towns  which  they  never  saw,  which  never 
1  of  them,  which  they  did  not  form,  or 
[,  or  establish,  1 1  say,  is  it  not  monstrous, 
that  individuals  so  circumstanced,' should  be  in- 
vested with  the  highest  of  conceivable  privileges, 
the  privilege  of  making  laws?  Dukes  and 
Earls  indeed !  I  say  there  is  nothing  in  a 
masquerade  more  ridiculous." 

"But  do  you  not  argue  from  an  exception, 
sir  ? "  said  Coningsby.  "  The  question  is, 
whether  a  preponderance  of  the  aristocratic 
principle  in  a  political  constitution  be,  as  I 
believe,  conducive  to  the  stability  and  perma- 
nent power  of  a  State ;  and  whether  the  peerage, 
as  established  in  England,  generally  tends  to 
that  end?  We  must  not  forget  in  such  an 
estimate  the  influence  which,  in  this  country,  is 
exercised  over  opinion  by  ancient  lineage." 

"  Ancient  lineage  ! "  said  Mr.  Millbank ;  "  I 
never  heard  of  a  peer  with  an  ancient  lineage. 
vThe  real  old  families  of  this  country  are  to  be 
found  among  the  peasantry ;  the  gentry,  too,  may 
lay  some  claim  to  old  blood.  1 1  can  point  you 
out  Saxon  families  in  this  county  who  can  trace 
their  pedigrees  beyond  the  Conquest;  1  Vno'v 
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of  some  Norman  gentlemen  whose  fathers  un-  J 
doubtedly  came  over  with  the  Conqueror, 
a  peer  with  an  ancient  lineage  is  to  me  quite 
a  novelty.  No,  no ;  the  thirty  years  of  the  wars 
of  the  Roses  freed  us  from  those  gentlemen.  I 
take  it,  after  the  battle  of  Tewkesbury,  a  NormaD' 
baron  was  almost  as  rare  a  being  in  England  aa 
a  wolf  is  now." 

"  I  have  always  understood,"  said  Coningsby,- 
"that  our  peerage  was  the  finest  in  Europe." 

"From  themselves,"  said  Millbank,  "and; 
the  heralds  they  pay  to  paint  their  carriages. 
But  I  go  to  facts.  When  Henry  VII.  called' 
his  first  Parliament,  there  were  only  twenly-" 
nine  temporal  peers  to  be  found,  and  eveo'' 
some  of  them  took  their  seals  illegally,  for  thej' 
had  been  attainted.  Of  those  twenty-nine  noiE' 
five  remain,  and  they,  as  the  Howards  for 
instance,  are  not  Norman  nobility.  |(We  owe* 
the  English  peerage  to  three  sources :  the" 
spoliation  of  the  Church  ;  the  open  and  flagrant 
sale  of  its  honours  by  the  elder  Stuarts ;  and' 
the  borough m on gering  of  our  own  times.^Thostf 
are  the  three  main  sources  of  the  existing  pee^ 
age  of  England,  and  in  my  opinion  dlsgracefiU 
ones.  But  I  must  apologise  for  my  frankness 
in  thus  speaking  to  an  aristocrat." 

"Oh,  by  no  means,  sir,  I  like  discussion. 
Your  son  and  myself  at  Eton  have  had  som& 
encounters  of  this  kind  before.  But  if  youii 
view  of  the  case  be  correct,"  added  Coningsbyf 
smiling,  "you  cannot  at  any  rate  accuse  our 
present  peers  of  Norman  manners." 

"Fes,  I  do:  they  ado^Xed  ^o^TOaa  Toajnnei 
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while  they  usurped  Norman  titles.  They  have 
neither  the  right  of  the  Normans,  nor  do  they 
fulfil  the  duty  of  the  Normans :  they  did  not 
conquer  the  land,  and  they  do  not  defend  it." 

/'And  where  will  you  find  your  natural 
amtocracy?"  asked  Coningsby. 

"Among  those  men  whom  a  nation  recog- 
■    nises  as  the  most  eminent  for  virtue,  t^nts, 
and   property,  and,  if  you   please,   birth  and 
Standing   in    the   land.     They  guide   opinion ; 
and,  therefore,  they  govern.  ■.  I  am  no  leveller  i>^ 
I   look  upon  an    artificial  equality  as    equally  f\ 
pernicious  with  a  factitious  aristocracy ;  both 
depressing  the  energies,  and  checking  the  enter- 
prise of  a  nation.     I  tike  man  to  he  free,  really  ] 
free  :  free  in  his  industry  as  well  as  his  body. 
What  is  the  use  of  Habeas  Corpus,  if  a  man 
may   not   use   his    hands  ivhen   he    is   out    of 
prison  ?  " 

"  But  it  appears  to  me  you  have,  in  a  great 
measure,  this  natural  aristocracy  in  England." 

"Ah,  to  be  sure!  If  we  had  not,  where 
should  we  be  ?  It  is  the  counteracting  power 
that  saves  us,  the  disturbing  cause  in  the 
calculations  of  short-sighted  selfishness.  I  say 
it  now,  and  I  have  said  it  a  hundred  times, Uhe 
House  of  Commons  is  a  more  aristocratic  body 
than  the  House  of  Lords.  The  fact  is,  a  great 
peer  would  be  a  greater  man  now  in  the  House 
of  Commons  than  in  the  House  of  Lords. i 
Nobody  wants  a  second  chamber,  except  a  few 
disreputable  individuals.  It  is  a  valuable  in- 
stitution for  any  member  of  it  who  has  no  dis- 
tinction, neither  character,  talents,  t\ot  e.5\aXt. 
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But  a  peer,  who  possesses  all  or  any  of  these, 
great  qualifications,  would  find  himself  an 
measurably  more  important  personage  in  whal^ 
by  way  of  jest,  they  call  the  Lower  House.'' 

"  Is  not  the  revising  wisdom  of  a  senate  a 
salutary  check  on  the  precipitation  of  a  popular 
assembly  ?  " 

"  Why  should  a  popular  assembly,  elected 
the  flower  of  a  nation,  be  precipitate?  If  pre 
cipitate,  what  senate  could  stay  an  assembly  sch 
chosen?  No,  no,  no  !  the  thing  has  been  tried, 
over  and  over  again ;  the  idea  of  restraining  thei 
powerful  by  the  weak  is  an  absurdity;  the 
question  is  settled.  If  we  wanted  a  fresh  illus- 
tration, we  need  only  look  to  the  present  stala 
of  our  own  House  of  Lords.  It  originates 
nothing;  It  has,  in  fact,  announced  itself  as  a 
mere  Court  of  Registration  of  the  decrees  of 
your  House  of  Commons ;  and  if  by  any  chance 
it  ventures  to  alter  some  miserable  detail  in  a 
clause  of  a  bill  that  excites  public  interest, 
what  a  clatter  through  the  country,  ai  Con- 
servative banquets  got  up  by  the  rural  attorneys, 
about  the  power,  authority,  and  independence 
of  the  House  of  Lords ;  nine  times  nine,  and 
one  cheer  more !  No,  sir,  you  may  make 
aristocracies  by  laws;  you  can  only  maintain 
them  by  manners.  The  manners  of  England 
preserve  it  from  its  laws.  And  they  have  sub- 
stituted for  our  formal  aristocracy  an  essential 
aristocracy;  the  government  of  those  who  are 
distinguished  by  their  fellow-citizens." 

"  But  then  it  would  appear,"  said  Coningsby, 
"that  the  remedial  action  of  our  manners  has 
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ed  all  the  political  and  social  evils  of 
which  you  complain?" 

"They  have  created  a  power  that  may  rerooye 
'  them  ;  a  power  that  has  the  capacity  to  remove 
I  them.  But  in  a  great  measure  they  still  exist, 
[  and  must  exist  yet,  I  fear,  for  a  long  time. 
I  The  growth  of  our  civilisation  has  ever  been 
I'  as  slow  as  our  oaks ;  but  this  tardy  develop- 
'  ment  is  preferable  to  the  temporary  expansion 
of  the  gourd." 

"The  future  seems  to  me  sometimes  a  dark 
cloud." 

"Not  to  roe,"  said  Mr.  Millbank.  "I  am 
sanguiue ;  I  am  the  Disciple  of  Progress.  But 
I  have  cause  for  my  faith.  I  have  witnessed 
advance.  My  father  has  often  told  me  that  in 
his  early  days  the  displeasure  of  a  peer  of 
England  was  like  a  sentence  of  death  to  a  man. 
Why  it  was  esteemed  a  great  concession  to 
public  opinion,  so  late  as  the  reign  of  George  11.,  ' 
that  Lord  Ferrars  should  be  executed  for  murder. 
The  king  of  a  new  dynasty,  who  wished  to  be  I 
popular  with  the  people,  insisted  on  it,  and  ' 
even  then  he  was  hanged  with  a  silken  cord. 
At  any  rate  we  may  defend  ourselves  now," 
continued  Mr.  Millbank,  "and,  perhaps,  do  | 
something  more.  I  defy  any  peer  to  crush  me, 
though  there  is  one  who  would  be  very  glad  to 
do  it.  No  more  of  that ;  I  am  very  happy  to 
see  you  at  Millbank,  very  happy  to  make  your 
acquaintance,"  he  continued,  with  some  emotion, 
"and  not  merely  because  you  are  my  son's 
I    '^nend  and  more  than  friend."  \ 

^J^raw  walls  of  the  dining-room  Vfete  tcw^^ 
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with  pictures  of  great  merit,  all  of  the  aiodem 
English  school.  Mr.  Millbank  understood  no 
other,  he  was  wont  to  say !  and  he  found  that 
many  of  his  friends  who  did,  bought  a  great 
many  pleasing  pictures  that  were  copies,  and' 
many  originals  that  were  very  displeasing.  H«. 
loved  a  fine  free  landscape  by  Lee,  that  gave 
him  the  broad  plains,  the  green  lanes,  and! 
running  streams  of  his  own  land ;  a  group,  of 
animals  by  Landseer,  as  full  of  speech  mA, 
sentiment  as  if  they  were  designed  by  ^sopj, 
above  all,  he  delighted  in  the  household  humoiii^ 
and  homely  pathos  of  Wilkie.  And  if  a  higher 
tone  of  imagination  pleased  him,  he  could 
gratify  it  without  difficulty  among  his  favourite 
masters.  He  possessed  some  specimens  of  Ettj 
worthy  of  Venice  when  it  was  alive ;  he  coul4 
muse  amid  the  twilight  ruins  of  ancient  citiefi 
raised  by  the  magic  pencil  of  Danby,  or  ace 
pany  a  group  of  fair  Neapolitans  to  a  festival 
by  the  genial  aid  of  Uwins. 

Opposite  Coningsby  was  a  portrait,  whicb 
had  greatly  attracted  his  attention  during  tha 
whole  dinner.  It  represented  a  woman,  young 
and  of  a  rare  beauty.  The  costume  was  of  that 
classical  character  prevalent  in  this  country 
before  the  general  peace ;  a  blue  ribbon  bounft 
together  as  a  fillet  her  clustering  chestnut  curl*. 
The  face  was  looking  out  of  the  canvas,  ana 
Coningsby  never  raised  his  eyes  without  catch* 
ing  its  glance  of  blended  vivacity  and  tendemess* 

There  are  moments  when  our  sensibility  it 
affected  by  circumstances  of  a  trivial  character^ 
/t  seems  a  fantastic  emotion,  hut  the  gaze  of 
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this  picture  disturbed  the  serenity  of  Coningsby. 
He  endeavoured  sometimes  to  avoid  looking  at 
it,  but  it  irresistibly  attracted  him.  More  than 
once  during  dinner  he  longed  to  inquire  whom 
it  represented;  but  it  is  a  delicate  subject  to 
ask  questions  about  portraits,  and  he  refrained. 
Still,  when  he  was  rising  to  leave  the  room,  the 
impulse  was  irresistible.  He  said  to  Mr.  Mill- 
bank,  "By  whom  is  that  portrait,  sir?" 

The  countenance  of  Millbank  became  dis- 
turbed ;  it  was  not  an  expression  of  tender 
reminiscence  that  fell  upon  his  features.  On 
the  contraiy,  the  expression  was  agitated,  almost 
angry. 

"Oh!  that  is  by  a  country  artist,"  he  said, 
"  of  whom  you  never  heard,"  and  moved  away, 

They  found  Miss  Millbank  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  she  was  seated  at  a  round  table  covered 
with  working  materials,  apparently  dressing  a 
doll. 

"  Nay,"  thought  Coningsby,  "she  must  be  too 
old  for  that." 

He  addressed  her,  and  seated  himself  by  her 
side.  There  were  several  dolls  on  the  table, 
but  he  discovered,  on  examination,  that  they 
were  pincushions;  and  elicited,  with  some 
difficulty,  that  they  were  making  for  a  fancy 
fair  about  to  be  held  in  aid  of  that  excellent 
institution,  the  Manchester  Athenaium.  Then 
the  father  came  up  and  said, 

"My  child,  let  us  have  some  lea;"  and 
she  rose  and  seated  herself  at  the  lea-table. 
Coningsby  also  quitted  his  seat,  and  surveyed 
the  apartment. 
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There  were  several  musical  instruments; 
among  others,  he  observed  a  guitar ;  not  such 
an  instrument  as  one  buys  in  a  music  shop,  bet 
such  an  one  as  tinkles  at  Seville,  a  genuine 
Spanish  guitar.  Coningsby  repaired  to  the  tea- 
table. 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  are  fond  of  music.  Miss 
Millbank." 

A  blush  and  a  bow. 

"  I  hope  after  tea  you  will  be  so  kind  as  ti 
touch  the  guitar." 

Signals  of  great  distress. 

"  Were  you  ever  at  Birmingham  ? " 

"Yes:"  a  sigh. 

"What  a  splendid  music-hall !  They  should 
build  one  at  Manchester." 

"They  ought,"  in  a  whisper. 

The  tea-tray  was  removed;  Coningsby  was 
conversing  with  Mr.  Millbank,  who  was  asking 
him  questions  about  his  son ;  what  he  thought 
of  Oxford;  what  he  thought  of  Oriel;  should 
himself  have   preferred    Cambridge ;    but  had 
consulted  a  friend,  an   Oriel  man,  who  had  a 
great  opinion  of  Oriel ;  and  Oswald's  name  had 
been   entered   some   years    back.       He  rathe?.J 
regretted   it   now ;    but   the    thing   was 
Coningsby,  remembering   the    promise  of  thttfl 
guitar,  turned  round  to  claim  its  fulfilment,  bul 
the  singer  had  made  her  escape.    Time  elapsedt'l 
and  no  Miss  Millbank  reappeared.     Coningsbjir 
looked  at  his  watch ;  he  had  to  go  three  miles 
to  the  train,  which  started,  as  his  friend  of  thi 
previous  night  would  phrase  it,  at  9.45. 

"I  should  be  happy  if  you  remained  with 
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us,"  said  Mr,  MiUbank;  "but  as  you  say  it 
is  out  of  your  power,  m  this  age  of  punctual 
travelling  a  host  is  bound  to  speed  the  parting 
guest.     The  carriage  is  ready  for  you." 

"FareweO,  then,  sir.  You  must  make  my 
adieux  to  Miss  Millbank,  and  accept  my  thanks 
for  your  great  kindness." 

"  Farewell,  Mr.  Coningsby,"  said  his  host, 
taking  his  hand,  which  he  retained  for  a  moment, 
as  if  he  would  say  more.  Then  leaving  it,  he 
repealed  with  a  somewhat  wandering  air,  and  in 
a  voice  of  emotion,  "Farewell,  farewell,  Mr. 
Coningsby." 

CHAPTER  V 

Towards  the  end  of  the  session  of  1S36,  the 
hopes  of  the  Conservative  party  were  again 
in  the  ascendant.  The  Tadpoles  and  the  Tapers 
had  infused  such  enthusiasm  into  all  the  country 
attorneys,  who,  in  their  turn,  had  so  bedeviled 
the  registration,  that  it  was  whispered  in  the 
utmost  confidence,  but  as  a  flagrant  truth,  that 
Reaction  was  at  length  "a  great  fact,"  All  that 
was  required  was  the  opportunity;  but  as  the 
existing  parliament  was  not  two  years  old,  and 
the  government  had  an  excellent  working 
majority,  it  seemed  that  the  occasion  could 
scarcely  be  furnished.  Under  these  drcum- 
staDces,  the  backstairs  politicians,  not  content 
with  having  by  their  premature  movements 
already  seriously  damaged  the  career  of  their 
'er,  to  whom  in  public  they  pretended,  tq^' 
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devoted,  began  weaving  again  their  old  intrigues 
about  the  court,  and  not  without  effect. 

It  was  said  that  the  royal  ear  lent  itself  with 
no  marked  repugnance  to  suggestions  which 
might  rid  the  sovereign  of  ministers,  who,  after 
all,  were  the  ministers  not  of  his  choice,  but 
of  his  necessity.  But  William  IV,,  after  two 
failures  in  a  similar  attempt,  after  his  respective 
embarrassing  interviews  ivith  Lord  Grey  and 
Lord  Melbourne,  on  their  return  to  office  in 
1832  and  1835,  was  resolved  never  to  make' 
another  move  unless  it  were  a  checkmate.  The' 
king,  therefore,  listened  and  smiled,  and  loved 
to  talk  to  his  favourites  of  his  private  feelings 
and  secret  hopes ;  the  first  outraged,  the  second 
cherished ;  and  a  little  of  these  revelations  of 
royalty  was  distilled  to  great  personages,  who  in 
their  turn  spoke  hypothelically  to  their  hangers 
on  of  royal  dispositions,  and  possible  contirf- 
gencies,  while  the  hangers-on  and  go-belweai^ 
in  their  turn,  looked  more  than  they  expressed,! 
took  county  members  by  the  button  into  * 
comer,  and  advised,  as  friends,  the  represenla^ 
tives  of  boroughs  to  look  sharply  after  the  next 
registration. 

Lord  Monmouth,  who  was  never  greater  thaiT 
in  adversity,  and  whose  favourite  excitement 
was  to  aim  at  the  impossible,  had  never  beerf 
more  resolved  on  a  Dukedom  than  when  th(i 
Reform  Act  deprived  him  of  the  twelve  vote* 
which  he  had  accumulated  to  attain  that  objectr 
While  all  his  companions  in  discomfiture  wertj 
bewailing  their  irretrievable  overthrow,  Lord 
Monmouth   became  almost   a  convert   to    the 
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private  end.  Three  hungry  Jawster  Sharps,  hia 
hopeful  sons,  had  all  become  commissioners  of 
one  thing  or  another ;  temporary  appointmeirts 
with  interminable  duties;  a  low-church  son-' 
law  found  himself  comfortabl)  seated  ili 
chancellor's  living ;  and  several  cousins  a 
nephews  were  busy  in  the  Excise.  But  Javfster 
Sharp  himself  was  as  pure  as  Cato.  He  had 
always  said  he  would  never  touch  the  public 
money,  and  he  had  kept  his  word.  It  was 
an  understood  thing  that  Jawster  Sharp  was 
never  to  show  his  face  again  on  the  hustings  of 
Darlford;  the  Liberal  party  was  determined 
to  be  represented  in  future  by  a  man  of  station, 
substance,  character,  a  true  Reformer,  but  one 
who  wanted  nothing  for  himself,  and  therefore. 
might,  if  needful,  get  something  for  them.  They 
were  looking  out  for  such  a  man,  but  were  in> 
no  hurry.  The  seat  was  looked  upon  as  a  good' 
thing;  a  contest  certainly,  every  place  is  con* 
tested  now,  but  as  certainly  a  large  majority. 
Notwithstanding  all  this  confidence,  however; 
Reaction  or  Registration,  or  some  other  mysti- 
fication, had  produced  effects  even  in  this 
creature  of  the  Reform  Bill,  the  good  Borough 
of  Darlford.  The  borough  that  out  of  gratitude 
to  Lord  Grey  returned  a  jobbing  shopkeepefc 
twice  to  Parliament  as  its  representative  with-' 
out  a  contest,  had  now  a  Conservative  Assoda- 
tion,  with  a  banker  for  its  chairman,  and  a 
brewer  for  its  vice-president,  and  four  sharp 
lawyers  nibbing  their  pens,  noting  their  memo- 
randum-books, and  assuring  their  neighboursj 
yith    »   coiaoliag  and  «)ial '        ~  ' 
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"  Property  must  (ell  in  the  long  run."  Whispers 
also  were  about,  that  when  the  proper  time 
arrived,  a  Conservative  candidate  would  cer- 
tainly have  the  honour  of  addressing  the  electors. 
No  aame  mentioned,  but  it  was  not  concealed 
that  he  was  to  be  of  no  ordinary  calibre ;  ft 
tried  man,  a  distinguished  individual,  who  had 
already  fought  the  battle  of  the  constitution, 
and  served  his  country  in  eminent  posts ; 
honoured  by  the  nation,  favoured  by  his  sove- 
reign. These  important  and  encouraging  in- 
timations were  ably  diffused  in  the  columns 
of  the  Conservative  journal,  and  in  a.  style 
which,  from  its  high  tone,  evidently  indicated  no 
ordinary  source  and  no  common  pen.  Indeed, 
there  appeared  occasionally  in  this  paper, 
articles  written  with  such  unusual  vigour,  that 
the  proprietors  of  the  Liberal  journal  almost 
felt  tie  necessity  of  getting  some  eminent  hand 
down  from  town  to  compete  with  them.  It  was 
impossible  that  they  could  emanate  from  the 
rival  Editor,  They  knew  well  the  length  of 
their  brother's  tether.  Had  they  been  more 
versant  in  the  periodical  literature  of  the  day, 
they  might  in  this  "  slashing  "  style  have  caught 
p^haps  a  glimpse  of  the  future  candidate  for 
their  borough,  the  Right  Honourable  Nicholas 
Rigby. 

Lord  Monmouth,  though  he  had  been  absent 
from  England  since  1832,  had  obtained  firom 
his  vigilant  correspondent  a  current  knowledge 
of  all  that  had  occurred  in  the  interval :  ail  the 
hopes,  fears,  plans,  prospects,  manffiuvres,  and 
mschinations i    their  rise  and  fall;   how  some 
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had  bloomed,  others  were  blighted  ;  not  a  shade  I 
of  reaction  that  was  not  represented  to  him;  I 
not  the  possibility  of  an  adhesion  that  was  not  I 
duly  reported ;  he  could  calculate  at  Naples  at  | 
any  time,  within  ten,  the  result  of  a  dissolution,  I 
The  season  of  the  year  had  prevented  him  i 
crossing  the  Alps  in  1834,  and  after  the  general 
election  he  was  loo  shrewd  a  practiser  in  the 
political  world  to  be  deceived  as  to  the  ultimate 
result.  Lord  Eskdale,  in  whose  judgment  he 
had  more  confidence  than  in  that  of  any  indi- 
vidual, had  told  him  from  the  first  that  the  pear 
was  not  ripe ;  Rigby,  who  always  hedged  against 
his  interest  by  the  fulfilment  of  his  prophecy  of 
irremediahle  discomfiture,  was  never  very  san- 
guine. Indeed,  the  whole  affair  was  always 
considered  premature  by  the  good  judges ;  and 
a  long  time  elapsed  before  Tadpole  and  Taper 
recovered  their  secret  influence,  or  resumed 
their  ostentatious  loquacity,  or  their  silent  ii 
science. 

The  pear,  however,  was  now  ripe.  Even 
Lord  Eskdale  wrote  that  after  the  forthcoming 
registration  a  bet  was  safe,  and  Lord  Monmouth 
had  the  satisfaction  of  drawing  the  Whig  Minis- 
ter at  Naples  into  a  cool  thousand  on  the  eventi 
Soon  after  this  he  returned  to  England,  and' 
determined  to  pay  a  visit  to  Coningsby  Castle, 
feast  the  county,  patronise  the  borough,  diSvse 
that  confidence  in  the  party  which  his  presence 
never  failed  to  do ;  so  great  and  so  just  was  the 
reliance  in  his  unerring  powers  of  calculation 
and  his  intrepid  pluck.  Notwithstanding 
Schedule  A,  the  prestige  of  his  power  had  not 
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sensibly  diminished,  for  his  essential  resources 
were  vast,  and  his  intellect  always  made  the 
most  of  his  influence. 

True,  however,  to  his  organisation.  Lord 
Monmouth,  even  to  save  his  party  and  gain  his 
dukedom,  must  not  be  bored.  He,  therefore, 
filled  his  castle  with  the  roost  agreeable  people 
from  London,  and  even  secured  for  their  diver- 
sion a  little  troop  of  French  comedians.  Thus 
supported,  he  received  his  neighbours  with  all 
the  splendour  befitting  his  immense  wealth  and 
great  position,  and  with  one  charm  which  even 
immense  wealth  and  great  position  cannot  com- 
mand, the  most  perfect  manner  in  the  world. 
Indeed,  Lord  Monmouth  was  one  of  the  most 
finished  gentlemen  thai  ever  lived ;  and  as  he 
was  good-natured,  and  for  a  selfish  man  even 
good-humoured,  there  was  rarely  a  cloud  of 
caprice  or  ill-temper  to  prevent  his  fine  manners 
having  their  fair  play.  The  country  neighbours 
were  all  fascinated ;  they  were  received  with  so 
much  dignity  and  dismissed  with  so  much 
grace.  Nobody  would  believe  a  word  of  the 
stories  against  him.  Had  he  lived  all  his  life 
at  Coningsby,  fulfilled  every  duty  of  a  great 
English  nobleman,  benefited  the  county,  loaded 
the  inhabitants  with  favours,  he  would  not  have 
been  half  so  popular  as  he  found  himself  within 
a  fortnight  of  his  arrival  with  the  worst  county 
reputation  conceivable,  and  every  little  sqnire 
vowing  that  he  would  not  even  leave  hii  naiM 
at  the  Castle  to  show  his  respect. 

Lord  Monmouth,  whose  contempt  tot  man- 
kind was  absolute ;  not  a  fluctuating  aen<wnfc-,r«., 
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not  a  mournful  conviction,  ebbing  and  flowing 
with  circumstances,  but  a  fixed,  profound,  un- 
alterable instinct;  who  never  loved  any  one, 
and  never  hated  any  one  except  his  own  chil- 
dren; was  diverted  by  his  popularity,  but  be 
was  also  gratified  by  it.  At  this  moment  it  was 
a  great  element  of  power ;  he  was  proud  that, 
with  a  vicious  character,  after  having  treated 
these  people  with  unprecedented  neglect  and 
contumely,  he  should  have  won  back  their 
golden  opinions  in  a  moment  by  the  magic 
of  manner  and  the  splendour  of  wealth.  His 
experience  proved  the  soundness  of  his  philo- 
sophy. 

Lord  Monmouth  worshipped  gold,  though, 
if  necessary,  he  could  squander  it  like  a  caliph. 
He  had  even  a  respect  for  very  rich  men ;  it 
was  his  only  weakness,  the  only  exception  to 
his  general  scorn  for  his  species.  Wit,  power, 
particular  friendships,  general  popularity,  public 
opinion,  beauty,  genius,  virtue,  all  tbese  are 
to  be  purchased  ;  but  it  does  not  follow  that 
you  can  buy  a  rich  man  :  you  may  not  be  able 
or  willing  to  spare  enough.  A  person  or  a 
thing  that  you  perhaps  could  not  buy,  became 
invested,  in  the  eyes  of  Lord  Monmouth,  with 
a  kind  of  halo  amounting  almost  to  sanctity. 

As  the  prey  rose  to  the  bait,  Lord  Monmouth 
resolved  they  should  be  gorged.  His  banquets 
were  doubled ;  a  ball  was  announced ;  a  public 
day  fixed ;  not  only  the  county,  but  the  princi- 
pal inhabitants  of  the  neighbouring  borough, 
were  encouraged  to  attend ;  Lord  Monmouth 
wished  it,  if  possible,  to  be  without  distinction 
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jof  party.  He  had  come  to  reside  among  his 
fold  friends,  to  live  and  die  where  he  was  born. 
[The  Chairman  of  the  Conservative  Association 
land  the  Vice-President  exchanged  glances, 
i«hich  would  have  become  Tadpole  and  Taper ; 
'the  four  attorneys  nibbed  their  pens  with  in- 
■preased  energy,  and  vowed  that  nothing  could 
withstand  the  influence  of  the  aristocracy  "in 
the  long  run."  All  went  and  dined  at  the 
Castle;  all  returned  home  overpowered  by  the 
condescension  of  the  host,  the  beauty  of  the 
ladies,  several  real  Princesses,  the  splendour 
ftf  his  liveries,  the  variety  of  his  viands,  and  the 
flavour  of  his  wines.  It  was  agreed  that  at 
future  meetings  of  the  Conservative  Association, 
khey  should  always  give  "  Lord  Monmouth  and 
the  House  of  Lords ! "  superseding  the  Duke  of 
Wellington,  who  was  to  figure  in  an  after-toast 
with  the  Battle  of  Waterloo. 

It  was  not  without  emotion  that  Coningshy 
beheld  for  the  first  time  the  castle  that  bore  his 
iiame.  It  was  visible  for  several  miles  before 
he  even  entered  the  park,  so  proud  and  pro- 
minent was  its  position,  on  the  richly-wooded 
steep  of  a  considerable  eminence.  It  was  a 
castellated  building,  immense  and  magnificent, 
ia  a  faulty  and  incongruous  style  of  architecture, 
Indeed,  but  compensating  in  some  degree  for 
Ifaese  deficiencies  of  external  taste  and  beauty 
by  the  splendour  and  accommodation  of  its 
pterior,  and  which  a  Gothic  castle,  raised 
according  to  the  strict  rules  of  art,  could 
scarcely  have  afforded,  The  declining  sun 
khrew  over  the  pile  a  rich  colour  as  Conlng^b^ 
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approached  it,  and  lit  up  with  fleeting  and 
fanciful  tints  the  delicate  foliage  of  the  rare 
shrubs  and  tall  thin  trees  that  clothed  the- 
acclivity  on  which  it  stood.  Our  young  friends 
felt  a  little  embarrassed  when,  without  a  servant 
and  in  a  hack  chaise,  he  drew  up  to  the  grand' 
portal,  and  a  crowd  of  retainers  came  forth 
to  receive  him.  A  superior  servant  inquired 
his  name  with  a  stately  composure  that  di^ 
dained  to  be  supercilious.  It  was  not  withoi^ 
some  degree  of  pride  and  satisfaction  that  thq 
guest  replied,  "Mr.  Coningsby."  The  insUl^ 
taneous  effect  was  magical.  It  seemed  to  Cow 
ingsby  that  he  was  borne  on  the  shoulders  0^ 
the  people  to  his  apartment ;  each  tried  to  can; 
gie  part  of  his  luggage ;  and  he  only  hope 
\  welcome  from  their  superiors  might  be  a 

CHAPTER   VI 

It  appeared  to  Coningsby  in  his  way  to  hi 
room,  that  the  Castle  was  in  a  state  of  grei 
excitemeot ;  everywhere  bustle,  preparalioi 
moving  to  and  fro,  ascending  and  descendii^ 
of  stairs,  servants  in  every  corner;  otdet 
boundlessly  given,  rapidly  obeyed  ;  many  de 
sires,  equal  gratification.  All  this  made  hin 
rather  nervous.  It  was  quite  unlike  Bean 
manoir.  That  also  was  a  palace,  but  it  was  i 
home.  This,  though  it  should  be  one  to  hinj 
seemed  to  have  nothing  of  that  character.  0 
all  mysteries  the  social  mysteries  are  the  n 
appalling.     Goii^  to  an  assembly  for  the  fir^ 
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time  is  more  alarming  than  the  first  battle. 
Coningsby  had  never  before  been  in  a  great 
house  full  of  company.  It  seemed  an  over- 
whelming affair.  The  sight  of  the  servants 
bewildered  him ;  how  then  was  he  to  encounter 
their  masters  ? 

That,  however,  he  must  do  in  a  moment.  A 
3  of  the  chambers  indicates  the  way  to 
as  he  proceeds  with  a  hesitating  yet 
led  step  through  several  ante-chambers  and 
ing-rooms ;  then  doors  are  suddenly  thrown 
and  he  is  ushered  into  the  largest  and 
sumptuous  saloon  that  he  had  ever 
It  was  full  of  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
/  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  was  at 
Lt  party.  His  immediate  emotion  was  to 
finto  the  earth  ;  but  perceiving  that  no  one 
'rioticed  him,  and  that  not  an  eye  had  been 
'  to  his  entrance,  he  regained  his  breath 
in  some  degree  his  composure,  and  stand- 
ide,  endeavoured  to  make  himself,  as  well 
could,  master  of  the  land, 
tot  a  human  being  that  he  had  ever  seen  . 
feefore!  The  circumstance  of  not  being  , 
noticed,  which  a  few  minutes  since  he  had  felt 
as  a  relief,  became  now  a  cause  of  annoyance. 
It  seemed  that  he  was  the  only  person  standing 
alone  whom  no  one  was  addressing.  He  felt 
renewed  and  aggravated  embarrassment,  and 
fancied,  perhaps  was  conscious,  that  he  was 
blushing.  At  length  his  ear  caught  the  voice 
of  Mr.  Rigby.  The  speaker  was  not  visible ; 
he  was  at  a  distance  surrounded  by  a  wondering 
""'■      whom  he  was  severally  and  coUectweVj 
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contradicting,  but  Coningsby  could  not  mistake 
those  harsh,  arrogant  tones.  He  was  not  sorry 
indeed  that  Mr,  Rigby  did  not  observe  him, 
Coningsby  never  loved  him  particularly,  which 
was  rather  ungrateful,  for  he  was  a  person  who 
had  been  kind,  and,  on  the  whole,  serviceabte 
to  htm ;  but  Coningsby  writhed,  especially  as 
he  grew  older,  under  Mr,  Rigby's  patronising 
air  and  paternal  tone.  Even  in  old  da] 
though  attentive,  Coningsby  had  never  founi 
him  affectionate.  Mr.  Rigby  would  tell  hii^ 
what  to  do  and  see,  but  never  asked  him  what 
he  wished  to  do  and  see.  It  seeraed  to  Coi 
ingsby  that  it  was  always  contrived  that 
should  appear  the  protfgi,  or  poor  relation, 
a  dependent  of  his  family.  These  feellngaii 
which  the  thought  of  Mr.  Rigby  had  revived 
caused  our  young  friend,  by  an  inevitably 
association  of  ideas,  to  remember  that,  ■■- 
known  and  unnoticed  as  he  might  be,  he 
the  only  Coningsby  in  that  proud  Castle,  exce] 
the  Lord  of  the  Castle  himself;  and  he  b^ 
to  be  rather  ashamed  of  permitting  a  sense 
his  inexperience  in  the  mere  forms  and  fashion 
of  society  so  to  oppress  him,  and  deprive  bini 
as  it  were,  of  the  spirit  and  carriage  which  b^ 
came  alike  his  character  and  bis  position.  Eoi 
boldened  and  greatly  restored  to  himself,  Coq 
ingsby  advanced  into  the  body  of  the  saloon. 
On  his  legs,  wearing  his  blue  ribbon  a] 
bending  his  head  frequently  to  a  lady  w! 
was  seated  on  a  sofa,  and  continually  addresset 
him,  Coningsby  recognised  bis  grandfiitbeB 
,lu)fd  Monmouth  was  somewhat  ibjjIdBSi 
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Ottr  years  ago,  when  he  had  come  down  to 
^ontem,  and  a  httle  more  portly  perhaps  ;  but 
otherwise  unchanged.  Lord  Monmouth  never 
wndescended  to  the  artifices  of  the  toilet,  and, 
ndeed,  notwithstanding  his  life  of  excess,  had 
ittle  need  of  them.  Nature  had  done  much 
or  him,  and  the  slow  progress  of  decay  was 
parried  off  by  his  consumniate  bearing.  He 
ooked,  indeed,  the  chieftain  of  a  house  of 
fhom  a  cadet  might  be  proud. 

For  Coningsby,  not  only  the  chief  of  his 
lOUse,  but  his  host  too.  In  either  capacity  he 
^ught  to  address  Lord  Monmouth.  To  sit 
lown  to  dinner  without  having  previously  paid 
lis  respects  to  his  grandfather,  to  whom  he 
ras  so  much  indebted,  and  whom  he  had  not 
ieen  for  so  many  years,  struck  him  not  only  as 
encourtly,  but  as  unkind  and  ungrateful,  and, 
indeed,  in  the  highest  degree  absurd.  But  how 
was  he  to  do  itP  Lord  Monmouth  seemed 
^eeply  engaged,  and  apparently  with  some  very 
great  lady.  And  if  Coningsby  advanced  and 
JTpwed,  in  all  probability  he  would  only  get  a 
bow  in  return.  He  remembered  the  bow  of 
bis  first  interview.  It  had  made  a  laslnng  im- 
pression on  bis  mind.  For  it  was  more  than 
Ukdy  Lord  Monmouth  would  not  recognise 
tim.  Four  years  had  not  sensibly  altered  Lord 
Monmouth,  but  four  years  had  changed  I^"y 
Coningsby  from  a  schoolboy  into  a  man.  Then 
^ov  was  he  to  make  himself  known  to  his 
enindfather?  To  announce  himself  as  Con- 
Wgsbjr,  as  his  Lordship's  grandson,  seemed 
IKjmewhat  ridiculous :    to   address   his  grand. 
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father  as  Lord  Monmouth  would  serve  aoM 
purpose :  to  style  Lord  Monmouth  "  grand-  ' 
father "  would  mak<;  every  one  laugh,  and 
seemed  stiff  and  unnatural.  What  was  he  to 
do?  To  fall  into  an  attitude  and  exclaim, 
"  Behold  your  grandchild  !  "  or,  "  Have  you 
forgotten  your  Harry?" 

Even  to  catch  Lord  Monmouth's  glance  «u 
not  an  easy  affair;  he  was  much  occupied  o  " 
one  side  by  the  great  lady,  on  the  other  wel 
several  gentlemen  who  occasionally  joined  i 
the  conversation.    But  something  must  be  donfi 

There  ran  through  Coningsby's  character,  a 
we  have  before  mentioned,  a  vein  of  simplicity 
which  was  not  its  least  charm.  It  resulted,  c 
doubt,  in  a  great  degree  from  the  eamestne 
of  his  nature.  There  never  was  a  boy  ! 
totally  devoid  of  affectation,  which  was  remarlt 
able,  for  he  had  a  brilliant  imagination,  ^^ 
quahty  that,  from  its  fantasies,  and  the  v^d 
and  indefinite  desires  it  engenders,  general! 
makes  those  whose  characters  are  not  formed 
affected.  The  Duchess,  who  was  a  fine  judge 
of  character,  and  who  greatly  regarded  Con- 
ingsby,  often  mentioned  this  trait  as  one  which, 
combined  with  his  great  abilities  and  acquire- 
ments so  unusual  at  his  age,  rendered  him  very 
interesting.  In  the  present  instance  it  ha|j 
pened  that,  while  Coningsby  was  watching  hi 
grandfather,  he  observed  a  gentleman  advaoM 
make  his  bow,  say  and  receive  a  few  words  a 
retire.  This  little  incident,  however,  madfl'i 
momentary  diversion  in  the  immediate  cittfle  0 
Lord  Monmouth,  and   before  they  could  si 
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theii  former  talk  and  fall  into  their 
f)reviou3  positions,  an  impulse  sent  forth  Cor- 
ingsby,  who  walked  up  to  Lord  Monmontb, 
and  standing  before  him,  said— 

"How  do  you  do,  grandpapa?" 

Lord  Monmouth  beheld  his  grandson.  His 
comprehensive  and  penetrating  glance  took  in 
every  point  with  a  flash.  There  stood  before 
bim  one  of  the  handsomest  youths  he  had  ever 
seen,  with  a  mien  as  graceful  as  his  countenance 
was  captivating;  and  his  whole  air  breathing 
that  freshness  and  ingenuousness  which  none 
GO  much  appreciates  as  the  used  man  of  the 
.world.  And  this  was  his  child  j  the  only  Qpe 
of  his  blood  to  whom  he  had  been  kind.  ,  II 
would  be  exaggeration  to  say  that  Lord  Mon- 
mouth's heart  was  touched  ;  but  his  goodnature 
effervesced,  and  his  fine  taste  was  deepjy 
gratified.  He  perceived  in  an  instant  such  a 
relation  might  be  a  valuable  adherent;  an 
irresistible  candidate  for  future  elections;  a 
.brilliant  tool  to  work  out  the  Dukedom.  Ail 
these  impressions  ai^d  ideas,  and  many  more, 
{)assed  through  the  quick  brain  of  Lord  Mon- 
, mouth  ere  the  sound  of  Coningsby's  words  had 
seemed  to  cease,  and  long  before  the  surround- 
ing guests  had  recovered  from  the  surprise 
'.which  they  had  occasioned  them,  and  which 
■<iid  not  diminish,  when  Lord  Monmouth, 
,advandng,  placed  his  arms  round  Coningsby 
»«rith  a  dignity  of  affection  that  would  have 
.Jieoome  Louis  XIV.,  and  then,  in  the  high 
tmannei  of  the  old  Court,  kissed  him  on  each 
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"  Welcome  to  your  home,"  said  Lord  Mon- 
mouth.    "  Vou  have  grown  a  great  deal," 

Then  Lord  Monmouth  led  the  agitated  Cot> 
ingsby  to  the  great  lady,  who  was  a  Princess  and 
an  Ambassadress,  and  then,  placing  his  arm 
gracefully  in  that  of  his  grandson,  he  led  hira' 
across  the  room,  and  presented  him  in  due  form 
to  some  royal  blood  that  was  his  guest,  in  thp 
shape  of  a  Russian  Grand-duke.  His  Imperii 
Highness  received  our  hero  as  graciously  as  th« 
grandson  of  Lord  Monmouth  might  expect ;  bi* 
no  greeting  can  be  imagined  warmer  than  the: 
one  he  received  from  the  lady  with  whom  tiiO 
Grand-duke  was  conversing.  She  was  a  danii 
whose  beauty  was  mature,  but  still  radiant.  He 
figure  was  superb ;  her  dark  hair  crowned  ynt\ 
a  tiara  of  curious  workmanship.  Her  rounde< 
arm  was  covered  with  costly  bracelets,  but  not  1 
jewel  on  her  finely  formed  bust,  and  the  leas 
fiossible  rouge  on  ber  still  oval  cheek.  Madaoi 
Colonna  retained  her  charms. 

The  party,  though  so  considerable,  prinapall 
consisted  of  the  guests  at  the  Castle.  Thesuii' 
of  the  Grand-duke  included  several  counts  an 
generals ;  then  there  were  the  Russian  An 
bassador  and  his  lady  ;  and  a  Russian  FriiH 
and  Princess,  their  relations.  The  Prince  an 
Princess  Colonna  and  the  Princess  Lucret 
were  also  paying  a  visit  to  the  Marquess ;  an 
the  frequency  of  these  visits  made  some  stnugb 
laced  magnificoes  mysteriously  declare  it  wi"^ 
impossible  to  go  to  Coningsby;  but  as  the 
were  not  asked,  it  did  not  much  signify.  Tb 
Marquess  knew  a  great  many  very  agreeabr^ 
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people  of  the  highest  Ion,  who  took  a  more 
liberal  view  of  huiiia.n  conduct,  and  always  made 
it  a  rule  to  presume  the  best  motives  instead  of 
imputing  the  worst.  There  was  Lady  St.  Julians, 
for  example,  whose  position  was  of  the  highest ; 
one  more  sought ;  she  made  it  a  rule  to  go 
everywhere  and  visit  everybody,  provided  they 
had  power,  wealth,  and  fashion.  She  knew  no 
crime  except  a  woman  not  living  with  her 
husband;  that  was  past  pardon.  So  long  as 
his  presence  sanctioned  her  conduct,  however 
shameless,  it  did  not  signify  ;  but  if  the  husband 
were  a  brute,  neglected  his  wife  first,  and  then 
deserted  her;  then,  if  a  breath  but  sullies  her 
name  she  must  be  crushed ;  unless,  indeed,  her 
own  family  were  very  powerful,  which  makes  a 
difference,  and  sometimes  softens  immorabty 
into  indiscretion. 

Lord  and  Lady  Gaverstock  were  also  there, 
who  never  said  an  unkind  thing  of  anybody ;  her 
ladyship  was  pure  as  snow  ;  but  her  mother 
having  been  divorced,  she  ever  fancied  she  was 
paying  a  kind  of  homage  to  her  parent,  by  visit- 
ing those  who  might  some  day  be  in  the  same 
predicament.  There  were  other  lords  and  ladies 
of  high  degree,  and  some  who,  though  neither 
lords  nor  ladies,  were  charming  people,  which 
Lord  Monmouth  chiefly  cared  about ;  troops  of 
fine  gentlemen  who  came  and  went ;  and  some 
who  were  neither  fine  nor  gentlemen,  but  who 
were  very  amusing  or  very  obliging,  as  circum- 
stances required,  and  made  hfeeasy  and  pleasant 
to  others  and  themselves. 

A  new  scene  this  for  Coningsby,  who  watched 
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with  interest  all  that  passed  before  him. 
dinner  was  announced  as  served  ;  an  affecCionaC 
arm  guides  him  at  a  moment  of  some  perplexil 
"  When  did  you  arrive,  Harry  ?  We  shall  1 
tf^ether.  How  is  the  Duchess  ? "  inquired  Mr, 
Rigby,  who  spoke  as  if  he  had  seen  Coningsby 
for  the  first  time  ;  but  who  indeed  had,  with  thai 
eye  which  nothing  could  escape,  observed  his 
reception  by  his  grandfather,  marked  it  well,  and 
inwardly  digested  it. 


CHAPTER    VII 

There  was  to  be  a  first  appearance  on  the  stage 
of  Lord  Monmouth's  theatre  to-night,  the  ex- 
pectation of  which  created  considerable  interest 
in  the  party,  and  was  one  of  the  principal  sub- 
jects of  conversation  at  dinner.  Villebecque, 
the  manager  of  the  troop,  had  married  the 
actress  Stella,  once  celebrated  for  her  genius  and 
her  beauty ;  a  woman  who  had  none  of  the  vices 
of  her  craft,  for,  though  she  was  a  fallen  angel, 
there  were  what  her  countrymen  styled  ex 
aiing  circumstances  in  her  declension.  WiA 
the  whole  world  at  her  feet,  she  had  remained 
unsullied.  Wealth  and  its  enjoyments  could  not 
tempt  her,  although  she  was  unable  to  refuse  het 
heart  to  one  whom  she  deemed  worthy  of  pos- 
sessing it.  She  found  her  fate  in  an  EngUshmati, 
who  was  the  father  of  her  only  child,  a  daughter: 
She  thought  she  had  met  in  him  a  hero,  a  demt: 
god,  a  being  of  deep  passion  and  original  an^ 
creative  mindj  but  he  was  only  a  voluptuary, 
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full  of  violence  instead  of  feeling,  and  eccentric, 
because  he  had  great  means  with  which  he  could 
gratify  extravagant  whims.  Stella  found  she  had 
made  the  great  and  irretrievable  mistake.  She 
had  exchanged  devotion  for  a  passionate  and 
evanescent  fancy,  prompted  at  first  by  vanity, 
and  daily  dissipating  under  the  influence  of 
custom  and  new  objects.  Though  not  stainless 
in  conduct,  Stella  was  pure  in  spirit.  She  re- 
quired that  devotion  which  she  had  yielded  ; 
and  she  separated  herself  from  the  being  to 
whom  she  had  made  the  most  precious  sacrifice. 
He  offered  her  the  consoling  compensation  of  a 
settlement,  which  she  refused  ;  and  she  returned 
with  a  broken  spirit  to  that  profession  of  which 
she  was  still  the  ornament  and  the  pride. 

The  animating  principle  of  her  career  was  her 
daughter,  whom  she  educated  with  a  solicitude 
which  the  most  virtuous  mother  could  not  sur- 
pass. To  preserve  her  from  the  stage,  and  to 
secure  for  her  an  independence,  were  the  objects 
of  her  mother's  life ;  but  nature  whispered  to  her, 
that  the  days  of  that  life  were  already  numbered. 
The  exertions  of  her  profession  had  alarmingly 
developed  an  inherent  tendency  to  pulmonary 
disease.  Anxious  that  her  child  should  not  be 
left  without  some  protector,  Stella  yielded  to  the 
repeated  solicitations  of  one  who  from  the  first 
had  been  her  silent  admirer,  and  she  married 
Villebecque,  a  clever  actor,  and  an  enterprising 
man  who  meant  to  be  something  more.  Their 
union  was  not  of  long  duration,  though  it  was 
happy  on  the  side  of  ViJlebecque,  and  serene  on 
that  of  his  wife.     Stella  was  recalled  from  t.b.\^ 
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world,  where  she  had  known  much  triumph  and 
more  suffering ;  and  where  she  had  exercised 
many  virtues,  which  elsewhere,  though  not  here, 
may  perhaps  be  accepted  as  some  palliatio 
one  great  error. 

ViUebecque  acted  becomingly  to  the  yout^ 
charge  which  Stella  had  bequeathed  to  him. 
He  was  himself,  as  we  have  intimated,  a  man  of 
enterprise,  a  restless  spirit,  not  content  to  move 
for  ever  in  the  sphere  in  which  he  was  bora. 
Vicissitudes  are  the  lot  of  such  aspirants.  Ville- 
becque  became  manager  of  a  small  theatre,  and 
made  money.  If  ViUebecque  without  a  soft 
had  been  a  schemer,  ViUebecque  with  a  smaH 
capital  was  the  very  Chevalier  Law  of  IheaCricsI' 
managers.  He  took  a  larger  theatre,  and  even 
that  succeeded.  Soon  he  was  recognised  as  [he 
lessee  of  more  than  one,  and  still  he  prospered 
ViUebecque  began  to  dabble  in  opera-houses. 
He  enthroned  himself  at  Paris ;  his  envoys  were 
heard  of  at  Milan  and  Naples,  at  Berlin  and  St 
Petersburg.  His  controversies  with  the  Conser- 
vatoire at  Paris  ranked  among  state  papen. 
ViUebecque  rolled  in  chariots  and  drove  cabrio- 
lets ;  ViUebecque  gave  refined  suppers  to  gteil 
nobles,  who  were  honoured  by  the  invitation; 
ViUebecque  wore  a  red  ribbon  in  the  buttott 
hole  of  his  frock,  and  more  than  one  cross  ir 
his  gala  dress. 

All  this  time  the  daughter  of  Stella  increased 
in  years  and  stature,  and  we  must  add  in  good 
ness:  a  mild,  soft-hearted  girl,  as  yet  with  no 
decided  character,  but  one  who  loved  calmness 
and  seemed  little  fitted  for  the  circle  in  which 
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she  found  herself.  In  timt  circle,  however,  she 
ever  experienced  kindness  and  consideration. 
No  enterprise  however  hazardous,  no  manage- 
ment however  complicated,  no  schemes  how- 
ever vast,  ever  for  a  moment  induced  ViUe- 
becque  to  forget  "  La  Petite."  If  only  for  one 
breathless  instant,  hardly  a  day  elapsed  but 
he  saw  her;  she  was  his  companion  in  all 
his  rapid  movements,  and  he  studied  every 
comfort  and  convenience  that  could  relieve  her 
delicate  frame  in  some  degree  from  the  in- 
convenience and  exhaustion  of  travel.  He  was 
proud  to  surround  her  with  luxury  and  refine- 
ment ;  to  supply  her  with  the  most  celebrated 
masters ;  to  gratify  every  wish  that  she  could 
express. 

But  all  this  time  Villebecque  was  dancing  on 
L  volcano.  The  catastrophe  which  inevitably 
}ccurs  in  the  career  of  all  great  speculators,  and 
especially  theatrical  ones,  arrived  to  him. 
Flushed  with  his  prosperity,  and  confident  in 
his  constant  success,  nothing  would  satisfy  bim 
but  universal  empire.  He  had  established  his 
despotism  at  Paris,  his  dynasties  at  Naples  and 
at  Milan ;  but  the  North  was  not  to  liim,  and 
he  was  determined  to  appropriate  it.  Berlin  fell 
before  a  successful  campaign,  though  a  costly 
one ;  but  St.  Petersburg  and  London  still 
remained.  Resolute  and  reckless,  nothing  de- 
terred Villebecque.  One  season  all  the  opera- 
houses  in  Europe  obeyed  his  nod,  and  at 
end  of  it  he  was  ruined.  The  crash  was  utter, 
universal,  overwhelming  ;  and  under  ordinary 
ciicumstances  a  French  bed  and  a  brasier 
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charcoal  alone  remained  for  Villebecque,  who 
was  equal  to  the  occasion.  But  the  thought" 
of  La  Petite  and  the  rem  em  h  ranee  of  his 
promise  to  Stella  deterred  him  from  the  deed. 
He  reviewed  his  position  in  a  spirit  becoming 
a  practical  philosopher.  Was  he  worse  off  than 
before  he  commenced  his  career?  Yes,  because 
he  was  older:  though  to  be  sure  he  had  his 
compensating  reminiscences,  But  was  he  loo 
old  to  do  anything?  At  forty-five  the  game 
was  not  altogether  up ;  and  in  a  large  theatre^ 
not  too  much  lighted,  and  mth  the  artifices  of  a 
dramatic  toilet,  he  might  still  be  able  success- 
fully  to  re-assume  those  characters  of  coxcombs 
and  muscadins,  in  which  he  was  once  so  cele- 
brated. Luxury  had  perhaps  a  little  too  much 
enlarged  his  waist,  but  diet  and  rehearsals  would 
set  all  right. 

Villebecque  in  their  adversity  broke  to  La 
Petite,  that  the  time  had  unfortunately  arrived! 
when  it  would  be  wise  for  her  to  consider  the 
iiiosl  effectual  means  for  turning  her  talents  and 
accomplishments  to  account.  He  himself  sug- 
gested the  stage,  to  which  otherwise  there  were. 
doubtless  objections,  because  her  occupation  in 
any  other  pursuit  would  necessarily  separate 
them  ;  but  he  impartially  placed  before  her  tho 
relative  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  every 
course  which  seemed  to  lie  open  to  them,  and 
left  the  preferable  one  to  her  own  decision.  La 
Petite,  who  had  wept  very  much  over  Ville^ 
becque's  misfortunes,  and  often  assured  him  that 
she  cared  for  them  only  for  his  sake,  decided 
for  the  sti^e,  solely  because  it  would  secun 


The  New  Generation  263 
their  not  being  parted ;  and  yet,  as  she  ofteo 
assured  him,  she  reared  she  had  no  predis- 
position for  the  career. 

Villebecque  had  now  not  only  to  fill  his  own 
parts  at  the  theatre  at  which  he  had  obtained 
an  engagement,  but  he  had  also  to  be  the 
instructor  of  his  ward.  It  was  a  life  of  toil ;  an 
addition  of  labour  and  eifort  that  need  scarcely 
have  been  made  to  the  exciting  exertion  of  per- 
formance, and  the  dull  exercise  of  rehearsal; 
but  he  bore  it  all  without  a  murmur;  with  a 
self-command  and  a  gentle  perseverance  which 
the  finest  temper  in  the  world  could  hardly 
account  for;  certainly  not  when  we  remember 
that  its  possessor,  who  had  to  make  all  these 
exertions  and  endure  all  this  wearisome  toil,  bad 
just  experienced  the  most  shattering  vicissitudes 
of  fortune,  and  been  hurled  from  the  possession 
of  absolute  power  and  illimitable  self-grati Sea- 
son. 

Lord  Eskdale,  who  was  always  doing  kind 
things  to  actors  and  actresses,  had  a  great 
regard  for  Villebecque,  with  whom  he  had 
often  supped.  He  had  often  been  kind,  too, 
to  La  Petite.  Lord  Eskdale  had  a  plan  for 
putting  Viliebecque,  as  he  termed  it,  "on  bis 
legs  again."  It  was  to  establish  him  with  a 
French  company  in  London  at  some  pretty 
theatre ;  Lord  Eskdale  to  take  a  private  box 
and  to  make  all  his  friends  do  the  same.  Vilie- 
becque, who  was  as  sanguine  as  he  was  good- 
tempered,  was  ravished  by  this  friendly  scheme. 
He  immediately  believed  that  he  should  recover 
his  great  fortunes  as   rapidly  as  he   had   lost 
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them.  He  foresaw  in  La  Petite  a  genius  as 
distinguished  as  that  ot  her  mother,  although 
as  yet  not  developed,  and  he  was  boundleai 
in  his  expressions  of  gratitude  to  his  patron. 
And  indeed  of  all  friends,  a  friend  in  need 
is  the  most  delightful.  Lord  Eskdale  bad  the 
talent  of  being  a  friend  in  need.  Perhaps  it  was 
because  he  knew  so  many  worthless  persons. 
But  it  often  happens  that  worthless  persons  ara 
merely  people  who  are  worth  nothing. 

Lord  Monmouth  having  written  to  Mr.  Rigby 
of  his  intention  to  reside  for  some  months  at 
Coningsby,  and  having  mentioned  that  he  wished 
a  troop  of  French  comedians  to  be  engaged  for 
the  summer,  Mr.  Rigby  had  immediately  con- 
sulted Lord  Eskdale  on  the  subject,  as  the  best 
current  authority.  Thinking  this  a  good  oppop- 
tunity  of  giving  a  turn  to  poor  Villebecquft, 
and  that  it  might  serve  as  a  capita!  introductioD 
to  their  scheme  of  the  London  company.  Lord 
Eskdale  obtained  for  him  the  engagement, 

Villebecque  and  his  little  troop  had  no» 
been  a  month  at  Coningsby,  and  had  hitherto 
performed  three  times  a  week.  Lord  Monmouth 
was  content;  his  guests  much  gratified;  the 
company,  on  the  whole,  much  approved  of.  It 
was,  indeed,  considering  its  limited  numbers,  1  J 
capital  company,  There  was  a  young  lady  who 
played  the  old  woman's  parts,  nothing  could  be 
more  garrulous  and  venerable ;  and  a  lady 
of  maturer  years  who  performed  the  heroines, 
gay  and  graceful  as  May.  Villebecque  himself 
was  a  celebrity  in  characters  of  airy  insolence 
and  careless  frolic.    Their  old   man,  indeed^ 
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was  rather  hard,  but  handy  ;  could  take  any. 
thing  either  in  the  high  serious,  or  the  low 
droll.  Their  sentimental  lover  was  rather  too 
much  bewigged,  and  spoke  too  much  to  thA 
audience,  a  fault  rare  with  the  French  ;  but  ihib 
hero  had  a  vague  idea  that  he  was  uitiraatejjj 
destined  to  run  off  with  a  princess. 

In  this  wise,  affairs  had  gone  on  for  a  monthf 
very  well,  but  not  too  weJJ.  The  enterprising 
genius  of  Villebecque,  once  more  a  tuonagei; 
prompted  him  to  action.  He  felt  an  itching 
desire  to  announce  a  novelty.  He  fancied  Lord 
Monmouth  had  yawned  once  or  twice  when  the' 
heroine  came  on.  Villebecque  wanted  to  make 
a  £oup.  It  was  clear  that  La  Petite  must  sooner 
or  later  begin.  Could  she  find  a  more  favour- 
able audience,  or  a  more  fitting  occasion,  than 
were  now  offered?  True  it  was  she  had  a  great 
repugnance  to  come  out ;  but  it  certainly  seemed 
more  to  her  advantage  that  she  should  make 
her  first  appearance  at  a  private  theatre  than  at 
a  public  one;  supported  by  all  the  encourag,t^, 
patronage  of  Coningsby  Castle,  than  subjected 
to  all  the  cynical  criticism  oi  the  stalls  of  St 
James's. 

These  views  and  various  considerations  »ts^ 
urged  and  represented  by  Villebecque  tf  -^ 
Petite,  with  all  the  practised  powers  of  pj.i,^^ 
bihty  of  which  so  much  experience  as  a  m».-  -? 
had  made  him  master.  La  Petite  1. 
finitely  distressed,  but  yielded,  as  "^  " 
And  the  night  of  Coningsby's 
Castle  was  to  witness  in  its  P"^*^ , 
first  appearance  of  MademoisEI  '  " 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

The  guests  re-assembled  in  the  great  saloon 
before  they  repaired  to  the  theatre.  A  lady  on 
the  arm  of  the  Russian  Prince  bestowed  on 
Cooingsby  a  haughty,  but  not  ungracious,  bow  _ 
which  he  returned,  unconscious  of  the  person 
to  whom  he  bent.  She  was,  however,  a  striking 
person ;  not  beautiful,  her  face,  indeed,  at  the 
first  glance  was  almost  repulsive,  yet  it  ever 
attracted  a  second  gaze.  A  remarkable  pallot 
distinguished  her ;  her  features  had  neither 
regularity  nor  expression ;  neither  were  her  eyes, 
fine  ;  but  her  brow  impressed  you  with  an  idea. 
of  power  of  no  ordinary  character  or  capacity. 
Her  figure  was  as  fine  and  commanding  as  her 
face  was  void  of  charm.  Juno,  in  the  full 
bloom  of  her  immortality,  could  have  presented 
nothing  more  majestic.  Coningsby  watched 
her  as  she  swept  along  like  a  resistless  Fate. 

Servants  now  went  round  and  presented  to 
each  of  the  guests  a  billet  of  the  performance- 
It  announced  in  striking  characters  the  dibvt 
of  Mademoiselle  Flora.  A  principal  servant, 
bearing  branch  lights,  came  forward  and  bowed 
to  the  Marquess,  Lord  Monmouth  went 
mediately  to  the  Grand-duke,  and  notified  to; 
His  Imperial  Highness  that  the  comedy 
ready.  The  Grand-duke  offered  his  arm  tO 
the  Ambassadress ;  the  rest  were  following 
Coningsby  was  called;  Madame  Colonna  wished 
him  to  be  her  beau. 
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'Pwas  a  pretty  theatre :  had  been  rapidly 
rubbed  up  and  renovated  here  and  there;  the 
painting  just  touched;  a  little  gilding  on  a 
cornice.  There  were  no  boxes,  but  the  ground- 
floor,  which  gradually  ascended,  was  carpeted 
and  covered  with  arm-chairs,  and  the  baci;  of 
the  theatre  with  a  new  and  rich  curtain  of 
green  velvet 

They  are  all  seated ;  a  great  artist  performs 
on  the  vioUn,  accompanied  by  another  great 
artist  on  the  piano.  The  lights  rise  ;  somebody 
evidently  crosses  the  stage  behind  the  curtain. 
|They  are  disposing  the  scene.  In  a  moment 
ithe  curtain  will  rise  also. 
I  "Have you  seen  LucretiaP"  said  the  Princess 
to  Coningsby.  "  She  is  so  anxious  to  resume 
her  acquaintance  with  you." 

But  before  he  could  answer  the  bell  rang, 
land  the  curtain  rose. 

,  The  old  man,  who  had  a  droll  part  to-night, 
came  forward  and  maintained  a  conversation 
with  his  housekeeper  ;  not  bad.  The  young 
woman  who  played  the  grave  matron  performed 
;with  great  finish.  She  was  a  favourite,  and  was 
j«ver  applauded.  The  second  scene  came  ;  a 
jialoon  tastefully  furnished ;  a  table  with  flowers, 
'arranged  with  grace ;  birds  in  cages,  a  lap-dog 
on  a  cushion  ;  some  books.  The  audience 
were  pleased ;  especially  the  ladies ;  they  like 
[to  recognise  signs  of  &an  ton  in  the  details  of 
'the  scene.  A  rather  awful  pause,  and  Made- 
moiselle Flora  enters.  She  was  greeted  with 
even  vehement  approbation.  Her  agitation  is 
extreme.:  she  curtseys  and  bows  hei  head, as \'v 


268  Coningsby  ;  or 

lo  hide  her  face.  The  face  was  pleasing,  and 
pretty  enough,  soft  and  engaging.  Her  figure 
slight  and  rather  graceful.  Nothing  could  be 
more  perfect  than  her  costume;  purely  white, 
but  the  fashion  coasummate  ;  a  siogle  rose  her 
only  ornament.  All  adinitted  that  her  hair  was 
arranged  to  admiration. 

At  length  she  spoke  ;  her  voice  trembled,  but 
she  had  a  good  elocution,  though  her  organ 
wanted  force.  The  gentlemen  looked  at  each 
other,  and  nodded  approbation.  There  was 
something  so  unobtrusive  in  her  mien,  that  she 
instantly  became  a  favourite  with  the  ladies. 
The  scene  was  not  long,  but  it  was  successful. 

Flora  did  not  appear  in  the  next  scene.  In 
the  fourth  and  final  one  of  the  act,  she  had  to 
make  a  grand  display.  It  was  a  love-scene,  and 
rather  of  an  impassioned  character ;  Villebecque 
was  her  suitor.  He  entered  first  on  the  stage. 
Never  had  he  looked  so  well,  or  performed  with 
more  spirit.  You  would  not  have  given  him 
five-and-twenty  years;  he  seemed  redolent  of 
youth.  His  dress,  too,  was  admirable.  He 
had  studied  the  most  distinguished  of  his 
audience  for  the  occasion,  and  had  outdone 
them  all.  The  fact  is,  he  had  been  assisted  a 
little    by    a    great    connoisseur,   a    celebrated 

French  nobleman,  Count  D'O y,  who  had 

been  one  of  the  guests.  The  thing  was  perfect ; 
and  Lord  Monmouth  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and 
tapped  approbation  on  the  top  of  his  box. 

Flora  now  re-appeared,  received  with  renewed 
approbation.  It  did  not  seem,  however,  that 
in  the  interval  she  had  gairved  courage; 


The  New  Generation      269 

looked  agitated.  She  spoke,  she  proceeded 
with  her  part ;  it  became  impassioned.  She 
had  to  speak  of  her  feelings  :  to  tell  the  secrets 
of  her  heait ;  to  confess  that  she  loved  another: 
her  emotion  was  exquisitely  performed,  the 
mournful  tenderness  of  her  tones  thrilling. 
There  was,  throughout  the  audience,  a  dead 
silence ;  all  were  absorbed  in  their  admiration  of 
the  unrivalled  artist ;  all  felt  a  new  genius  had 
visited  the  stage ;  but  while  they  were  fascinated 
by  the  actress,  the  woman  was  in  torture.  The 
emotion  was  the  disturbance  of  heir  own  soul ; 
the  mournful  tenderness  of  her  tones  thrilled 
from  the  heart :  suddenly  she  clasped  her  hands 
with  all  the  exhaustion  of  woe ;  an  expression 
of  agooy  flitted  over  her  countenance  ;  and  she 
burst  into  tears.  Villebecque  rushed  forward, 
and  carried,  rather  than  led,  her  from  the  stage  \ 
the  audience  looking  at  each  other,  some  of 
them  suspecting  that  this  movement  was  a  part 
of  the  scene. 

"She  has  talent,"  said  Lord  Monmouth  to 
the  Russian  Ambassadress,  "  but  wants  practice. 
Villebecque  should  send  her  for  a  time  to  the 
provinces," 

At  length  M.  Villebecque  came  forward  to 
express  his  deep  regret  that  the  sudden  and 
severe  indisposition  of  Mile.  Flora  rendered  it 
impossible  for  the  company  to  proceed  with  the 
piece ;  but  that  the  curtain  would  descend  to 
rise  again  for  the  second  and  last  piece  an- 
nounced. 

All  this  accordingly  took  place.  The  ex- 
performer   who  acted   the    heroines 
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now  came  forward  and  disported  most  jocundly. 
The  failure  of  Flora  had  given  fresh  animation 
to  her  perpetual  liveliness.  She  seemed  the 
very  soul  of  elegant  frolic.  In  the  last  seen; 
she  figured  in  male  attire;  and  in  air,  fashioi, 
and  youth,  beat  Villebecque  out  of  the  field. 
She  looked  younger  than  Coningsby  when  he 
went  up  to  his  grandpapa. 

The  comedy  was  over,  the  curtain  fell ;  the 
audience,  much  amused,  chattered  brilliaBt 
criticism,  and  quitted  the  theatre  to  repair  to 
the  saloon,  where  they  were  to  be  diverted 
to-night  with  Russian  dances.  Nobody  thought 
of  the  unhappy  Flora ;  not  a  single  message  tfl 
console  her  in  her  grief,  to  compliment  her  00 
what  she  had  done,  to  encourage  her  future. 
And  yet  it  was  a  season  for  a  word  of  kindness  j 
so,  at  least,  thought  one  of  the  audience,  as  he 
lingered  behind  the  hurrying  crowd,  absorbed 
in  their  coming  amusements. 

Coningsby  had  sat  very  near  the  stage;  he 
had  observed,  with  great  advantage  and  atten- 
tion, the  countenance  and  movements  of  Flora 
from  the  beginning.  He  was  fully  persuaded 
that  her  woe  was  genuine  and  profound.  He 
had  felt  his  eyes  moist  when  she  wept.  He 
recoiled  from  the  cruelty  and  the  callousness 
that,  without  the  slightest  symptom  of  sympathy, 
could  leave  a  young  girl  who  had  been  labour- 
ing for  their  amusement,  and  who  was  suffering 
for  her  trial. 

He  got  on  the  stage,  ran  behind  the  scenes, 
and  asked  for  Mile.  Flora.  They  pointed  to  a 
door;  he  requested  permission  to  enter.     Flora 
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was  sitting  at  a  table,  with  her  face  resting  on 
*ier  hands.  Vitlebecque  was  there,  resting  on 
he  edge  of  the  tall  fender,  and  still  in  the 
aess  in  which  he  had  performed  in  the  last 
p.ece. 

"I  took  the  liberty,"  said  Coningsby,  "of 
inquiring  after  Mile.  Flora";  and  then  advanc- 
ing to  her,  who  had  raised  her  head,  he  added. 
"  I  am  sure  my  grandfather  must  feel  much 
indebted  to  you,  Mademoiselle,  for  making  such 
exeitioos  when  you  were  suffering  under  so 
mucii  indisposition." 

"This  is  very  amiable  of  you,  sir,"  said  the 
young  lady,  looking  at  him  with  earnestness. 

"Mademoiselle  has  too  much  sensibility," 
said  Villebecque,  making  an  observation  by 
way  of  diversion. 

"And  yet  that  must  be  the  soul  of  fine  act- 
ing," said  Coningsby  ;  "  I  look  forward,  all  look 
forward,  with  great  interest  to  the  next  occasion 
00  which  you  will  favour  us." 

"Never!"  said  La  Petite,  in  a  plaintive  tone; 
"  oh,  I  hope,  never  !  " 

"  Mademoiselle  is  not  aware  at  this  moment," 
said  Coningsby,  "  how  much  her  talent  is  appre- 
ciated. I  assure  you,  sir,"  he  added,  turning 
to  Villebecque,  "  I  heard  but  one  opinion,  but 
one  expression  of  gratification  at  her  feeling 
and  her  fine  taste." 

"The  talent  is  hereditary,"  said  Villebecque. 

"Indeed  you  have  reason  to  say  so,"  said 
Coningsby, 

"Pardon;  I  was  not  thinking  of  myseif.  My 
child  reminded  me  so   much  of  another  this 
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evening.     But  that  is  nothing.     I  am  glad  you 
are  here,  sir,  lo  reassure  Mademoiselie." 

"  I  came  only  lo  congratulate  her,  and  lo 
lament,  for  our  sakes  as  well  as  her  own,  he 
indisposition." 

"  It  is  not  indisposition,"  said  La  Petite,  h 
a  low  tone,  with  her  eyes  cast  down. 

"  Mademoiselle  cannot  overcome  the  nervois- 
ness   incidental  to   a   first   appearance,"   ; 
Villebecque, 

"A  last  appearance,"  said  La  Petite;  "yes, 
it  must  be  the  last."  She  rose  gentJy,  she 
approached  Villebecque,  she  laid  her  heal  on 
his  breast,  and  placed  her  arms  round  his  aeck, 
"My  father,  my  best  father,  yes,  say  it  is  the 
last." 

"You  are  the  mistress  of  your  lot,  Flora," 
said  Villebecque;  "but  with  such  a  distinguished 

"  No,  no,  no ;  no  talent.  You  are  wrong,  my 
father.  I  know  myself,  I  am  not  of  those  M 
whom  nature  gives  talents.  I  am  born  only 
for  still  life.  I  have  no  taste  except  for  privacy. 
The  convent  is  more  suited  to  me  than  the 
stage." 

"But  you  hear  what  this  gentleman  says," 
said  Villebecque,  returning  her  embrace.  "  He 
tells  you  that  his  grandfather,  my  Lord  Marquess, 
I  believe,  sir,  that  every  one,  that^ -" 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no ! "  said  Flora,  shaking  her 
head.  "  He  comes  here  because  he  is  generous, 
because  he  is  a  gentleman ;  and  he  wished  to 
soothe  the  soul  that  he  knew  was  sufiering. 
Thank  him,  my  father,  thank  him  for  me  and 
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before  me,  and  promise  in  his  presence  llial 
the  stage  and  your  daughter  have  parted  for 
ever." 

"Nay,  Mademoiselle,"  fiatd  Comagsby,  aA- 
vancing  and  venturing  to  take  her  band,  a  aoft 
hand,  "make  no  sudi  molutkMW  lu-ni(bt. 
M.  Villebecque  can  have  ao  Citfeer  iho^tgfxl  ix 
object  but  your  happiness;  and,  htioieni  ew, 
'tis  not  1  only,  but  all,  who  appndai^  viA,  % 
they  were  here,  must  respect  yoo." 

"  I  prefer  respect  to  admiration,''  cud  Plun ; 
"  but  I  fear  that  respect  is  not  the  appana^  uf 

"  All  must  respect  those  who  respect  tbeo)' 
selves,"  said  Coningsby.  "Adieu,  Mademoiselle; 
I  trust  to-morrow  to  hear  that  you  are  your- 
self."    He  bowed  to  Villebecque  and  retired. 

In  the  meantime  affairs  in  the  drawing-room 
assumed  a  very  different  character  from  tluist 
behind  the  scenes.  Coningsby  returt;«J  Jii 
brilliancy,  groups  apparently  gushing  with  ligltf. 
heartedness,  universal  content,  and  Koiav: 
Ranees  ! 

"And  you  too,  do  you  dance  the  1 
dances,  Mr.  Coningsby?"  said  Madame  C 

"  I  cannot  dance  at  all,"  said  Cooii^if 
beginning  a  little  to  lose  his  pride  in  Uk-k* 
of  an  accomplishment  which  at  Eton  i*--  -i^ 
thought  it  spirited  to  despise. 

"Ah!  you  cannot  dance  the  Russian  fi«>r^- 
Lucretia  shall  teach  yoo,"  said  the   hte^^' 
"  nothing  will  please  her  so  much." 
I  On  the  present  occasion  the  ladm«a^  -  ■ 

^■o^xperienced   in  the   entertainmeK  ■» 
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gentlemen ;  but  there  was  amusement  in  being 
instructed.  To  be  disciplined  by  a  Grand-duke 
or  a  Russian  Princess  was  all  very  well ;  but 
what  even  the  good-tempered  Lady  Gaythoip* 
could  not  pardon  was,  that  a  certain  Mrs.  Guy 
Flouncey,  whom  they  were  all  of  them  trying 
to  put  down  and  to  keep  down,  on  this,  is 
almost  on  every  other  occasion,  proved  herself 
a  more  finished  performer  than  even  the 
Russians  themselves. 

Lord  Monmouth  had  picked  up  the  Guy 
Fiounceys  duritig  a  Roman  winter.  They  wei» 
people  of  some  position  in  society.  Mr.  Guf 
Rouncey  was  a  man  of  good  estate,  a  sports- 
man, proud  of  his  pretty  wife.  Mrs.  Guy 
Flouncey  was  even  very  pretty,  dressed  in  * 
style  of  ultra  fashion.  However,  she  could 
sing,  dance,  act,  ride,  and  talk,  and  all  well; 
and  was  mistress  of  the  art  of  flirtation.  She. 
had  amused  the  Marquess  abroad,  and  had 
taken  care  to  call  at  Monmouth  House  thfr 
instant  the  Morning  Post  apprised  her  he  had' 
arrived  in  England ;  the  consequence  was  ^ 
invitation  to  Coningsby.  She  came  with  S' 
wardrobe  which,  in  point  of  variety,  fancy,  and 
fashion,  never  was  surpassed.  Morning  and 
evening,  everyday  a  new  dress  equally  striking^ 
and  a  riding  habit  that  was  the  talk  and  wondet 
of  the  whole  neighbourhood.  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncty 
created  far  more  sensation  in  the  borough  whca 
she  rode  down  the  High  Street,  than  what  thi 
good  people  called  the  real  Princesses.  ' 

At  first  the  fine  ladies  never  noticed  her,  o 
oniy  stared  at  her  over  their  shoulders ;  evei^ 
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where  sounded,  in  suppressed  whispers,  the 
fatal  question,  "Who  is  she?"  After  dinner 
they  formed  always  into  poiite  groups,  from 
which  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey  was  invariably  ex- 
cluded; and  if  ever  the  Princess  Colonna,  im- 
pelled partly  by  goodnature,  and  partly  from 
having  known  her  on  the  Continent,  did  kindly 
sit  by  her.  Lady  St.  Julians,  or  some  dame 
equally  benevolent,  was  sure,  by  an  adroit 
appeal  to  Her  Highness  on  some  point  which 
could  not  be  decided  without  moving,  to  with- 
draw her  from  her  pretty  and  persecuted  com- 
panion. 

It  was,  indeed,  rather  ditScult  work  the  first 
few  days  for  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey,  especially 
immediately  after  dinner.  It  is  not  soothing 
to  one's  self-love  to  find  oneself  sitting  alone, 
pretending  to  look  at  prints,  in  a  fine  drawing- 
room,  full  of  fine  people  who  don't  speak  to 
you.  But  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey,  after  having 
taken  Coningsby  Castle  by  storm,  was  not  to 
be  driven  out  of  its  drawing-room  by  the  tactics 
exen  of  a  Lady  St.  Julians.  Experience  con- 
vinced her  that  ail  that  was  required  was  a 
little  patience.  Mrs.  Guy  had  confidence  in 
herself,  her  quickness,  her  ever  ready  accom- 
plishments, and  her  practised  powers  of  attrac- 
tion. And  she  was  right.  She  was  always  sure 
of  an  ally  the  moment  the  gentlemen  appeared. 
The  cavalier  who  had  sat  next  to  her  at  dinner 
was  only  too  happy  to  meet  her  again.  More 
than  once,  too,  she  had  caught  her  noble  host, 
though  a  whole  garrison  was  ever  on  the  watch 
to  prevent  her,  and  he  was  greatly  amused,  s-nd 
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showed  that  he  was  greatly  amused  by  her 
society.  Then  she  suggested  plans  to  him  to 
divert  his  guests.  In  a  country-house  tiie 
suggestive  mind  is  inestimable.  Somehow  a 
other,  before  a  week  was  passed,  Mrs.  Gnj 
Flouncey  seemed  the  soul  of  everything,  wbj 
always  surrounded  by  a  cluster  of  admirers,  and 
with  what  are  called  "the  best  men"  evei 
ready  to  ride  with  her,  dance  with  her,  act  with 
her,  or  fall  at  bet  feet.  The  fine  kdies  found 
it  absolutely  necessary  to  thaw :  they  began  to 
ask  her  questions  after  dinner.  Mrs,  Guy 
Flouncey  only  wanted  an  opening.  She  was 
an  adroit  flatterer,  with  a  temper  imperturbable, 
and  gifted  with  a  ceaseless  energy  of  conferring 
slight  obligations.  She  lent  them  patterns  for 
new  fashions,  in  all  which  mysteries  she  w« 
very  versant ;  and  what  with  some  gentle  gtozing 
and  some  gay  gossip,  sugar  for  their  tonguei 
and  salt  for  their  tails,  she  contrived  pretty  well 
to  caich  them  all. 


CHAPTER   IX 

Nothing  could  present  a  greater  contrast  ihao 
the  respective  interiors  of  Coningsby  and  BeaHr 
manoir.  That  air  of  habitual  habitation,  whkA 
so  pleasingly  distinguished  the  Duke's  family  ^ 
seat,  was  entirely  wanting  at  Coningsby.  Eveiy- 
thing,  indeed,  was  vast  and  splendid;  but  it. 
seemed  rather  a  gala-house  than  a  dwelling ;  at 
if  the  grand  furniture  and  the  grand 
had  all  come  down  express  from  town  with 
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^^HBPcompany,  and  were  lo  disappear  and  to 
^ra^dispersed  at  the  same  time.  And  truly 
there  were  manifold  traces  of  hasty  and 
temporary  arrangement ;  new  carpets  and  old 
hangings ;  old  paint,  new  gilding ;  battalions  of 
odd  French  chairs,  squadrons  of  queer  English 
tables ;  and  large  tasteless  lamps  and  tawdry 
chandeliers,  evidently  true  cockneys,  and  only 
taking  the  air  by  way  of  change.  There  was, 
too,  throughout  the  drawing-rooms  an  absence 
of  all  those  minor  articles  of  ornamental  furni- 
ture that  are  the  offering  of  taste  to  the  home 
we  love.  There  were  no  books  neither;  few 
flowers ;  no  pet  animals ;  no  portfolios  of  fine 
drawings  by  our  English  artists  like  the  album 
of  the  Duchess,  full  of  sketches  by  Landseer 
and  StanSeld,  and  their  gifted  brethren ;  not 
a  print  even,  except  portfohos  of  H.B.'s  carica- 
tures. The  modes  and  manners  of  the  house 
were  not  rural ;  there  was  nothing  of  the  sweet 
order  of  a  country  life.  Nobody  came  down  to 
breakfast ;  the  ladies  were  scarcely  seen  until 
ditmer-time ;  they  rolled  about  in  carriages 
together  late  in  the  afternoon  as  if  they  were 
in  London,  or  led  a  sort  of  factitious  boudoir 
life  in  their  provincial  dressing-rooms. 

The  Marquess  sent  for  Coningsby  the  morn- 
ing after  his  arrival  and  asked  him  to  breakfast 
with  him  in  his  private  rooms.  Nothing  could 
be  more  kind  or  more  agreeable  than  bis  grand- 
father. He  appeared  to  be  interested  in  his 
grandson's  progress,  was  glad  to  find  Coningsby 
had  distinguished  himself  at  Eton,  solemnly 
afljuied  him   not   to    neglect   his    French, 


1 


J 


2/8  Coningsby  ;  or 

classical  education,  he  said,  was  a  very  admir- 
able thing,  and  one  which  all  gentlemen  should 
enjoy ;  but  Coningsby  would  find  ! 
that  there  were  two  educations,  one  which  his 
position  required,  and  another  which  was  de- 
manded by  the  world.  "  French,  my  dear 
Harry,"  he  continued,  "  is  the  key  to  this 
second  education.  In  a  couple  of  years  or  st 
you  win  enter  the  world ;  it  is  a  different  thing 
to  what  you  read  about.  It  is  a  masquerade; 
a  motley,  sparkling  multitude,  in  which  you 
may  mark  all  forms  and  colours,  and  listen  to 
all  sentiments  and  opinions ;  but  where  all  you 
see  and  hear  has  only  one  object,  plunder. 
When  you  get  into  this  crowd  you  will  find 
that  Greek  and  Latin  are  not  so  much  diffused 
as  you  imagine.  I  was  glad  to  hear  you  speak- 
ing French  yesterday.  Study  your  accent. 
There  are  a  good  many  foreigners  here  with 
whom  you  may  try  your  wing  a  little ;  don'l 
talk  to  any  of  them  loo  much.  Be  very  carefiil 
of  intimacies.  All  the  people  here  are  good 
acquaintance ;  at  least  pretty  well.  Now,  here," 
said  the  Marquess,  taking  up  a  letter  and  then 
throwing  it  on  the  table  again,  "now  here  is 
a  man  whom  1  should  like  you  to  know,  Sidooia. 
He  will  be  here  in  a  few  days.  Lay  yourself 
out  for  him  if  you  have  the  opportunity.  He  is 
a  man  of  rare  capacity,  and  enormously  ridi. 
No  one  knows  the  world  like  Sidonia.  I  never 
met  his  equal ;  and  'tis  so  pleasant  to  talk  with 
one  that  can  want  nothing  of  you. 

Lord  Monmouth  had  invited  Coningsby  t 
take  a  drive  with  him  in  the  afternoon. 
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Marquess  wished  to  show  a  part  of  his  domain 
to  the  Ambassadress.  Only  Lucretia,  he  said, 
would  he  with  them,  and  there  was  a  place  for 
"  n.  This  invitation  was  readily  accepted  fay 
Coningsby,  who  was  not  yet  sufficiently  estab- 
lished in  the  habits  of  the  house  exactly  to 
know  how  to  pass  his  morning.  His  friend  and 
patron,  Mr.  Rigby,  was  entirely  taken  up  with 
the  Grand-duke,  whom  he  was  accompanying 
all  over  the  neighbourhood,  in  visits  to  manu- 
factures, many  of  which  Rigby  himself  saw  for 
the  first  time,  but  all  of  which  he  fluently 
explained  to  his  Imperial  Highness.  In  return 
for  this,  he  extracted  much  information  from 
the  Grand-duke  on  Russian  plans  and  projects, 
materials  for  a  "  slashing  "  article  against  the 
Russophobia  that  he  was  preparing,  and  in 
which  he  was  to  prove  that  Muscovite  aggres- 
sion was  an  English  interest,  and  entirely  to  be 
explained  by  the  want  of  sea-coast,  which  drove 
the  Czar,  for  the  pure  purposes  of  commerce, 
to  the  Baltic  and  the  Euxine. 

When  the  hour  for  the  drive  arrived,  Con- 
ingsby  found  Lucretia,  a  young  girl  when  he 
had  first  seen  her  only  four  years  back,  and 
still  his  junior,  in  that  majestic  dame  who  had 
conceded  a  superb  recognition  to  him  the  pre- 
ceding eve.  She  really  looked  older  than 
Madame  Colonna ;  who,  very  beautiful,  very 
young-looking,  and  mistress  of  the  real  arts 
of  the  toilet,  those  that  cannot  be  detected, 
was  not  in  the  least  altered  since  she  first 
so  cordially  saluted  Coningsby  as  her  dear 
young  friend  at  Monmouth  House. 
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The  day  was  delightful,  the  park  extensive 
and  picturesque,  the  Amba.ssa.dress  sparklii 
with  anecdote,  and  occasionally,  in  a  low  voict, 
breathing  a  diplomatic  hint  to  Lord  Monmouih, 
who  bowed  his  graceful  consciousness  of  her 
distinguished  confidence.  Coningsby  occasion- 
ally took  advantage  of  one  of  those  moments, 
when  the  conversatioji  ceased  to  be  general,  to 
address  Lucretia,  who  replied  in  calm,  fine 
smiles,  and  in  affable  monosyllables.  She  in- 
deed generally  succeeded  in  conveying  an  im- 
pression to  those  she  addressed,  that  she  had 
never  seen  them  before,  did  not  care  to  sea 
them  now,  and  never  wished  to  see  them 
again.  And  all  this,  too,  with  an  air  of  grest 
courtesy. 

They  arrived  at  the  brink  of  a  wooded  bank; 
at  their  feet  flowed  a  fine  river,  deep  and  rush- 
ing, though  not  broad ;  its  opposite  bank  the 
boundary  of  a  richly-limbered  park, 

"Ah!  this  is  beautiful!"  exclaimed  the  Am* 
bassadress.  "And  is  that  yours,  Lord  Mon* 
mouth  ? " 

"Not  yet,"  said  the  Marquess,  "That  is 
HeUingsley ;  it  is  one  of  the  finest  places  in 
the  county,  with  a  splendid  estate ;  not  so  con- 
siderable as  Coningsby,  but  very  great.  It 
belongs  to  an  old,  a  very  old  man,  without' 
a  relative  in  the  world.  It  is  known  that  th* 
estate  will  be  sold  al  his  death,  which  may  b«! 
almost  daily  expected.  Then  it  is 
one  can  offer  for  it  what  I  can  aiTord.  Fot 
it  gives  me  this  division  of  the  county.  Princess; 
To  possess  HeUingsley  is  oi\e  of  my  objects. 
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The  Marquess  sfX)ke  with  an  animation  unusual 
with  him,  almost  with  a  degree  of  excitement. 

The  wind  met  them  as  they  returned,  the 
breeze  blew  rather  freshly.  Lucretia  all  of 
a  sudden  seemed  touched  with  unusual  emotion. 
She  was  alarmed  lest  Lord  Monmouth  should 
catch  cold ;  she  took  a  kerchief  from  her  own 
*vell-turned  throat  to  tie  round  his  neck.  He 
feebly  resisted,  evidently  much  pleased. 

The  Princess  Lucretia  was  highly  accom- 
plished. In  the  evening,  having  refused  several 
distinguished  guests,  but  instantly  yielding  to 
the  request  of  Lord  Monmouth,  she  sang.  It 
was  impossible  to  conceive  a  contralto  of  more 
thrilling  power,  or  an  execution  more  worthy  of 
the  voice.  Coningsby,  who  was  not  experienced 
in  fine  singing,  listened  as  if  to  a  supernatural 
lay,  but  all  agreed  it  was  of  the  highest  class  of 
nature  and  of  art ;  and  the  Grand-duke  was 
in  raptures.  Lucretia  received  even  his  High- 
ness' compliments  with  a  graceful  indifference. 
Indeed,  to  those  who  watched  her  demeanour, 
it  might  be  remarked  that  she  seemed  to  yield 
10  none,  although  all  bowed  before  her. 

Madame  Colonna,  who  was  always  kind  to 
Coningsby,  expressed  to  him  her  gratification 
from  the  party  of  the  morning.  It  must  have 
been  delightful,  she  assured  Coningsby,  for 
Lord  Monmouth  to  have  had  both  Lucretia 
and  bis  grandson  with  him ;  and  Lucretia,  too, 
she  added,  must  have  been  so  pleased. 

Coningsby  could  not  make  out  why  Madame 
Colonna  was  always  intimating  to  him  that  the 
fnopess  Lucretia  took  such  great  interest  in ' ' 
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stence,  looked  forward  with  such  gratificatioi 

his  society,  remembered  with  so  much  plew 
sure  the  past,  anticipated  so  much  bappinesl 
from  the  future.  It  appeared  to  him  that  he 
was  to  Lucieiia,  if  not  an  object  of  repugoancet 
as  he  sometimes  fancied,  certainly  one  out; 
of  absolute  indifference ;  but  he  said  oothinf 
He  had  already  lived  long  enough  to  know  that 
it  is  unwise  to  wish  everything  explained. 

In  the  meantime  his  life  was  agreeable^ 
Every  day,  he  found,  added  to  his  acquaintance 
He  was  never  without  a  companion  to  tidfl 
or  to  shoot  with ;  and  of  riding  Coningsby  vat 
very  fond.  His  grandfather,  loo,  was  contin* 
ally  giving  him  good-natured  turns,  and  makiil 
him  of  consequence  in  the  Castle :  so  that  a 
the  guests  were  fuUy  impressed  with  the  import 
ance  of  Lord  Monmouth's  grandson.  La^ 
St.  Julians  pronounced  him  distinguished;  thi 
Ambassadress  thought  diplomacy  should  beU 
part,  as  he  had  a  fine  person  and  a  clear  brut) 
Madame  Colonna  spoke  of  him  always  as  if  sh 
took  intense  interest  in  his  career,  and  declan 
that  she  liked  him  almost  as  much  as  LucreHj 
did ;  the  Russians  persisted  in  always  stylil 
him  "  the  young  Marquess,"  notwithstanding  tl 
Ambassador's  explanations;  Mrs.  Guy  Hounce 
made  a  dashing  attack  on  him ;  but  Coningsb 
remembered  a  lesson  which  Lady  Everingbai 
had  graciously  bestowed  on  him.  He  was  nO 
to  be  caught  again  easily.  Besides,  Mt^.  Ga 
Flouncey  laughed  a  little  too  much,  and  talke 

httle  too  loud. 

As  time  flew  on,  there  were  changes  of  visitot< 
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^eS^  among  the  single  men.  At  the  end  of 
ihe  first  week  after  Coningsby's  arriyal,  Lord 
Sskdale  appeared,  bringing  with  him  Lucian 
3ay ;  and  soon  after  followed  the  Marquess  of 
Seanmanoir  and  Mr.  Melton.  These  were  all 
leroes  who,  in  their  way,  interested  the  ladies, 
nd  whose  advent  was  hailed  with  general  satis- 
urtion.  Even  Lucretia  would  relax  a  little  to 
Jord  Eskdale.  He  was  one  of  her  oldest  friends, 
imd  with  a  simplicity  of  manner  which  amounted 
llmost  to  plainness,  and  with  rather  a  cynical 
nonchalance  in  his  carriage  towards  men.  Lord 
Eskdale  was  invariably  a  favourite  with  women. 
To  be  sure  his  station  was  eminent ;  he  was 
aoble,  and  very  rich,  and  very  powerful,  and 
these  are  qualities  which  tell  as  much  with  the 
Hdter  as  the  harsher  sex ;  but  there  are  indi- 
Rduals  with  all  these  qualities  who  are  oeverthe- 
less  tmpopular  with  women.  Lord  Eskdale  was 
(asy,  knew  the  world  thoroughly,  had  no  preju- 
lices,  and,  above  all,  had  a  reputation  for 
mccess.  A  reputation  for  success  has  as  much 
nSuence  with  women  as  a  reputation  for  wealth 
gas  with  men.  Both  reputations  may  be,  and 
fitea  are,  unjust :  but  we  see  persons  daily  make 
fortunes  by  them  all  the  same.  Lord 
Ls  not  an  impostor ;  and  though  he 
have  been  so  successful  a  man  had 
'not  been  Lord  Eskdale,  still,  thrown  over 
z   revolution,    he    would   have   lighted   on 

legs. 

The  arrival  of  this  nobleman  was  the  occasion 
^viDg  a  good  turn  to  poor  Flora.  He  went 
""  itdy  to  see  his  friend  Villebecoiue.  Mvi 
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Indeed  it  was*  sot  of : 

iljmi  E^d*le  laan  than  that 

erafaed  He  was  voy  sony  alx 
:  faatttnoglit  diat  ereiTtluiigirat 
ic^^K^Aekn^  nin;  vxi  told  Villebecq 
t  ke  vn  gW  to  hear  him  well  spolon 
1^  ^^mitSf  hj  the  Maiqaess,  who 
■fc:  m  iam.  As  for  Floix,  be  was 
■■  fen  ■matitJLML  the  st^e  again,  at  h 
As  pM9a^  hie  as  site  was  a.  good  mnadl 
nnaari  H  the  Ptmcess  Lacretia  one  nig 
tfie  ^teiAMtt  nd  of  Flora  coigfat  be 
■te  M  ka;  aad  pcnut  her  to  favont ' 
■fc  wirik  «^K  penes  wfajch  otherwise 
■t  ^om  to  dM^  This  suggestion  was  s 
t  was  iaDDdaced  occasional^,  M 
r  {aniea  in  tbe  evening,  and  I 
swoe  in  cwj  respect  «*icfiw^ 
;  to  ddte  the  iealo«qr> 
a-  style  or  her  person.  A 
:  «<■  caon^  and  was  a  quiet, 
^  by  nn  1  gana  disagteeable  pen 
oasVaaiaB  oT  Lacretia  veryoto 
as  wcfl  as  in  the  illumined  sain 
s  drniced  to  the  art  in  lA 
I  on  the  wb 
poor  Hi 
g  sbe  often  found  1 
o(MieDotk 
r  qoality  to  attract 


love  to  worsh^« 

Even  tlmr  goddesses  mnrf 

Btat  Cona^diy  never  nmittfij 
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these  circumstances.  He  always  came  and 
talked  to  her,  and  praised  bei  singing,  and  would 
sometimes  hand  her  refreshments  and  give  her 
Ijis  arm  if  necessary.  These  slight  attentions 
coming  from  the  grandson  of  Lord  Monmouth 
were  for  the  world  redoubled  in  their  value, 
though  F  o  hou  h  only  of  their  essential 
Itindness  a  n  h  a  er  with  that  first  visit 
jrhich  dwe    o     he  poo   girl's  memory,  though 

had  long  a^oe    aped   hat  of  her  visitor,     For 

truth  Con  g  b  had  no  other  impulse  for  his 
conduct  bu   k  nd     a     dness. 

Thus  we  have  attempted  to  give  some  faint 
idea  how  life  glided  away  at  the  Castle  the  first 
fortnight  that  Coningsby  passed  there.  Perhaps 
ought  not  to  omit  that  Mrs.  Guy  Fiouncey,  to 

;  infinite  disgust  of  Lady  St.  Julians,  who  had 
ft  daughter  with  her,  successfully  entrapped  the 
devoted  attentions  of  the  young  Marquess  of 
Bcaumanoir,  who  was  never  very  backward  if 
a  lady  would  take  trouble  enough ;  while  his 
ftiend,  Mr.  Melton,  whose  barren  homage  Lady 
Julians  wished  her  daughter  ever  particularly 
to  shun,  employed  all  his  gaiety,  good  humour, 
frivolity,  and  fashion  in  amusing  that  young 
'bdy,  and  with  irresistible  effect.  For  the  rest, 
they  continued,  though  they  had  only  partridges 
to  shoot,  to  pass  the  morning  without  weariness. 
5'hc  weather  was  fine ;  the  stud  numerous  ;  all 
might  be  mounted.  The  Grand-duke  and  his 
mite,  guided  fay  Mr,  Rigby,  had  always  some 
objects  to  visit,  and  railroads  returned  them  just 
■D  time  for  the  banquet  with  an  appetite  which 
they   had   earned,    and   during   which.  Ri^ssjr 
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recounted   their   achievements,    and   his   owi 
opinions. 

The  dinner  was  always  firsirate  ;  the  evening 
never  failed ;  music,  dancing,  and  the  theatn 
offered  great  resources  independently  of  the  soul- 
subduing  sentiment  harshly  called  dirtation,  and' 
which  is  the  spell  of  a  country  house.  Lord 
Monmouth  was  satisfied,  for  he  had  scarcely 
ever  felt  wearied.  All  that  he  required  in  life 
was  to  be  amused ;  perhaps  that  was  not  all  he 
required,  but  it  was  indispensable.  Nor  was  it 
wonderful  that  on  the  present  occasion  he 
obtained  his  purpose,  for  there  were  half  n 
hundred  of  the  brightest  eyes  and  quickest  brains 
ever  on  the  watch  or  the  whirl  to  secure  him 
distraction.  The  only  circumstance  that  an- 
noyed him  was  the  non-arrival  of  Sidonia.  Loid 
Monmouth  could  not  bear  to  be  disappointed 
He  could  not  refrain  from  saying,  notwithstand- 
ing all  the  resources  and  all  the  exertions  of  his 
guests — 

"  I  cannot  understand  why  Sidonia  does  not 
come.     I  wish  Sidonia  were  here." 

"  So  do  I,"  said  Lord  Eskdale ;  "  Sidonia  i*' 
the  only  man  who  tells  one  anything  new." 

"We  saw  Sidonia  at  Lord  Studcaster's,"  said: 
Lord  Beaumanoir.  "  He  told  Melton  he  wai 
coming  here." 

"You  know  he  has  bought  all  Studcaster's 
houses,"  said  Mr.  Melton. 

"I  wonder  he  does  not  buy  Studcaster  hu» 
self,"  said  Lord  Monmouth  ;  "  I  would  if  I  wi 
he;   Sidonia  can  buy  anything,"  he  turned 
Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey. 
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"  I  wonder  who  Sidonia  is,"  thought  Mrs. 
Guy  Flouncey,  but  she  was  determined  no  one 
should  suppose  she  did  not  know. 

At  length  one  day  Coningshy  met  Madame 
Colonna  in  the  vestibule  before  dinner. 

"  Milor  is  in  such  good  temper,  Mr.  Conings- 
by,"  she  said ;  "  Monsieur  de  Sidonia  has 
arrived." 

About  ten  minutes  before  dinner  there  was  a 
stir  in  the  chamber.  Coningsby  looked  round. 
He  saw  the  Grand-duke  advancing,  and  holding 
out  his  hand  in  a  manner  the  most  gracious.  A 
gentleman,  of  distinguished  air,  but  with  his  back 
turned  to  Coningsby,  was  bowing  as  he  received 
his  Highness'  greeting.  There  was  a  general 
pause  in  the  room.  Several  came  forward : 
even  the  Marquess  seemed  a  little  moved, 
Coningsby  could  not  resist  the  impulse  of 
curiosity  to  see  this  individual  of  whom  he  had 
heard  so  much.  He  glided  round  the  room, 
and  caught  the  countenance  of  his  companion 
in  the  forest  inn ;  he  who  announced  to  him, 
that  "  the  Age  of  Ruins  was  past." 


CHAPTER  X 

Sidonia  was  descended  from  a  very  ancient  and 
noble  family  of  Arragon,  that,  in  the  course  of 
ages,  had  given  to  the  state  many  distinguished 
citizens.  In  the  priesthood  its  members  had 
been  peculiarly  eminent.  Besides  several  pre- 
lates,   they   counted   among  their  number  an. 
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Archbishop  of  Toledo  ;  and  a  Sidonia,  in  a 
season  of  great  danger  aad  difficulty,  had  exer- 
cised for  a  series  of  years  the  paramount  office 
of  Grand  Inquisitor. 

Yet,  strange  as  it  may  sound,  it  is  neverthe- 
less a  fact,  of  which  there  is  no  lack  of  evidence, 
that  this  illustrious  family  during  all  this  period, 
in  common  with  two-thirds  of  the  Arragonese 
nobility,  secretly  adhered  to  the  ancierit  faith 
and  ceremonies  of  their  fathers  :  a  helief  in  the 
unity  of  the  God  of  Sinai,  and  the  rights  and 
observances  of  the  laws  of  Moses. 

Whence  came  those  Mosaic  Arabs  whose 
pass^^es  across  the  strait  from  Africa  to  Europe 
long  preceded  the  invasion  of  the  Mohammedan 
Arabs,  it  is  now  impossible  to  ascertain,  Theil 
traditions  tell  us  that  from  time  immemorbl 
they  had  sojourned  in  Airica ;  and  it  is  not. 
improbable  that  they  may  have  been  the  de- 
scendants of  some  of  the  earlier  dispersionKl 
like  those  Hebrew  colonies  that  we  find  in 
China,  and  who  probably  emigrated  from  PetsU 
in  the  days  of  the  great  monarchies,  WhatCTeft 
may  have  been  their  origin  in  Africa,  thd^ 
fortunes  in  Southern  Europe  are  not  difficult 
trace,  though  the  annals  of  no  race  in  any  at 
can  detail  a  history  of  such  strange  vicissitudt 
or  one  rife  with  more  touching  and  romantif 
incident.  Their  unexampled  prosperity  in  th* 
Spanish  Peninsula,  and  especially  in  the  soutti 
where  they  had  become  the  principal  cultivator 
of  the  soil,  excited  the  jealousy  of  the  Gotha' 
and  the  Councils  of  Toledo  during  the  six^ 
and  seventh  centuries  attempted,   by  a  sei' 
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of  decrees  worthy  of  the  barbarians  who  pro- 
mulgated them,  to  root  the  Jewish  Arabs  out  of 
the  land.  There  is  no  doubt  the  Council  of 
Toledo  led,  as  directly  as  the  lust  of  Roderick, 
lo  the  invasion  of  Spain  by  the  Moslemin  Arabs. 
The  Jewish  population,  suffering  under  the 
most  sanguinary  and  atrocious  persecution, 
looked  to  their  sympathising  brethren  of  the 
Crescent,  whose  camps  already  gleamed  on  the 
opposite  shore.  The  overthrow  of  the  Gothic 
kingdoms  was  as  much  achieved  by  the  superior 
information  which  the  Saracens  received  from 
their  sufifering  kinsmen,  as  by  the  resistless 
valour  of  the  Desert.  The  Saracen  kingdoms 
were  established.  That  fair  and  unrivalled  civil- 
isation arose  which  preserved  for  Europe  arts 
and  letters  when  Christendom  was  plunged 
in  darkness.  The  children  of  Ishmael  rewarded 
the  children  of  Israel  with  equal  rights  and 
privileges  with  themselves.  During  these  hal- 
cyon centuries,  it  is  difficult  to  distinguish  the 
follower  of  Moses  from  the  votary  of  Mahomet. 
Both  alike  built  palaces,  gardens,  and  fountains ; 
filled  equally  the  highest  offices  of  the  state, 
competed  in  an  extensive  and  enlightened  com- 
merce, and  rivalled  each  other  in  renowned 
universities. 

Even  after  the  fall  of  the  principal  Moorish 
kingdoms,  the  Jews  of  Spain  were  still  treated 
by  the  conquering  Goths  with  tenderness  and 
consideration.  Their  numbers,  their  wealth, 
the  fact  that,  in  Arragon  especially,  they  were 
the  proprietors  of  the  soil,  and  surrounded  by 
warlike  and  devoted  followers,  secured  tot  Vna^n 
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an  usage  which,  for  a  consideiable  pail 
made  them  little  sensible  of  cbe  change 
dyn^ties  and  religions,  Bui  the  tempest  gtaj 
ally  gathered.  As  the  Goths  grew  strong 
persecution  became  more  bold.  Where  1 
Jewish  population  was  scanty  they  were  deprii 
of  Ibeir  privileges,  or  obliged  to  conform  UQI 
the  title  of  "Nuevos  Christianos."  At  leu 
the  union  of  the  two  crowns  under  FerditM 
and  Isabella,  and  the  fall  of  the  last  Moot 
kingdom,  brought  the  crisis  of  their  fate  b 
to  the  New  Christian  and  the  nonconfonid 
Hebrew.  The  Inquisition  appeared,  the  Im 
tution  that  had  exterminated  the  Albigaa 
and  had  desolated  Languedoc,  and  which, 
should  ever  be  remembered,  was  established 
the  Spanish  kingdoms  against  the  protests 
the  Cortes  and  amid  the  terror  of  the  popula 
The  Dominicans  opened  their  first  tribunal 
Seville,  and  it  is  curious  that  the  first  individa 
they  summoned  before  them  were  the  1 
of  Medina  Sidonia,  the  Marquess  of  Cadiz 
the  Count  of  Arcos ;  three  of  the  most  consid 
able  personages  in  Spain.  How  many  \ 
burned  alive  at  Seville  during  the  first  j 
how  many  imprisoned  for  life,  what  countji 
thousands  were  visited  with  severe  thot" 
lighter  punishments,  need  not  be  recorded  ha 
In  nothing  was  the  Holy  Office  more  hat 
than  in  multiform  and  subtle  means  by  whi 
they  tested  the  sincerity  of  the  New  Chriatii 
At  length  the  Inquisition  was  to  be  extend 
to  Arragon.  The  high-spirited  nobles  of  tl 
kingdom  knew  that  its  institution  was  for  thi 
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a  matter  of  life  or  death.  The  Cortes  of  Arra- 
gon  appealed  to  the  King  and  to  the  Pope; 
they  organised  an  extensive  conspiracy ;  the 
chief  Inquisitor  was  assassinated  in  the  cathe- 
dral of  Saragossa.  Alas !  it  was  fated  that  in 
this,  one  of  the  many,  and  continual,  and  con- 
dnuiag  struggles  between  the  rival  orgaaisations 
of  the  North  and  the  South,  the  children  of  the 
sun  should  fall.  The  fagot  and  the  San  Benito 
were  the  doona  of  the  nobles  of  Arragon.  Those 
who  were  convicted  of  secret  Judaism,  and  this 
scarcely  three  centuries  ago,  were  dragged  to 
the  stake ;  the  sons  of  the  noblest  houses,  in 
whose  veins  the  Hebrew  taint  could  be  traced, 
had  to  walk  in  solemn  procession,  singing 
psalms,  and  confessing  their  faith  in  the  religion 
of  the  fell  Torquemada. 

This  triumph  in  Arragon,  the  almost  simul- 
taneous fall  of  the  last  Moorish  kingdom,  raised 
the  hopes  of  the  pure  Christians  to  the  highest 
pitch.  Having  purged  the  new  Christians,  they 
next  turned  their  attention  to  the  old  Hebrews. 
Ferdinand  was  resolved  that  the  delicious  air  of 
Spain  should  be  breathed  no  longer  by  any  one 
who  did  not  profess  the  Catholic  faith.  Baptism 
or  exile  was  the  alternative.  More  than  six 
hundred  thousand  individuals,  some  authorities 
greatly  increase  the  amount,  the  most  indus- 
trious, the  most  intelligent,  and  the  most  en- 
lightened of  Spanish  subjects,  would  not  desert 
the  religion  of  their  fathers.  For  this  they  gave 
up  the  delightful  land  whtrein  they  had  lived 
for  centuries,  the  beautiful  cities  they  had  raised. 
3  from  which  Christendom  diew 
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for  ages  ils  most  precious  tore,  the  tombs  of 
their  ancestors,  the  temples  where  they  had 
worshipped  the  God  for  whom  they  had  made 
this  sacrifice.  They  had  but  four  months  to 
prepare  for  eternal  exile,  after  a  residence  of  ai 
many  centuries ;  during  which  brief  period 
forced  sales  and  glutted  markets  virtually  con- 
fiscated their  property.  It  is  a  calamity  that 
the  scattered  nation  still  ranks  with  the  desola- 
tions of  Nebucliadnezzar  and  of  Titus.  Who 
after  this  should  say  the  Jews  are  by  nature 
a  sordid  people  ?  But  the  Spanish  Goth,  then 
so  cruel  and  so  haughty,  where  is  he  ?  A 
despised  suppliant  to  the  very  race  which  be 
banished,  for  some  miserable  pordon  of  the 
treasure  which  their  habits  of  industry  haK> 
again  accumulated.  \Vhere  is  that  tribunal 
that  summoned  Medina  Sidonia  and  Cadiz  la 
its  dark  inquisition?  Where  is  Spain?  lu, 
fall,  its  imparaUeJed  and  its  irremediable  fall,. 
is  mainly  to  be  attributed  to  the  expulsion  of^ 
that  large  portion  of  its  subjects,  the  molt' 
industrious  and  intelligent,  who  traced  theff: 
origin  to  the  Mosaic  and  Mohammedan  Arabs. 

The  Sidonias  of  Arr.igon  were  Nuevos  Chris- 
tianos.  Some  of  them,  no  doubt,  were  humed 
alive  at  the  end  of  the  fifteenth  century,  under 
the  system  of  Torquemada ;  many  of  themj, 
doubtless,  wore  the  San  Benito ;  but  they  ke{* 
their  titles  and  estates,  and  in  time  reached' 
those  great  offices  to  which  we  have  referred. 

During  the  long  disorders  of  the  Peninsular 
war,  when   so  many  openings  were  offered 
talent,  and  so  many  opportunities  seized  by  the 
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adventurous,  a  cadet  of  a  younger  branch  of 
this  family  made  a  large  fortune  by  military 
contracts,  and  supplying  the  commissariat  of 
the  different  armies.  At  the  peace,  prescient 
of  the  great  financial  future  of  Europe,  con- 
fident in  the  fertility  of  his  own  genius,  in  his 
original  views  of  fiscal  subjects,  and  his  know- 
ledge of  national  resources,  this  Sidonia,  feeling 
that  Madrid,  or  even  Cadiz,  could  never  be  a 
base  on  which  the  monetary  transactions  of  the 
world  could  be  regulated,  resolved  to  emigrate 
to  England,  with  which  he  had,  in  the  course  of 
years,  formed  considerable  commercial  connec- 
tions. He  arrived  here  after  the  peace  of  Paris, 
with  his  large  capital.  He  staked  all  that  he 
was  worth  on  the  Waterloo  loan  ;  and  the  event 
made  him  one  of  the  greatest  capitalists  in 
Europe. 

No  sooner  was  Sidonia  established  in  England 
than  he  professed  Judaism  ;  which  Torquemada 
flattered  himself,  with  tlie  fagot  and  the  San 
Benito,  he  had  drained  out  of  the  veins  of  his 
family  more  than  three  centuries  ago.  He  sent 
over,  also,  for  several  of  his  brothers,  who  were 
as  good  Catholics  in  Spain  as  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella  could  have  possibly  desired,  but  who 
made  an  offering  in  the  synagogue,  in  gratitude 
for  their  safe  voyage,  on  their  arrival  in  England. 

Sidonia  had  foreseen  in  Spain  that,  after  the 
exhaustion  of  a  war  of  twenty-five  years,  Europe 
must  require  capital  to  carry  on  peace.  He 
reaped  the  due  reward  of  his  sagacity.  Europe 
did  require  money,  and  Sidonia  was  ready  to 
lend   it    to   Europe.     France   wanted  sotD.%-, 
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Austria  more  ;  Prussia  a  little  ;  Russia  a 
millions,  Sidonia  could  furuish  them  all.  The 
only  country  which  he  avoided  was  Spain ; 
was  too  well  acquainted  with  its  resources. 
Nothing,  too,  would  ever  tempt  him  to  lend 
anything  to  the  revolted  colonies  of  Spain. 
Prudence  saved  him  from  being  a  creditor  of 
the  mother-country ;  liis  Spanish  pride  recoiled 
from  the  rebellion  of  her  children. 

Il  is  not  difficult  to  conceive  that,  after  having 
pursued  the  career  we  have  intimated  for  about 
ten  years,  Sidonia  had  become  one  of  the  most 
considerable  personages  in  Europe.  He  had 
established  a  brother,  or  a  near  relative,  in 
whom  he  could  confide,  in  most  of  the  principal 
capitals.  He  was  lord  and  master  of  the  money- 
market  of  the  world,  and  of  course  virtually  lord 
and  master  of  everything  else.  He  literally  held 
the  revenues  of  Southern  Italy  in  pawn  ;  and 
monarchs  and  ministers  of  all  countries  courted 
his  advice  and  were  guided  by  his  suggestions.. 
He  was  still  Jn  the  vigour  of  life,  and  was  not  s 
mere  money-making  machine.  He  had  a  general 
intelligence  equal  to  his  position,  and  looked 
forward  to  the  period  when  some  relaxation  front, 
his  vast  enterprises  and  exertions  might  enabi^' 
him  to  direct  his  energies  to  great  objects  OE 
public  benefit  But  in  the  height  of  his  vai 
prosperity  he  suddenly  died,  leaving  only  oo 
child,  a  youth  stil!  of  tender  years,  and  heir  t 
the  greatest  fortune  in  Europe,  so  great,  indeed 
that  it  could  only  be  calculated  by  millions. 

Shut  out  from  universities  and  schools,  thosi; 
uoipersilies  aod  schools  Tvhich  were  indebted  fo* 
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their  first  knowledge  of  ancient  philosophy  to 
the  learning  and  enterprise  of  his  ancestors,  the 
young  Sidonia  was  fortunate  in  the  tutor  whom 
his  father  had  procured  for  him,  and  who  devoted 
to  his  charge  all  the  resources  of  his  trained 
intellect  and  vast  and  various  erudition.  A 
Jesuit  before  the  revolution ;  since  then  an 
exiled  Liberal  leader;  now  a  member  of  the 
Spanish  Cortes ;  Rebello  was  always  a  Jew.  He 
found  in  his  pupil  that  precocity  of  intellectual 
development  which  is  characteristic  of  the 
Arabian  organisation.  The  young  Sidonia  pene- 
trated the  highest  mysteries  of  mathematics  with 
a  facility  almost  instinctive  ;  while  a  memory, 
which  never  had  any  twilight  hours,  but  always 
reflected  a  noontide  clearness,  seemed  to 
magnify  his  acquisitions  of  ancient  learning  by 
the  promptness  with  which  they  could  be  repro- 
duced and  applied. 

The  circumstances  of  his  position,  too,  had 
early  contributed  to  give  him  an  unusual  com- 
mand over  the  modern  languages.  An  English- 
man, and  taught  from  his  cradle  to  be  proud  of 
being  an  Englishman,  he  first  evinced  in  speak- 
ing his  native  language  those  remarkable  powers 
of  expression,  and  that  clear  and  happy  elocution, 
which  ever  afterwards  distinguished  him.  But 
the  son  of  a  Spaniard,  the  sonorous  syllables  of 
that  noble  tongue  constantly  resounded  in  his 
ear ;  while  the  foreign  guests  who  thronged  his 
father's  mansion  habituated  him  from  an  early 
period  of  life  to  the  tones  of  languages  that  were 
not  long  strange  to  him.  When  he  was  nineteen, 
Sidonia,  who  had  then  resided  sotne  littv^  "«\\;ci 
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his  uncle  at  Naples,  and  had  made  a  loag  viait 
to  anothei  of  his  father's  relatives  at  Frankfort^ 
possessed  a  complete  mastery  over  the  principal 
European  languages. 

At  seventeen  he  had  parted  with  Rebellt^ 
who  returned  to  Spain,  and  Sidoaia,  under  ths 
control  of  his  guardians,  commenced  his  travela 
He  resided,  as  we  have  mentioned,  some  time 
in  Germany,  and  then,  having  visited  Italy, 
settled  at  Naples,  at  which  city  it  may  be  sud 
he  made  his  entrance  into  life.  With  an  inter- 
esting person,  and  highly  accomplished,  he 
availed  himself  of  the  gracious  attentions  of 
a  court  of  which  he  was  principal  creditor;  and 
which,  treating  him  as  a  distinguished  English 
traveller,  were  enabled  perhaps  to  show  him 
some  favours  that  the  manners  of  the  country 
might  not  have  permitted  them  to  accord  lo  hB 
Neapolitan  relatives.  Sidonia  thus  obtained  at 
an  early  age  that  experience  of  refined  and 
luxurious  society,  which  is  a  necessary  part  of> 
a  finished  education.  It  gives  the  !^t  polish 
to  the  manners  ;  it  teaches  us  something  of  thft 
power  of  the  passions,  early  developed  in  ths 
hot-bed  of  self-indulgence;  it  instils  into  ua. 
that  indefinable  tact  seldom  obtained  in  later 
hfe,  which  prevents  us  from  saying  the  wrong 
thing,  and  often  impels  us  to  do  the  right. 

Between  Paris  and  Naples  Sidonia  passed 
two  years,  spent  apparently  in  the  dissipation 
which  was  perhaps  inseparable  from  his  time  of 
life.  He  was  admired  by  women,  to  whom  hff 
was  magnificent,  idolised  by  artists  whom  h«, 
pationised,  received  in  all  circles  with  g 
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distinction,  and  appreciated  for  his  intellect  by 
the  very  few  to  whom  he  at  all  opened  himself. 
For,  though  affable  and  gracious,  it  was  im- 
possible to  penetrate  him.  Though  unreserved 
in  his  manner,  his  frankness  was  strictly  limited 
to  the  surface.  He  observed  evetythiog,  thought 
ever,  but  avoided  serious  discussion.  If  you 
pressed  him  for  an  opinion,  he  look  refuge 
in  raillery,  or  threw  out  some  grave  paradox 
with  which  it  was  not  easy  to  cope. 

The  moment  he  came  of  age,  Sidonia,  having 
previously,  at  a  great  family  congress  held  at 
Naples,  made  arrangements  with  the  heads  of 
the  houses  that  bore  his  name  respecting  the 
disposition  and  management  of  his  vast  fortune, 
quitted  Europe. 

Sidonia  was  absent  from  his  connections  for 
five  years,  during  which  period  he  never  com- 
municated with  them.  They  were  aware  of  his 
existence  only  by  the  orders  which  he  drew  on 
them  for  payment,  and  which  arrived  from  all 
quarters  of  the  globe.  It  would  appear  from 
these  documents  that  he  had  dwelt  a  consider- 
able time  in  the  Mediterranean  regions ;  pene- 
trated Nilotic  Africa  to  Sennaar  and  Abyssinia ; 
traversed  the  Asiatic  continent  to  Tartary, 
whence  he  had  visited  Hindostan,  and  the  isles 
of  that  Indian  Sea  which  are  so  little  known. 
Afterwards  he  was  heard  of  at  Valparaiso,  the 
Brazils,  and  Lima.  He  evidently  remained 
some  time  at  Mexico,  which  he  quitted  for  the 
United  States.  One  morning,  without  notice, 
he  arrived  ia  London. 

Sidonia  had   exhausted  all  the   soareea  ol 
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inum  tcDoivledge ;  he  was  master  of  the  learn- 
ing of  every  nation,  of  all  tongues  dead  oc 
living,  of  every  literature,  \Vestem  and  OrieotaU 
He  had  pursued  the  speculations  of  science 
to  their  last  term,  and  had  himself  illustrated 
ihem  by  observation  and  experiment  He  had 
lived  in  all  orders  of  society,  had  viewed  every 
combination  of  Nature  and  of  Art,  and  ha^ 
observed  man  under  every  phasis  of  civilisatioiu 
He  had  even  studied  him  in  the  wildemcsj. 
The  influence  of  creeds  and  laws,  manner^ 
customs,  traditions,  in  alt  their  diversities,  had 
been  subjected  to  his  personal  scrutiny. 

He  brought  to  the  study  of  this  vast  a 

of  knowledge  a  penetrative  intellect  that, 
tured  by  long  meditation,  and  assisted  by  that 
absolute  freedom  from  prejudice,  which  was  thS 
compensatory  possession  of  a  man  without  4 
country,  permitted  Sidonia  to  fathom,  as  it  wen 
by  intuition,  the  depth  of  questions  apparently 
the  most  difficult  and  profound.  He  possessed 
the  rare  faculty  of  communicating  with  predsioB 
ideas  the  most  abstruse,  and  in  general  a  powen 
of  expression  which  arrests  and  satisfies  atteih 
tion. 

With  all  this  knowledge,  which  no  one  knell 
more  to  prize,  with  boundless  wealth,  and  y/itb 
an  athletic  frame,  which  sickness  had  nevei 
tried,  and  which  had  avoided  excess,  SidoniH 
nevertheless  looked  upon  life  with  a  glancf 
rather  of  curiosity  than  content.  His  religioii 
walled  him  out  from  the  pursuits  of  a  citizen] 
his  riches  deprived  him  of  the  stimulatioj 
'eties  of  a  man.     He  perceived  himsdf 


The  New  Generation      299 

lone  beiag,  alike  without  cares  and  without 
duties. 

To  a  man  in  his  position  there  might  yet 
seem  one  unfailing  source  of  felicity  and  joy ; 
iDdependent  of  creed,  independent  of  country, 
independent  even  of  characler.  He  might  have 
discovered  that  perpetual  spring  of  happiness  in 
the  sensibility  of  the  heart.  But  this  was  a 
sealed  fountain  to  Sidonia.  In  his  organisation 
there  was  a  peculiarity,  perhaps  a  great  de- 
ficiency. He  was  a  man  without  affections. 
It  would  be  harsh  to  say  he  had  no  heart,  for 
he  was  susceptible  of  deep  emotions,  but  not 
for  individuals.  He  was  capable  of  rebuilding 
a  town  that  was  burned  down ;  of  restoring  a 
colony  that  had  been  destroyed  by  some  awful 
visitation  of  Nature ;  of  redeeming  to  liberty 
a  horde  of  captives  ;  and  of  doing  these  great 
acts  in  secret ;  for,  void  of  all  self-love,  public 
approbation  was  worthless  to  him ;  but  the 
individual  never  touched  him.  Woman  was  to 
him  a  toy,  man  a  machine. 

The  lot  the  most  precious  to  man,  and  which 
a  beneficent  Providence  has  made  not  the  least 
common  ;  to  find  in  another  heart  a  perfect  and 
profound  sympathy  ;  to  unite  his  existence  with 
one  who  could  share  all  his  joys,  soften  all  his 
sorrows,  aid  him  in  all  his  projects,  respond 
to  all  his  fancies,  counsel  him  in  his  cares,  and 
support  him  in  his  perils  ;  make  life  charming 
by  her  charms,  interesting  by  her  intelligence, 
and  sweet  by  the  vigilant  variety  of  her  tender- 
ness ;  to  find  your  life  blessed  by  such  an  in- 
flgence,   and  to  feel  that  your   itifluence   can 
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bless  such  a  life:  this  lot,  the  most  divine 
of  divine  gifts,  that  power  and  even  fame  can 
never  rival  in  its  delights,  all  this  Nature  bad 
denied  to  Sidonia. 

With  an  imagination  as  fiery  as  bis  native 
Desert,  and  an  intellect  as  luminous  as  his 
native  sky,  he  wanted,  like  that  land,  those 
softening  dews  without  which  the  soil  is  barren, 
and  the  sunbeam  as  often  a  messenger  of  pesti- 
lence as  an  angel  of  regenerative  grace. 

Such  a  temperament,  though  rare,  is  peculiar 
to  the  East  It  inspired  the  founders  of  the 
great  monarchies  of  antiquity,  the  prophets  that 
the  Desert  has  sent  forth,  the  Tartar  chiefs  who 
have  overrun  the  world ;  it  might  be  observed 
ID  the  great  Corsican,  who,  like  most  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  Mediterranean  isles,  had 
probably  Arab  blood  in  his  veins.  It  is  a  tem- 
perament that  befits  conquerors  and  legislators, 
but,  in  ordinary  times  and  ordinary  situations,  ■ 
entails  on  its  possessor  only  eccentric  abena- . 
tions  or  profound  melancholy. 

The  only  human  quality  that  interested  Si- 
donia was  Intellect.  He  cared  not  whence 
it  came  ;  where  it  was  to  be  found :  creed, 
country,  class,  character,  in  this  respect,  were 
alike  indifferent  to  him.  The  author,  the  artist, 
the  man  of  science,  never  appealed  to  him 
in  vain.  Often  he  anticipated  their  wants  and 
wishes,  He  encouraged  their  society;  was  as 
frank  in  his  conversation  as  he  was  generous  in 
his  contributions ;  but  the  instant  they  ceased 
to  be  authors,  artists,  or  philosophers,  and  their 
communications  arose  from  anything  but  the 
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intellectual  quality  which  had  origiaally  inter- 
ested him,  the  moment  they  were  rash  enough 
to  approach  intimacy  and  appealed  to  the  sym- 
pathising man,  instead  of  the  congenial  intelli- 
gence, he  saw  them  no  more.  It  was  not  how- 
ever intellect  merely  in  these  unquestionable 
shapes  that  commanded  his  notice.  There  was 
not  an  adventurer  in  Europe  with  whom  he  was 
not  familiar.  No  Minister  of  State  had  such 
communication  with  secret  agents  and  political 
spies  as  Sidonia.  He  held  relations  with  all 
the  clever  outcasts  of  the  world.  The  catalogue 
of  his  acquaintance  in  the  shape  of  Greeks, 
Armenians,  Moors,  secret  Jews,  Tartars,  Gipsies, 
wandering  Poles  and  Carbonari,  would  throw  a 
curious  light  on  those  subterranean  agencies 
of  which  the  world  in  general  knows  so  little, 
but  which  exercise  so  great  an  influence  on 
public  events.  His  extensive  travels,  his  know- 
ledge of  languages,  his  daring  and  adventurous 
disposition,  and  his  unlimited  means,  had  given 
him  opportimities  of  becoming  acquainted  with 
these  characters,  in  general  so  difficult  to  trace, 
and  of  gaining  their  devotion.  To  these  sources 
be  owed  that  knowledge  of  strange  and  hidden 
things  which  often  startled  tliose  who  listened 
to  him.  Nor  was  it  easy,  scarcely  possible, 
to  deceive  him.  Information  reached  him  from 
so  many,  and  such  contrary  quarters,  that  with 
his  discrimination  and  experience,  he  could 
almost  instantly  distinguish  the  truth.  The 
secret  history  of  the  world  was  his  pastime. 
His  great  pleasure  was  to  contrast  the  hidden 
motive,  with  the  public  pretext,  of  transactions. 
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One  source  of  interest  Sidonia  found  i 
descent  and  in  the  fortunes  of  his  race.  As  firm 
in  his  adherence  to  the  code  of  the  great  Legis- 
latOT  as  if  the  trumpet  still  sounded  on  Sinai,  he 
might  have  received  in  the  conviction  of  divine 
favour  an  adequate  compensation  for  human 
persecution.  But  there  were  other  and  more  te 
restrial  considerations  that  made  Sidonia  pioud 
of  his  origin,  and  confident  in  the  future  of  his 
kind.  Sidonia  was  a  great  philosopher,  who 
look  comprehensive  views  of  human  affairs,  and 
surveyed  every  fact  in  its  relative  position  to 
other  facts,  the  only  mode  of  obtaining  truth. 

Sidonia  was  well  aware  that  in  the  five  great 
varieties  into  which  Physiology  has  divided  tiie 
human  species ;  to  wit,  the  Caucasian,  the  Mon- 
golian, the  Malayan,  the  American,  the  Ethio- 
pian ;  the  Arabian  tribes  rank  in  the  first  and 
superior  class,  together,  among  others,  with  the 
Saxon   and  the  Greek.     This  fact  alone  is  a 
source  of  great  pride  and  satisfaction  to  the  J 
animal  Man.     But  Sidonia  and  hts   brethren  I 
could  claim  a  distinction  which  the  Saxon  and  i 
the  Greek,  and  the  rest  of  the  Caucasian  nations, 
have   forfeited.     The  Hebrew  is   an   unmixed 
race.     Doubtless,  among  the  tribes  who  inhabit 
the  bosom  of  the  Desert,  progenitors  alike  of 
the  Mosaic  and  the  Mohammedan  Arabs,  blood 
may  be  found  as  pure  as  that  of  the  descendants  | 
of  the  Scheik  Abraham.     But  the  Mosaic  Arabs 
are  the  most  ancient,  if  not  the  only,  unmixed  I 
blood  that  dwells  " 

An  unmixed  race  of  a  firstrate  organisation  j 
are  the  aristocracy  of  Nature.     Such  excelU 
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is  a  positive  fact;  not  an  imagination,  a  cere- 
mony, coined  by  poets,  blazoned  by  cozening 
heralds,  but  perceptible  in  its  physical  advan- 
tages, and  in  the  vigour  of  its  unsullied  idiosyn- 
crasy. 

In  his  comprehensive  travels,  Sidonia  had 
nsited  and  examined  the  Hebrew  communities 
of  the  world.  He  had  found,  in  general,  the 
lower  orders  debased  ;  the  superior  immersed  in 
sordid  pursuits;  but  he  perceived  that  the  intel- 
lectual development  was  not  impaired.  This 
gave  him  hope.  He  was  persuaded  that  organi- 
sation would  outlive  persecution.  When  he  re- 
flected on  what  they  had  endured,  it  was  only 
marvellous  that  the  race  had  not  disappeared. 
They  had  defied  exile,  massacre,  spoliation,  the 
degrading  influence  of  the  constant  pursuit  of 
gain ;  they  had  defied  Time.  For  nearly  three 
thousand  years,  according  to  Archbishop  Usher, 
they  have  been  dispersed  over  the  globe.  To 
the  unpolluted  current  of  their  Caucasian  struc- 
ture, and  to  the  segregating  genius  of  their  great 
Lawgiver,  Sidonia  ascribed  the  fact  that  they 
had  not  been  long  ago  absorbed  among  those 
mixed  races,  who  presume  to  persecute  them, 
but  who  periodically  wear  away  and  disappear, 
while  their  victims  still  flourish  in  all  the  prim- 
eval vigour  of  the  pure  Asian  breed. 

Shortly  after  his  arrival  in  England,  Sidonia 
repaired  to  the  principal  Courts  of  Europe,  that 
he  might  become  personally  acquainted  with  the 
monarchs  and  ministers  of  whom  he  bad  heard 
50  much.  His  position  insured  him  a  distin- 
5uish«  reception  ;  his  personal  qualities  imme- 
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diately  made  him  cherished.  He  could  please; 
he  could  do  more,  he  could  astonish.  He  could 
throw  out  a  careless  observation  which  would 
make  theoldest  diplomatist  start;  a  winged  word 
that  gained  him  the  consideration,  sometimes 
the  confidence,  of  Sovereigns.  When  he  had 
fathomed  the  intelligence  which  governs  Europe, 
and  which  can  only  be  done  by  personid 
acquaintance,  he  returned  to  his  country. 

The  somewhat  hard  and  literal  character  of 
English  life  suited  one  who  shrank  from  seaw- 
bility.  and  often  took  refuge  in  sarcasm.  Its 
mascuhne  vigour  and  active  intelligence  occu- 
pied and  interested  his  mind.  Sidonia,  indeed, 
was  exactly  the  character  who  would  be  wel- 
comed in  our  circles.  His  immense  wealth,  his 
unrivalled  social  knowledge,  his  clear  vigorous 
intellect,  the  severe  simplicity  of  his  manners, 
frank,  but  neither  claiming  nor  brooking  famili- 
arity, and  his  devotion  to  field-sports,  which  was 
the  safety-vaive  of  his  energy,  were  ail  circuro-^ 
stances  and  qualities  which  the  English  appre- 
ciate and  admire ;  and  it  may  be  fairly  said  of 
Sidonia  (hat  few  men  were  more  popular,  and 
none  less  understood. 


CHAPTER   XI 

At  dinner,  Coningsby  was  seated  on  the  same 
side  as  Sidonia,  and  distant  from  him.  There 
had  been,  therefore,  no  mutual  recognition. 
Another  guest  had  also  arrived,  Mr.  Ormsby.. 
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He  came  straight  from  London,  full  of  rumours, 
had  seen  Tadpole,  who,  liearing  he  was  on  the 
wing  for  Coningsby  Castle,  had  taken  him  into 
a  dark  comer  of  a  club,  and  shown  him  his 
book,  a  safe  piece  of  confidence,  as  Mr.  Ormsby 
was  very  near-sighted.  It  was,  however,  to  be 
received  as  an  undoubted  fact,  that  all  was  right, 
and  somehow  or  other,  before  very  long,  there 
wouid  be  national  demonstration  of  the  same. 
This  arrival  of  Mr.  Ormsby,  and  the  news  that 
he  bore,  gave  a  political  turn  to  the  conversation 
after  the  ladies  had  left  the  room. 

"  Tadpole  wants  me  to  stand  for  Birmingham," 
said  Mr.  Ormsby,  gravely. 

"  You ! "  exclaimed  Lord  Monmouth,  and, 
throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair,  he  broke 
into  a  real,  hearty  laugh. 

"  Yes ;  the  Conservatives  mean  to  start  two 
candidates;  a  manufacturer  they  have  got,  and 
they  have  written  up  to  Tadpole  for  a  '  West-end 

"A  what?" 

"A  Wesl-end  man,  who  will  make  the  ladies 
patronise  their  fancy  articles." 

"  The  result  of  the  Reform  Bill,  then,"  said 
Lucian  Gay,  "will  be  to  give  Manchester  a 
bishop,  and  Birmingham  a  dandy." 

"  I  begin  to  believe  the  result  will  be  very 
different  from  what  we  expected,"  said  Lord 
Monmouth. 

Mr.  Rigby  shook  his  head  and  was  going  to 
prophesy,  when  Lord  Eskdale,  who  Uked  talk  to 
be  short,  and  was  of  opinion  that  Rigby  should 
^i^mplifications  for  his  slashing,  attvcVa?., 
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put  in  a.  brief  careless  observation,  which  balkeiji 
his  inspiration. 

"Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby,  "when  thq 
guns  were  firing  over  Vyvyan's  last  speech  andl 
confession,  I  never  expected  to  be  asked  ta 
stand  for  Birmingham." 

"Perhaps  you  may  be  called  up  to  the 
house  by  the  title,"  said  Lucian  Gay.     "Whc 
knows?" 

"  I  agree  with  Tadpole,"  said  Mr.  Ormsb^V 
"  that  if  we  only  stick  to  the  RegistTation  th* 
country  is  saved." 

"Fortunate  country!"  said  Sidonia,  "that 
can  be  saved  by  a  good  registration ! " 

"I  believe,  after  all,  that  with  property  and 
pluck,"  said  Lord  Monmouth,  "  Parliaraentaif 
Reform  is  not  such  a  very  bad  thing." 

Here  several  gentlemen  began  talking  at  the 
same  time,  all  agreeing  with  their  host,  and 
proving  in  their  different  ways,  the  irreaistiblft 
influence  of  property  and  pluck ;  property  iR 
Lord  Monmouth's  mind  meaning  vassals,  and 
pluck  a  total  disregard  for  public  opinion.  iSt 
Guy  Flouncey,  who  wanted  to  get  into  parliai 
ment,  but  why  nobody  knew,  who  had  neithot 
political  abilities  nor  pohtical  opinions,  but  bad 
some  floating  idea  that  it  would  get  himself  and 
bis  wife  to  some  more  balls  and  dinners,  and' 
who  was  duly  ticketed  for  "a  good  thing"  iff 
the  candidate  list  of  the  Tadpoles  and  the 
Tapers,  was  of  opinion  that  an  immer\se 
might  be  done  by  properly  patronising  borou^ 
races.  That  was  his  specific  how  to  preved 
rfvoludon. 
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Taking  advantage  of  a  pause,  Lord  Mon- 
mouth said,  "  I  should  like  to  know  what  you 
think  of  this  question,  Sidonia  ? " 

"  I  am  scarcely  a  competent  judge,"  he  said, 
as  if  wishing  to  disclaim  any  interference  in  the 
conversation,  and  then  added,  "  but  I  have 
been  ever  of  opinion  that  revolutions  are  not 
to  be  evaded." 

"  Exactly  my  views,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  eagerly ; 
"  I  say  it  now,  I  have  said  it  a  thousand  times, 
you  may  doctor  the  registration  as  you  like,  but 
you  can  never  get  rid  of  Schedule  A." 

"  Is  there  a  person  in  this  room  who  can  now 
tell  us  the  names  of  the  boroughs  in  Schedule 
A  ? "  said  Sidonia. 

"  I  am  sure  I  cannot,"  said  Lord  Monmouth, 
"  though  six  of  them  belonged  to  myself."  I 

.    "But  the  principle,"  said  Mr.  Rigby;  "they  | 

represented  a  principle." 

"  Nothing  else,  certainly,"  said  Lucian  Gay, 

"  And  what  principle  ?  "  inquired  Sidonia. 

"  The  principle  of  nomination," 

"  That  is  a  practice,  not  a  principle,"  said 
Sidonia.  "  Is  it  a  practice  that  no  longer 
exists  ?  " 

"  You  think  then,"  said  Lord  Eskdale,  cutting 
in  before  Rigby,  "that  the  Reform  Bill  has 
done  us  no  harm  ? " 

"  It  is  not  the  Reform  Bill  that  has  shaken  .■  \ 
the  aristocracy  of  this  country,  but  the  means  ' 
by  which  that  Bill  was  carried,"  replied  Sidonia.         ' 

"  Physical  force  ?  "  said  Lord  Eskdale.  ' 

"  Or  social  power?  "  said  Sidonia. 


^^^nt 
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giving  the  tone  in  a  political  discussion  but 
himself,  and  chafing  under  the  vigilance  of  Lord' 
Eskdale,  which  to  him  ever  appeared  only  &»• 
tuicous,  violently  assaulted  the  argument  and 
astonished  several  country  gentlemen  present 
by  his  volubility.  They  at  length  listened  (a 
real  eloquence.  At  the  end  of  a  long  appeal  W 
Sidonia,  that  gentleman  only  bowed  his  head 
and  said,  "  Perliaps  "  ;  and  then,  turning  to  his 
neighbour,  inquired  whether  birds  were  plenti* 
ful  in  Lancashire  this  season  :  so  that  Mr,  Ri^ 
was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  formij^  t!^, 
political  opinions  of  Mr.  Guy  Flouncey. 

As  the  gentlemen  left  the  dining-room,  C(H» 
ingsby,  though  at  some  distance,  was  obsetfed' 
by  Sidonia,  who  stopped  instantly,  theti  ad-, 
vanced  to  Coningsby,  and  extending  his  hand 
said,  "  I  said  we  should  meet  again,  though 
1  hardly  expected  so  quickly." 

"  And  I  hope  we  shall  not  separate  so  soon," 
said  Coningsby ;  "  I  was  much  struck  with  what, 
you  said  just  now  about  the  Reform  Bill,  Do: 
you  know  that  the  more  I  think  the  more  I  as 
perplexed  by  what  is  meant  by  Representation?* 

"  It  is  a  principle  of  which  a  limited  definit 
tion  is  only  current  in  this  country,"  said  Sidonii* 
quitting  the  room  with  him.  "  People  may  ht 
represented  without  periodical  elections  of  n^lK 
bours  who  are  incapable  to  mainlaiti  their  int» 
esls,  and  strangers  who  are  unwilling." 

The  entrance  of  the  gentlemen  produced  tJU 
same  effect  on  the  saloon  as  sunrise  on  thi 
world;  universal  animation,  a  general  thon^ 
[entle  stir.     The  Grand-duke,  bowing  to  era 
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one,  devoted  himself  to  the  daughter  of  Lady 
St.  Julians,  who  herself  pinned  Lord  Beaumanoir 
before  he  could  reach  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey. 
Coningsby  instead  talked  nonsense  to  that  lady. 
Brilliant  cavaliers,  including  Mr.  Melton,  ad- 
dressed a  band  of  beautiful  damsels  grouped  on 
a  large  ottoman.  Everywhere  sounded  a  deli- 
cious murmur,  broken  occasionally  by  a  silver- 
sounding  laugh  not  too  loud.  Sidonia  and 
Lord  Eskdaie  did  not  join  the  ladies.  They 
stood  for  a  few  moments  in  conversation,  and 
then  threw  themselves  on  a  sofa. 

"  Who  is  that  ?  "  asked  Sidonia  of  his  com- 
panion rather  earnestly,  as  Coningsby  quitted 
them. 

"  'Tis  the  grandson  of  Monmouth ;  young 
Coningsby." 

"  Ah  1  The  new  generation  then  promises. 
I  met  him  once  before,  by  chance  ;  he  interests 

"  They  tell  me  he  is  a  lively  lad.  He  is 
a  prodigious  favourite  here,  and  I  should  not  be 
surprised  if  Monmouth  made  him  his  heir." 

"  I  hope  he  does  not  dream  of  inheritance," 
said  Sidonia.  "Tis  the  most  enervating  of 
visions." 

"  Do  you  admire  Lady  Augustina  St.  Julians  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey  to  Coningsby. 

"  I  admire  no  one  except  yourself," 

"  Oh  !  how  very  gallant,  Mr.  Coningsby  I  " 

"  When  should  men  be  gallant,  if  not  to  the 
brilliant  and  the  beautiful  !  "  said  Coningsby. 

"Ah  !  you  are  laughing  at  me." 
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"  Your  eyes  laugh.  Now  tell  me,  Mr.  Con-< 
ingsby,  Lord  Henry  Sydney  is  a  very  great 
friend  of  yours  ? " 

"Very." 

"  He  is  very  amiable." 

"Very." 

"  He  does  a  great  deal  for  the  poor  at  Beaic 
manoit.     A  very  fine  place,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  Very." 

"  As  fine  as  Coningsby  ?  " 

"  At  present,  with  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey  at 
Coningsby,  Beaumanoir  would  have  no  chance.'' 

"  Ah  !  you  laugh  at  me  again  1  Now  tell  me^ 
Mr.  Coningsby,  what  do  you  think  we  shall  do. 
to-night  ?  I  look  upon  you,  you  know,  as  th* 
real  arbiter  of  our  destinies." 

"  You  shall  decide,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Mon  cher  Harry,"  said  Madame  Colonna^ 
coming  up,  "  they  wish  Lucretia  to  sing  and  iti^ 
will  not.  You  must  ask  her,  she  cannot  reftisd 
you." 

"  I  assure  you  she  can,"  said  Coningsby, 

"  Mon  cher  Harrj',  your  grandpapa  did  desin 
me  to  beg  you  to  ask  her  to  sing," 

So  Coningsby  unwillingly  approached  Lu 
cretia,  who  was  talking  with  the  Russian  AcD 
bassador. 

"I  am  sent  upon  a  fruitless  mission," 
Coningsby,  looking  at  her,  and  catching  he 
glance. 

"  What,  and  why  ? "  she  replied. 

"The  mission  is  to  entreat  you  to  do  us  a 
a  great  favour  ;  and  the  cause  of  its  failure  n' 
be  thai  I  am  the  envoy." 
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"  If  the  favour  be  one  to  yourself,  it  is 
granted ;  and  if  you  be  the  envoy,  you  need 
never  fear  failure  with  me." 

"I  mast  presume  then  to  lead  you  away," 
said  Coningsby,  bending  to  the  Arnbassador. 

"Remember,"  said  Lucretia,  as  they  ap- 
proached the  instrument,  "that  I  am  singing 
to  you." 

"  It  is  impossible  ever  to  foi^et  it,"  said  Con- 
ingsby,   leading  her   to   the   piano   with   great        I 
politeness,  but  only  with  great  politeness.  ! 

"Where  is  Mademoiselle  Flora?"  she  in- 
quired. 

Coningsby  found  La  Petite  crouching  as  it 
were  behind  some  furniture,  and  apparently 
looking  over  some  music.  She  looked  up  as  he 
approached,  and  a  smile  stole  over  her  counte-  i 
nance.  "  I  am  come  to  ask  a  favour,"  he  said, 
and  he  named  his  request. 

"  I  will  sing,"  she  replied  ;  "  but  only  lell  me 
what  you  like." 

Coningsby  felt  the  difference  between  the 
courtesy  of  the  head  and  of  the  heart,  as  he 
contrasted  the  manner  of  Lucretia  and  Flora. 
Nothing  could  be  more  exquisitely  gracious  | 
than  the  daughter  of  Colonna  was  to-night ;  1 
Flora,  on  the  contrary,  was  rather  agitated  and 
embanassed ;  and  did  not  express  her  readi- 
ness with  half  the  facility  and  the  grace  of 
Lucretia;  but  Flora's  arm  trembled  as  Con- 
iDgsby  led  her  to  the  piano. 

Meantime  Lord  Eskdale  and  Sidonia  are  ir\ 
deep  converse. 

"  Hah  !   that  is  a  fine  note  ! "  said  Sidanig^ 
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and  he  looked  round.     "  Who  is  that 
Some  new pro/^g/e  of  Lord  Monmoulh  ? 

"'Tis  the  daughter  of  the  Colonnas,"  said 
Lord  Eskdale,  "the  Princess  Lucretia." 

"  Why,  she  was  not  at  dinner  to-day." 

"  No,  she  was  not  there." 

"  My  favourite  voice ;  and  of  all,  the  rarest  to 
be  found.     When  I  was  a  boy,  it  made 
almost  in  love  even  with  Pisaroni." 

"Well,  the  Princess  is  scarcely  more  lovely. 
'Tis  a  pity  the  plumage  is  not  as  beautiful  as  thi 
note.     She  is  plain." 

"  No ;  not  plain  with  that  brow." 

"  Well,  I  rather  admire  her  myself,"  said  Lord. 
Eskdale,     "She  has  fine  points." 

"  Let  us  approach,"  said  Sidonia. 

The  song  ceased.  Lord  Eskdale  advanced,. 
made  his  compliments,  and  then  said,  "  You 
were  not  at  dinner  to-day," 

"  Why  should  I  be  ?  "  said  the  Princess. 

"  For  our  sakes,  for  mine,  if  not  for  your  own,' 
said  Lord  Eskdale,  smiling.  "Your  absence 
has  been  remarked,  a.nd  felt,  I  assure  you,  by 
others  as  well  as  myself.  There  is  my  friend 
Sidonia  so  enraptured  with  your  thrilling  tones, 
that  he  has  abruptly  closed  a  conversation  which 
I  have  been  long  counting  on.  Do  you  know 
him  ?     May  I  present  him  to  you  ?  " 

And  having  obtained  a  consent,  not  often 
conceded.  Lord  Eskdale  looked  round,  and 
calling  Sidonia,  he  presented  his  friend  to  the 
Princess. 

"  You  are  fond  of  niusic,  Lord  Eskdale  tells 
le?  "  said  Lucretia. 


The  New  Generation      313 

"  VVhen  it  is  excellent,"  laad  Stdooo. 

"  But  that  is  so  tare,'  nd  the  Prineta. 

"And  predom  as  Fandae,"  laiA  SdpM. 
"As  for  indiffetem  mnic,  'tis  PatigmMfi  bM 
when  it  is  bad,  for  my  pan  t  Bed  layaeifc^— ' 

"  Where  ?  "  said  Lord.  EakdaJe. 

"  In  the  last  arde  oi'  iie  biieraoi,*  Mi«S 
Sidonia. 

Lord  F-'^^'^  tBtned  tt>  Flora. 

"  And  in  wfaoc  cnde  do  mit  jibice  iw  «to  are 
bere?"  tbe  IHummjh  au^mred  of  ^tdana. 

"  One  too  pofiBboC  &r  hts  ««nK."  a£}>lie>nter 


"Yoa  mean  too  iaa^ML"  »d  itan  Jhincav. 
"  I  wiA  that  SiE  ipcr  a  Ihde  okwe  DoniemiB. ' 

*'  Tlieie  b  aoc  leas  aeami?  in  the  wirtd,  «iid 
Sidonia,  "  beams:  we  use  jiapw  mtrwury ;  Md 
there  is  not  less  passion  than  at  ^M.±iMttl  iric 
^tffl  JSsw  to  be  traaqiiil.^ 

"Do  you  think  so?"  said  th>f  ."'-rur^^  in* 
quirii^)',  and  then  looking  round '.H^  iiaftnient. 
"Ha»e  these  automata,  indeed.  «wJt  - 

"Some  of  litem,"  said  Sidoaia.  'At.  auny 
as  would  have  had  souls  in.  tbe  ;««n«nMli 
century." 

"I  thought  ihcy  were  wound" :Jp  -?"^  ia«», 
said  the  Princess. 

"Some  are  self-iinjjelling,^  sawl  ■--    "•». 

"And  you  can  lell  at  a  ^awv  -  ^.louai; 
the  Princess.  "  Vou  are  one  yf-K-.^  -no.  ^fc, 
read  human  nature  ?  " 

"Tis  a  book  open  to  all." 

"  But  if  they  cannot  read  ?" 
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"Lord  Monmouth  tells  me  you  are  a  greil 
traveller  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  discovered  a  new  world." 

"  But  you  have  visited  it?" 

"  It  is  getting  old." 

"  I  would  sooner  recall  the  old  than  discover 
the  new,"  said  the  Princess. 

"We  have  both  of  us  cause,"  said  Sidonia. 
■■Our  names  are  the  names  of  the  Past." 

"  I  do  not  love  a  world  of  Utility,"  said  the 
Princess. 

"  You  prefer  to  be  celebrated  to  being  com- 
fortable," said  Sidonia. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  the  world  is  withering 
under  routine." 

'"Tis  the  inevitable  lot  of  humanity,"  said 
Sidonia.  "  Man  must  ever  be  the  slave  of 
rourine :  but  in  old  days  it  was  a  routine  of  great 
thoughts,  and  now  it  is  the  routine  of  little 
ones." 

The  evening  glided  on  ;  the  dance  succeeded 
the  song;  the  ladies  were  fast  vanishing;  Con- 
ingsby himself  was  meditating  a  movement, 
when  Lord  Beaumanoir,  as  he  passed  him,  said,  1 
'■  Come  to  Lucian  Gay's  room  ;  we  are  going  K 
smoke  a  cigar." 

This  was  a  favourite  haunt,  towards  midnight,  | 
of  several  of  the  younger  members  of  the  party  J 
at  the  Castle,  who  loved  to  find  relaxation  from  I 
the  decorous  gravities  of  polished  life  in  the  I 
fumes  of  tobacco,  the  inspiration  of  whiskey  1 
toddy,  and  the  infinite  amusement  of  Lucian 
Gay's  conversation  and  company.  This  was 
[be  genial  hour  when  the  good  story  gladdened, 


_1 


B     ^" ' 

^^p   The   New  Generation      315 

SB^^un  flashed,   and  the  song  sparkled  with 
jolly  mirth  or  saucy  mimicry.     To-night,  being 
Coningsby's    initiation,    there    was    a    special 
general  meeting  of  the  Grumpy  Club,  in  which 
everybody  was  to  say  the  gayest  things  with  the 
gravest  face,  and  every  laugh  carried  a  forfeit. 
Lucian  was  the  inimitable  president.     He  told 
a  tale  for  which  he  was  fatDOUs,  of  "the  very 
respectable  county  family  who  had  been  estab- 
hshed  in  the  shire  for  several  generations,  but 
who,  it  was  a  fact,  had  been  ever  distinguished 
by  the  strange  and  humiliating   peculiarity  of 
being  born  with  sheep's  tails."    The  remarkable 
circumstances  under  which   Luciari    Gay  had 
become  acquainted  with  this  fact ;   the  tradi- 
tionary mysteries  by  which  the  family  in  qiies- 
tion  had  succeeded  for  generations  in  keeping 
it  secret;   the  decided  measures  to  which  the 
chief  of  the  family  had  recourse  to  stop  for  ever 
the  rumour  when  it  first  became  prevalent ;  and 
finally  the  origin  and  result  of  the  legend ;  were 
details  which  Lucian  Gay,  with  the  most  rueful 
countenance,  loved  to  expend  upon  the  atten- 
tive and  expanding  intelligence  of  a  new  mem- 
ber  of    the    Grumpy   Club.       Familiar   as    all 
present  were    with    the    story    whose   stimulus 
of  agonising  risibility  they  had  all  in  turn  ex- 
perienced, it  was  with  extreme    ditficulty   that 
any  of  them  could  resist  the    fataJ    explosion 
which  was  to  be  attended    with    the    dreaded 
penalty.    Lord  Beaumanoir  looked  on  the  table 
with  desperate  seriousness,  an   ominous  pucker 
quivering  round  his  lip ;  Mr.   Meiton  crammed 
his  handkerchief  into  his  mouth  with  Q^ve.  Vvaj^i, 
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while  he  lighted  the  wrong  end  of  a  cigar- 
wilh  the  other ;  one  youth  hung  over  the- 
back  of  his  chair  pinching  himself  like 
faquir,  while  another  hid  his  countenance 
the  table. 

"  It  was  at  the  Hunt  dinner,"  continued 
Lucian  Gay,  in  an  almost  solemn  tone, 
an  idea  for  a  moment  was  prevalent,  that  Sir 
Mowbray  Cholmondcley  Fetherstonehaugh,  a 
the  head  of  the  family,  had  resolved  to  ter- 
minate for  ever  these  mysterious  aspersions 
on  his  race,  that  had  circulated  in  the  county 
for  more  than  two  centuries ;  I  mean  that  the 
highly  respectable  family  of  the  Cholmondelg 
Fetherstonehaughs  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
graced  with  that  appendage  to  which  I  han 
referred.  His  health  being  drunk.  Sir  Mow* 
bray  Cholmondeley  Fetherstonehaugh  rose.  Ha 
was  a  little  unpopular  at  the  moment,  from  an 
ugly  story  about  killing  foxes,  and  the  guesBl> 
were  not  as  quiet  as  orators  generally  desire, 
the  Honourable  Baronet  prayed  particular  atK 
tion  to  a  mattei-  personal  to  himself.     InstantiJ 

there  was  a  dead  silence -"  but  here  Con' 

iogsby,  who  had  moved  for  some  time  veij; 
restlessly  on  his  chair,  suddenly  started  up,  and 
struggling  for  a  moment  against  the  inward 
convulsion,  but  in  vain,  stamped  against  th4 
floor,  and  gave  a  shout. 

"A  song  from  Mr.  Coningsby,"  said  th& 
president  of  the  Grumpy  Club,  amid  an  unit 
versa],  and  now  permissible  roar  of  lai^hter. 

Coningsby  could  not  sing  :  so  he  was  to 
favour  them  as  a  substitute  with  a  speech 
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^Wfthtiment.     But  Luciao  Gay  always  lei  one 

off  ihese   penalties   easily,   and,   indeed,   WM 

ever  ready  to  fulfil  them  for  all.    Song,  speech, 

or  sentiment,  he  poured  them  EtU  forth ;  nor 

were  pastimes  more  active  wanting.     He  could 

dance  a  Taxantalla  like  a  Lazzarone,  and  execute 

a  Cracovienne  with  all  the  mincing  graces  of  a 

ballet  heroine. 

^         His  powers  of  mimicry,  indeed,   were  great 

.     and  versatile.     But  in  nothing  was  he  so  happy 

as    in    a    Parliamentary   debate.      And    it    wan 

\    remarkable  that,  though  himself  a  man  who  on 

*     ordinary  occasions  was  quite  incapable  without 

''    infinite  perplexity  of  publicly  expressing  bi> 

sense  of  the  merest  courtesy  of  society,  he  wai 

I    not  only  a  master  of  the  style  of  every  epcakcr 

of  distinction  in  either  house,  but  he  seemed  in 

his  imitative  play  to  appropriate  their  intellectual 

h     as  well  as  their  physical  peculiarities,  and  pre- 

,     sented  you  with  their  mind  as  well  as   their 

manner.     There  were  several  attempts  to-nigjit 

to  induce  I.uckn  to  indulge  his  guesa  wilt) 

a  debate,  but  he  seemed  to  avoid  the  extxtKHi, 

which  was  great.     As  the  night  grew  old,  ituw- 

ever,  and  every  hour  he  grew  more  lively,  ii*t 

suddenly  broke  without    further  pressure  iulu 

the  promised  diversion  ;  and  Coningsby  lis»eo*d 

really  with  admiration  to  a  discussion,  of  •thjcl; 

'     the  only  fault  was  that   it  was   mote  i*rW 

'     mentary  than   the  original,    "plus  A»b<:  ttw 

I     I'Arabie." 

The  Duke  was  never  more  curt,  W  *r 
I  Robert  more  specious;  he  was  as  fw  »^ 
^^tojey,  and  as  bitter  as  Graham.     ai>W-:ilPr*fcJ 
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do  their  opponents  less  justice^  Lord  Palmer- 
stoD  himself  never  treated  a  profound  subject! 
with  a  more  pleasant  volatility ;  and  wheal 
Lucian  rose  at  an  early  hour  of  mom,  in  a  fuUfl 
house  alike  exhausted  and  excited,  and  aftt« 
having  endured  for  hours,  in  sarcastic  sileoc^l 
the  menacing  finger  of  Sir  Robert,  shaking  overl 
the  green  table  and  appealing  to  his  misdeedll 
in  the  irrevocable  records  of  Hansard,  Lord  ^ 
John  himself  could  not  have  afforded  a  more  I 
perfect  representative  of  pluclc.  1 

But  loud  as  was  the  laughter,  and  vehement  J 
the  cheering,  with  which  Lucian's  performance) 
were  received,  all  these  ebullitions  sank  into 
insignificance  compared  with  the  receptiOB 
which  greeted  what  he  himself  announced  mrt 
to  be  the  speech  of  the  night.  Having  quaffed 
full  many  a  quaigh  of  toddy,  he  insisted  a' 
delivering  it  on  the  table,  a  proposition  wilb 
which  his  auditors  immediately  closed. 

The  orator  appeared,  the  great  man  of  ll.. 
night,  who  was  to  answer  everybody  on  bodl 
sides.  Ah !  that  harsh  voice,  that  arrogai^ 
style,  that  saucy  superficiality  which  decided  oi 
everything,  that  insolent  ignorance  that  contift 
dieted  everybody ;  it  was  impossible  to  misia' 
them !  And  Coningsby  had  the  pleasure 
seeing  reproduced  before  him  the  guardian 
his  youth  and  the  patron  of  the  mimic — I 
Right  Honourable  Nicholas  Rigby! 
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CHAPTER  XII 


EME  CoLONNA,  with  that  vivacious  energy 
characterises  the  south,  had  no  sooner 
Coningsby,  and    heard    his    praises   cele- 
_  [  by  his  grandfather,  than   she  resolved 

that  an  alliance  should  sooner  or  later  take 
place  between  him  and  her  step-daughter.  She 
imparted  her  projects  without  delay  to  Lucretia, 
who  received  them  in  a  different  spirit  from 
tlMit  in  which  they  were  communicated.  Lu- 
cretia bore  as  little  resemblance  to  her  step- 
mother in  character,  as  in  person.  If  she  did 
not  possess  her  beauty,  she  was  born  with  an 
intellect  of  far  greater  capacity  and  reach.  She 
had  a  deep  judgment.  A  hasty  alliance  with  a 
youth,  arranged  by  their  mutual  relatives,  might 
suit  very  well  the  clime  and  manners  of  Italy, 
but  Lucretia  was  well  aware  that  it  was  alto- 
gether opposed  to  the  habits  and  feelings  of 
this  country.  She  had  no  conviction  that  either 
Coningsby  would  wish  to  marry  her,  or,  if 
willing,  that  his  grandfather  would  sanction 
such  a  step  in  one  as  yet  only  on  the  threshold 
of  the  world,  Lucretia  therefore  received  the 
suggestions  and  proposals  of  Madame  Colonna 
with  coldness  and  indifference  ;  one  might  even 
say  contempt,  for  she  neither  felt  respect  for 
this  lady,  nor  was  she  sedulous  to  evince  it. 
Although  really  younger  than  Coningsby,  Lu- 
cretia felt  that  a  woman  of  eighteen  is,  in  all 
"lly  considerations,    ten   years    oldfii  " 
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a  youth  of  the  same  age.  She  anticipated  that 
a  considerable  time  might  elapse  before  Con- 
in^by  would  feel  it  necessary  to  seal  his  destiny 
by  marriage,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  she  wat 
not  only  anxious,  but  resolved,  not  to  delay  oil 
her  part  her  emancipation  from  the  galling 
position  in  which  she  very  frequently  found 
herself. 

Lucrelia  fell  rather  than  expressed  these 
ideas  and  impressions.  She  was  not  naturally 
communicative,  and  conversed  with  no  oi^ 
with  less  frankness  and  facility  than  with  her 
step-mother.  Madame  Colonna  therefore  fouiri 
no  reasons  in  her  conversation  with  Lucretia  tO 
change  her  determination.  As  her  mind  wat 
not  Ingenious  she  did  not  see  questions  in  Ihoae 
various  lights  which  make  us  at  the  same  time 
infirm  of  purpose  and  tolerant  What  sbt 
fancied  ought  to  be  done,  she  fancied  must 
be  done;  for  she  perceived  no  middle  cowat 
or  alternative.  For  the  rest,  Lucretia's  carriage 
towards  her  gave  her  little  discomfort.  Besides 
she  herself,  though  good-natured,  was  ohstiaatt? 
Her  feelings  were  not  very  acute  ;  nothing  mucb 
vexed  her.  As  long  us  she  had  line  dresses 
good  dinners,  and  opera- boxes,  she  could  ben 
her  plans  to  be  crossed  like  a  philosopher ;  an 
her  consolation  under  her  unaccomplishai 
devices  was  her  admirable  consistency,  whidK 
always  assured  her  that  her  projects  were 
though  unfulfilled. 

She  broke  her  purpose  to  Mr.  Rigby,  thij 
she  might  gain  not  only  his  adhesion  to  htj 
views,    but   his  assistance   in   achieving   them 
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As  Madame  Colonna,  in  Mr.  Rigby's  estima- 
tion, exercised  more  influence  over  Lord  Moti- 
moulh  than  any  other  individual,  faithful  to  his 
policy  or  practice,  he  agreed  with  all  Madame 
Colonna's  plans  and  wishes,  and  volunteered 
instantly  to  further  them.  As  for  the  Prince, 
his  wife  never  consulted  him  on  any  subject, 
nor  did  he  wish  to  be  consulted.  On  the  con- 
trary, he  had  no  opinion  about  anything.  All 
that  he  required  was  that  he  should  be  sur- 
rounded by  what  contributed  to  his  personal 
enjoyment,  that  he  should  never  be  troubled, 
and  that  he  should  have  billiards.  He  was  not 
inexpert  in  field-sports,  rode  indeed  very  well 
for  an  Italian,  but  he  never  cared  to  be  out-of- 
doors;  and  there  was  only  one  room  in  the 
interior  which  passionately  interested  him.  It 
was  where  the  echoing  balls  denoted  the  sweep- 
ing hazard  or  the  effective  cannonade.  That 
was  the  chamber  where  the  Prince  Coionna 
literally  existed.  Half-an-hour  after  breakfast 
he  was  in  the  billiard-room ;  be  never  quitted  it 
until  he  dressed  for  dinner;  and  he  generally 
contrived,  while  the  world  were  amused  or 
amusing  themselves  at  the  comedy  or  in  the 
dance,  to  steal  down  with  some  congenial  sprites 
to  the  magical  and  illumined  chamber,  and 
use  his  cue  until  bedtime. 

Faithful  Co  her  first  impressions,  Lucre tia 
had  made  no  difference  in  her  demeanour  to 
Coningsby  to  that  which  she  offered  to  the 
other  guests.  PoUte,  but  uncommunicative  1 
ready  to  answer,  but  never  originating  con- 
versation; she  charmed  him  as  little  b^  l:v&\ 
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by    her    person  ;    and   after  soi 
attempts,  not  very  painstaking,  to  interest  hei 
Coningsby  had    ceased    to  address    her.     Thi 

day  passed  by  with  only  a  faint  recognitica 
between  ihem  ;  even  that  sometimes  omitted. 

When,  however,  Lucretia  observed  that  Con 
ingsby  had  became  one  of  the  most  notabit 
persons  in  the  Castle :  when  she  heard  every- 
where of  his  talents  and  accomplishments,  hiB 
beauty  and  grace  and  great  acquirements,  and 
perceived  that  he  was  courted  by  all ;  that  Loi4i 
Monmouth  omitted  no  occasion  publicly  to 
evince  towards  him  his  regard  and  coosidera' 
tion  ;  that  he  seemed  generally  looked  upon  in 
the  light  of  his  grandfather's  heir;  and  Hat 
Lady  St.  Julians,  more  learaed  in  that  respetS 
than  any  lady  in  the  kingdom,  was  heard  more 
than  once  to  regret  that  she  had  not  brought 
another  daughter  with  her,  Clara  Isabella,  a 
well  as  Augustina;  the  Princess  Lucretia  began, 
to  imagine  that  Madame  Colonna,  after  allt. 
might  not  be  so  extravagant  in  her  purpose  ai 
she  had  first  supposed.  She,  therefore,  sui- 
prised  Coningsby  with  the  almost  aETectionatS 
moroseness  with  which,  while  she  hated  to  sio^ 
she  yet  found  pleasure  in  singing  for  him  alone. 
And  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  might  not  have 
been  the  next  move  in  her  tactics  in  this  respei^ 
had  not  the  very  night  on  which  she  had  resolved 
to  commence  the  enchantment  of  Cotiingsbf 
introduced  to  her  Sidonia. 

The  Princess  Lucretia  encountered  the  dark 
still  glance  of  the  friend  of  Lord  Eskdale.  HCf 
too,  beheld  a  woman  unlike  other 
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with  bis  fine  experience,  both  as  a  man  and  as 
fl  physiolt^st,  felt  that  he  was  in  the  presence 
of  no  ordinary  organisation.  From  the  evening 
of  his  introduction  Sidonia  sought  the  society 
of  the  Princess  Lucretia,  He  could  not  com- 
plain of  her  reserve.  She  threw  oul  her  mind 
in  various  and  highly-cultivated  intelligence. 
He  recognised  in  her  a  deep  and  suhtile  spirit, 
considerable  reading  for  a  woman,  habits  of 
thought,  and  a  soul  passionate  and  daring.  She 
resolved  to  subdue  one  whose  appreciation  she 
bad  gained,  and  who  had  subdued  her.  The 
profound  meaning  and  the  calm  manner  of 
Sidonia  combined  to  quell  her  spirit.  She 
struggled  against  the  spell.  She  tried  to  rival 
bis  power;  to  cope  with  him,  and  with  the 
iame  weapons.  But  prompt  as  was  her  thought 
ind  bright  as  was  its  expression,  her  heart  beat 
n  tumult ;  and,  with  all  her  apparent  serenity, 
ler  agitated  soul  was  a  prey  of  absorbing 
^ssion.  She  could  not  contend  with  that 
itelligent,  yet  inscrutable,  eye ;  with  that 
nner  so  full  of  interest  and  respect,  and  yet 
tranquil  Besides,  they  were  not  on  equal 
ns.  Here  was  a  girl  contending  with  a  man 
■ned  in  the  world's  ways. 
Between  Sidonia  and  Coningsby  there  at  once 
:curred  companionship.  The  morning  after 
lis  arrival  they  went  out  shooting  together. 
After  a  long  ramble  they  would  stretch  them- 
selves on  the  turf  under  a  shady  tree,  often  by 
he  side  of  some  brook  where  the  cresses  grow, 
faat  added  a  iuxury  to  their  sporting  meal ;  and 
hen  Coningsby  would  lead  their  convetsatiQiR 
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to  some  subject  on  which  Sidonia  would  pour 
out  his  mind  with  al!  that  depth  of  reflection, 
variety  of  knowledge,  and  richness  of  illustra- 
tive memory,  which  distinguished  him ;  and 
which  offered  so  striking  a  contrast  to  the  sharp 
talent,  the  shallow  information,  and  the  worldly 
cunning,  that  make  a  Righy. 

This  fellowship  between  Sidonia  and  Con- 
ingsby elevated  the  latter  still  more  in 
estimation  of  Lucretia,  and  rendered  her  still 
more  desirous  of  gaining  his  good  will  and 
opinion.  A  great  friendship  seemed  to  hav* 
arisen  between  them,  and  the  world  b^an  t 
believe  that  there  must  be  some  foundation  fot 
Madame  Colonna's  innuendos.  That  lady  her- 
self was  not  ill  the  least  alarmed  by  the  alten- 
tioD  which  Sidonia  paid  her  step-daughter, 
was,  of  course,  well  known  that  Sidonia  was  not 
a  marrying  man.  He  was,  however,  a  great 
friend  of  Mr.  Coningsby,  his  presence  1 
society  brought  Coningsby  and  Lucretia  m 
together ;  and  however  flattered  her  daughlM 
might  be  fot  the  moment  by  Sidonia's  homag^ 
still,  as  she  would  ultimately  find  out,  if  indeed 
she  ever  cared  so  to  do,  that  Sidonia  could 
only  be  her  admirer,  Madame  Colonna  had  nt 
kind  of  doubt  that  ultimately  Coningsby  would 
be  Lucretia's  husband,  as  she  had  arrs 
from  the  first. 

The  Princess  Lucretia  was  a  fine  horse-woman 
though  she  rarely  joined  the  various  riding 
parties  that  were  daily  formed  at  the  Castle 
Often,  indeed,  attended  only  by  her  groom,  sh( 
met  the  equestrians.     No-fl  s\\e  ^(Ki,4  wift  will 
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^^KOOiua  and  Coningsby.  and  as  a  female  com- 
'      panion  was  indispensable,  she  insisted  upon  La 
I      Petite  accompanying  her.     This  was  a  fearful 
trial  for  Flora,   but  she   encountered   it,  en- 
couraged by  the  kind  solicitude  of  Coningsby, 
I      who  ^ways  seemed  her  friend. 
I         Very  shortly  after  the  arrival  of  Sidonia,  the 
Grand-duke  and  his  suite  quitted  the  Castle, 
1      which  had  been  his   Highness's  head-quarters 
I      during  his  visit  to  the  manufacturing  districts  ; 
but  no  other  great  change  in  the  assembled 
company  occurred  for  some  little  time. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

"Yon  will  observe  one  curious  trait,"  said 
Sidonia  to  Coningsby,  "  in  the  history  of  this 
country :  the  depository  of  power  is  always  un- 
pKipular ;  all  combine  against  it ;  it  always  falls. 
Power  was  deposited  in  the  great  Barons ;  the 
Church,  using  the  King  for  its  instrument, 
crushed  the  great  Barons.  Power  was  deposited 
in  the  Church  ;  the  King,  bribing  the  Parlia- 
ment, plundered  the  Church.  Power  was  de- 
posited in  the  King;  the  Parliament,  using  the 
People,  beheaded  the  King,  ejcpelled  the  King, 
changed  the  King,  and,  finally,  for  a  King  sub- 
stituted an  administrative  officer.  For  one 
hundred  and  fifty  years  Power  has  been  de- 
posited in  the  Parliament,  and  for  the  last 
sixty  or  seventy  years  it  has  been  becoming 
more  and  more  unpopular.     In  18^0  'W.  ^as 
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endeavoured  by  a  reconstruction  to  regEun  the 
popular  affection ;  but,  in  truth,  as  the  Parlia- 
ment then  only  made  itself  more  powerful,  it 
has  only  become  more  odious.  As  we  see  thai 
the  Barons,  the  Church,  the  King,  have  in  turiL 
devoured  each  other,  and  that  the  Parliament 
the  last  devourer,  remains,  it  is  impossible  to 
resist  the  impression  that  this  body  also  il' 
doomed  to  be  destroyed  ;  and  he  is  a  sagacioin 
statesman  who  may  detect  in  what  form  and  in 
what  quarter  the  great  consumer  will  arise,'" 

"  You  take,  then,  a  dark  view  of  out  posi- 
tion ?  " 

"Troubled,  not  dark.  1  do  not  ascribe  at 
political  instituiions  that  paramount  influence 
which  it  is  the  feeling  of  this  age  to  attribute 
to  them.  The  Senate  that  confronted  Brennui 
in  the  Fonim  was  the  same  body  that  registered! 
in  an  after-age  the  ribald  decrees  of  a  Neni 
Trial  by  jury,  for  example,  is  looked  upon  I 
all  as  the  Palladium  of  our  liberties ;  yet  a  jurj* 
at  a  very  recent  period  of  our  own  history,  thi 
reign  of  Charles  II.,  was  a  tribunal  as  iniquitovfl 
as  the  Inquisition."  And  a  graver  expressioi 
stole  over  the  countenance  of  Sidonia  as  bt 
remembered  what  that  Inquisition  had  operated 
on  his  own  race  and  his  o'*!!  destiny.  "  Theri 
are  families  in  this  country,"  he  continued,  "ol 
both  the  great  historical  parries,  that  in  thl 
persecution  of  their  houses,  the  murder  anri 
proscription  of  some  of  their  most  illustrioill 
members,  found  judges  as  unjust  and  relentleal 
a  open  jury  of  their  countrymen  as  we  did 
utn  the  conclaves  of  MaiiT\d  a-nd  Se-ville." 
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"Where,  then,  would  you  look  for  hope?" 

"In  what  is  more  powerful  than  laws  and 
institutioDS,  and  without  which  the  best  laws 
and  the  most  skilful  institutions  may  be  a  dead 
letter,  or  the  very  means  of  tyranny  in  the 
national  character.  It  is  not  in  the  increased 
feebleness  of  its  institutions  that  I  see  the  peril 
of  England ;  it  is  in  the  decline  of  its  character 
as  a  community." 

"And  yet  you  could  scarcely  describe  this  as 
an  age  of  corruption  ?  " 

"Not  of  political  corruption.  But  it  is  an 
age  of  social  disorganisation,  far  more  dangerous 
in  its  consequences,  because  far  more  extensive. 
You  may  have  a  corrupt  government  and  a 
pure  community ;  you  may  have  a  corrupt 
community  and  a  pure  administration.  Which 
would  you  elect  ?  " 

"  Neither,"  said  Coningsby ;  "  I  wish  to  see 
a  people  full  of  faith,  and  a.  government  full  of 
duty." 

"  Rely  upon  it,"  said  Sidonia,  "  that  England 
should  think  more  of  the  community  and  less 
of  the  government." 

"  But  tell  me,  what  do  you  understand  by 
the  term  national  character?" 

"A  character  is  an  assemblage  of  qualities; 
the  character  of  England  should  be  an  assem- 
blage of  great  qualities."' 

"  But  we  cannot  deny  that  the  English  have 
great  virtues." 

"The  civilisation  of  a  thousand  years  EDuat 
produce  great  virtues ;  but  we  are  speaking  of 
the  decline  of  public  virtue,  not  its  e  ' 
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In  what,  then,  do  you  trace  that  decline?" 
In  the  fact  that  the  various  classes  of  this 
country  are  arrayed  against  each  other." 

"  But  to  what  do  you  attribute  those  recip- 
rocal hostilities?" 

"  Not  entirely,  not  even  principally,  to  those 
economical  causes  of  which  we  hear  so  much. 
1  look  upon  all  such  as  secondary  causeSi 
which,  in  a  certain  degree,  must  always  existi 
which  obtrude  themselves  in  troubled  times, 
and  which  at  all  times  it  is  the  business  of  wise^ 
statesmen  to  watch,  to  regulate,  to  ameliorate,' 
to  modify." 

"I  am  speaking  to  elicit  truth,  not  to  main- 
tain opinions,"  said  Coningshy;  "for  I  havfl- 
none,"  he  added,  mournfully. 

"I  think,"  said  Sidonia,  "that  there  is  no 
error  so  vulgar  as  to  believe  that  revolutioni 
are  occasioned  by  economical  causes.  They, 
come  in,  doubtless,  very  often  to  precipitate  a 
catastrophe;  very  rarely  do  they  occasion  ona 
I  know  no  period,  for  example,  when  physical 
comfort  was  more  diSused  in  England  than  in 
1640.  England  had  a  moderate  population,  a 
very  improved  agriculture,  a  rich  commerce;. 
yet  she  was  on  the  eve  of  the  greatest  and 
most  violent  changes  that  she  has  as  yet  ex- 
perienced." 

"  That  was  a  religious  movement." 

"  Admit  it ;  the  cause,  then,  was  not  physical, 
The  imagination  of  England  rose  against  th> 
government.  It  proves,  then,  that  when  that 
faculty  is  asrir  in  a  nation,  it  will  sacrifice  evef 
^physical  comfort  to  follow  \is  Impulses,"  • 
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"Do  you  ihink,  then,  there  is  a  wild  desire 
for  extensive  political  change  in  the  country?" 

"  Hardly  that :  England  is  perplexed  at  the 
present  moment,  not  inventive.  That  will  be 
the  next  phasis  in  her  moral  state,  and  to  that 
I  wish  to  draw  your  thoughts.  For  myself, 
while  I  ascribe  little  influence  to  physical  caus"*? 
for  the  production  of  this  perplexity,  I  am  ^^'" 
less  of  opinion  that  it  can  be  removed  by'  •"*" 
new  disposition  of  political  power.  It  woulP' 
only  aggravate  the  evil.  That  would  be  re- 
curring to  the  old  error  of  supposing  you  can 
necessarily  End  national  content  in  political 
institutions.  A  political  institution  is  a  machine ; 
the  motive  power  is  the  national  character. 
With  that  it  rests  whether  the  machine  will 
benefit  society,  or  destroy  it.  Society  in  this 
country  is  perplexed,  almost  paralysed;  in  time 
it  will  move,  and  it  will  devise.  How  are  the 
elements  of  the  nation  to  be  again  blended 
together?  In  what  spirit  is  that  reorganisation 
to  take  place  ? " 

"To  know  that  would  be  to  know  every- 
thing." 

"At  least  let  us  free  ourselves  from  the 
double  ignorance  of  the  Platonists.  Let  us 
not  be  ignorant  that  we  are  ignorant." 

"I  have  emancipated  myself  from  that  dark- 
ness for  a  long  time,"  said  Coningsby.  "  Long 
has  my  mind  been  musing  over  these  thoughts, 
but  to  me  all  is  still  obscurity." 

"  In  this  country,"  said  Sidonia,  "  since  the 
peace  there  has  been  an  attempt  to  advocate  a 
reconstruction  of  society  on  a  purely  t«VQ&4.V 
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basis.  The  principle  of  Utility  has  been  power- 
fully developed.  I  speak  not  with  lightness  of 
the  labours  of  the  disciples  of  that  school.  I 
bow  to  intellect  in  every  form :  and  we  should 
be  grateful  to  any  school  of  philosophers,  even 
if  we  disagree  with  them;  doubly  grateful  in 
g^js  country,  where  for  so  long  a  period  our 
I  issmen  were  in  so  pitiable  an  arrear  of  public 
Lj-ligence.  There  has  been  an  attempt  to 
^  Aon  struct  society  on  a  basis  of  material 
'  motives  and  calculations.  It  has  failed.  It 
must  ultimately  have  failed  under  any  circum- 
stances ;  its  failure  in  an  ancient  and  deosely^ 
peopled  kingdom  was  inevitable.  How  limited 
is  human  reason,  the  profoundest  inquirers  are' 
most  conscious.  We  are  not  indebted  to  the 
Reason  of  man  for  any  of  the  great  achieve- 
ments which  are  the  landmarks  of  human  action 
and  human  progress.  It  was  not  Reason  that 
besieged  Troy;  it  was  not  Reason  that  seidj 
forth  the  Saracen  from  the  Desert  to  conquef 
the  world;  that  inspired  the  Crusades;  th»t 
instituted  the  Monastic  orders ;  it  was  no^ 
Reason  that  produced  the  Jesuits;  above  all} 
it  was  not  Reason  that  created  the  Frendj 
Revolution.  Man  is  only  truly  great  when 
acts  from  the  passions ;  never  irresistible  bid 
when  he  appeals  to  the  imagination.  EveiJ 
Mormon  counts  more  votaries  than  Bentham.l 
"And  you  think,  then,  that  as  Imagination 
once  subdued  the  State,  Imagination  may  noi< 

"  Man  is  made  to  adore  and  to  obey  :  but  i 
jou  win  not  command  him,  if  you  give  hii 
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nothing  to  worship,  he  will  fashion  his  own 
divioities,  and  iind  a  chieftain  in  his  own 
passions." 

"  But  where  can  we  find  faith  in  a  nation  of 
sectaries?  Who  can  feel  loyalty  to  a  sovereign 
of  Downing  Street  ? " 

"  I  speak  of  the  eternal  principles  of  human 
nature,  you  answer  me  with  the  passing  acci- 
dents of  the  hour.  Sects  rise  and  sects  dis- 
appear. Where  are  the  Fifth- Monarchy  men? 
England  is  governed  by  Downing  Street ;  once 
it  was  governed  by  Alfred  and  Elizabeth." 


CHAPTER    XIV 

About  this  lime  a  steeple-chase  in  the  West  of 
England  had  attracted  considerable  attention. 
This  sport  was  then  of  recent  introduction  in 
England,  and  is,  in  fact,  an  importation  of  Irish 
growth,  although  it  has  flourished  in  our  soil. 
A  young  guardsman,  who  was  then  a  guest  at 
ihe  Castle,  and  who  had  been  in  garrison  in 
Ireland,  had  some  experience  of  this  pastime  in 
the  Kildare  country,  and  he  proposed  that  they 
should  have  a  steeple-chase  at  Coningsby.  This 
was  a  suggestion  very  agreeable  to  the  Matquesa 
of  Beaumanoir,  celebrated  for  his  feats  of  horse- 
manship, and,  indeed,  tri  most  of  the  guests. 
It  was  agreed  that  the  race  should  come  off 
at  once,  before  M>y  of  the  present  company, 
many  of  whom  jt^v:  ovfiiploras  of  being  on  the 
wing,   had    ()uitlf:d  iImi  Ca«tle.     The    foan^ 
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guardsman  and  Mr.  Guy  Flouncey  had  sur- 
veyed the  country,  and  had  selected  a  line 
which  they  esteemed  very  appropriate  for  the 
scene  of  action.  From  a  hill  of  coimmon  land 
you  looked  down  upon  the  valley  of  Coningsby, 
richly  cultivated,  deeply  ditched,  and  stiffly 
fenced ;  the  valley  was  bounded  by  another 
rising  ground,  and  the  scene  was  admirably 
calculated  to  give  an  extensive  view  to  a  multi- 
tude. 

The  distance  along  the  valley  was  to  be  two 
miles  out,  and  home  again ;  the  starting-post 
being  also  the  winning-post,  and  the  flags, 
which  were  placed  on  every  fence  which  the 
horses  were  to  pass,  were  to  be  passed  on 
the  left  band  of  the  rider  both  going  and 
coming ;  so  that  although  the  horses  had  to 
leap  the  same  fences  forward  and  backward) 
they  could  not  come  over  the  same  placi 
In  the  last  field  before  they  turned,  was  a  brook 
seventeen  feet  clear  from  side  to  side, 
taking  off  on  both  banks.  Here  real  business 
commenced. 

Lord  Monmouth  highly  approved  the  scheme, 
but  mentioned  that  the  stakes  must  be  moderate, 
and  open  to  the  whole  county.  The  neighbour- 
hood had  a  week  of  preparation,  and  the  entries 
for  the  Coningsby  steeple-chase  were  numerous- 
Lord  Monmouth,  after  a  reserve  for  his  own 
account,  placed  his  stable  at  the  service  of  his 
guests.  For  himself,  he  offered  to  back  his 
horse,  Sir  Robert,  which  was  to  be  ridden  by 
his  grandson. 

Now,  nothing  was  spo\tei\  qt  thought  of  at 
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Coningsby  Castle  except  the  coming  sport. 
The  ladies  shared  the  general  excitement 
They  embroidered  handkerchiefs,  and  scarfs, 
and  gloves,  with  the  respective  colours  of  the 
rivals,  and  tried  to  make  jockey-caps.  Lady 
St.  Julians  postponed  her  intended  departure  in 
consequence,  Madame  Colonna  wished  that 
some  means  could  be  contrived  by  which  they 
might  all  win. 

Sidonia,  with  the  other  competitors,  had 
ridden  over  the  ground  and  glanced  at  the 
brook  with  the  eye  of  a  workman.  On  his 
return  to  the  Castle  he  sent  a  despatch  for  some 
of  his  stud- 

Conbgsby  was  all  anxiety  to  win.  He  was 
proud  of  the  con5dence  of  his  grandfather  in 
backing  him,  He  had  a  powerful  horse  and  a  ■ 
first-rate  fencer,  and  he  was  resolved  himself 
not  to  flinch.  On  the  nfghl  before  the  race, 
retiring  somewhat  earlier  than  usual  to  his 
chamber,  he  observed  on  his  dressing-table  a 
small  f)acket  addressed  to  his  name,  and  in  an 
unknown  handwriting.  Opening  it,  he  found  a 
pretty  racing-jacket  embroidered  with  his  colours 
of  pink  and  white.  This  was  a  perplexing  cir- 
cumstance, but  he  fancied  it  on  the  whole  a 
happy  omen.  And  who  was  the  donor  ?  Cer- 
tainly not  the  Princess  Lucretia,  for  he  had 
observed  her  fashioning  some  maroon  ribbons, 
which  were  the  colours  of  Sidonia.  It  could 
scarcely  be  from  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey.  Perhaps 
Madame  Colonna  to  please  the  Marquess? 
Thinking  over  this  incident  he  fell  asleep. 

The  morning  before  the  race  Sidonia'«  boiaea 
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arrived.  All  went  to  examine  them  at  the 
stables.  Among  them  was  an  Arab  mate. 
Coningsby  recognised  the  Daughter  of  the  Star. 
She  was  greatly  admired  for  her  points ;  but 
Guy  Flouncey  whispered  to  Mr.  Melton  that 
she  never  could  do  the  work. 

"  But  Lord  Beaumanoit  says  he  is  all'fot 
speed  against  strength  in  these  affairs,"  said  Mr; 
Melton. 

Guy  Fiouncey  smiled  incredulously. 

The  night  before  the  race  it  rained  rathn' 
heavily. 

"  I  take  it  the  country  will  not  he  very  like ' 
the  Deserts  of  Arabia,"  said  Mr.  Guy  Flounce^ 
with  a  knowing  look  to  Mr.  Melton,  who  was 
noting  a  bet  in  his  memorandum-book. 

The  morning  was  fine,  clear,  and  sunny,  with 
a  soft  western  breeze.  The  starling-post  waa 
about  three  miles  from  the  Castle;  but,  long, 
before  the  hour,  the  surrounding  hilts  wete; 
covered  with  people ;  squire  and  farmer ;  widi 
no  lack  of  their  wives  and  daughters ;  many  ft 
hind  in  his  smock-frock,  and  many  an  "opera- 
tive" from  the  neighbouring  factories.  The 
"gentlemen  riders"  gradually  arrived.  The; 
entries  were  very  numerous,  though  it  was . 
understood  that  not  more  than  a  dozen  would  i 
come  to  the  post,  and  half  of  these  were  the 
guests  of  Lord  Monmouth,  At  half-past  one 
the  corlige  from  the  Castle  arrived,  and  took  up 
the  post  which  had  been  prepared  for  them  on 
the  summit  of  the  hill.  Lord  Monmouth  waa 
much  cheered  on  his  arrival.  In  the  carriage' 
with  him  were  Madame  Colonna  and  Lady  St. 
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Julians.  The  Princess  Lucretia,  Lady  Gay- 
thorpe,  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey,  accompanied  by 
Lord  Eskdale  and  other  cavaliers,  formed  a 
brilliant  company.  There  was  scarcely  a 
domestic  in  the  Castle  who  was  not  there. 
The  comedians,  indeed,  did  not  care  to  come, 
but  Villebecque  prevailed  upon  Flora  to  drive 
with  him  to  the  race  in  a  buggy  he  borrowed  of 
the  steward. 

The  start  was  to  be  at  two  o'clock.  The 
"gentlemen  jockeys"  are  mustered.  Never 
were  riders  mounted  and  appointed  in  better 
style.  The  stewards  and  the  clerk  of  the 
course  attend  them  to  the  starting-post.  There 
they  are  now  assembled.  Guy  Flouncey  takes 
up  his  stirrup-leathers  a  hole  ;  Mr.  Melton  looks 
at  his  girths.  In  a  few  moments,  the  irrevocable 
monosyllable  will  be  uttered. 

The  bugle  sounds  for  them  to  face  about; 
the  clerk  of  the  course  sings  out,  "  Gentlemen, 
are  you  all  ready?"  No  objection  made,  the 
word  given  to  go,  and  fifteen  riders  start  to 
excellent  style. 

Prince  Colonna,  who  rode  like  Prince  Rupert, 
took  the  lead,  followed  close  by  a  stout  yeoman 
on  an  old  white  horse  of  great  provincial 
celebrity,  who  made  steady  running,  and,  fiun- 
his  appearance  and  action,  an  awkwafd  ch& 
tomer.  The  rest,  with  two  exceptions,  foUow)^ 
in  a  cluster  at  no  great  distance,  and  tn  UtK 
order  they  continued,  with  very  slight  vatwtiw 
for  the  first  two  miles,  though  there  were  6^»i;ti- 
ox-fences,  and  one  or  two  of  them  renwtksMy 
Stiff.     Indeed,  they  appeared  more  liit--  Hvtar 
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run/ling  over  3  course  than  over  a  country. 
The  two  exceptions  were  Lord  Beaumanoir 
on  his  horse  Sunbeam,  and  Sidonia  on  the 
Arab.     These  kept    somewhat  slightly  iti 

Almost  in  this  wise  they  approached  the 
dreaded  brook.  Indeed,  with  the  exception  of 
the  last  two  riders,  who  were  about  thirty  yards 
behind,  it  seemed  that  you  might  have  covered 
the  rest  of  the  field  with  a  sheet.  They  arrived 
at  the  brook  at  the  same  moment ;  seventeen 
feet  of  water  between  strong  sound  banks  is  r 
holiday  work  ;  but  they  charged  with  unfaltering 
intrepidity,  But  what  a  revolution  in  their 
spirited  order  did  that  instant  produce!  A 
masked  battery  of  canister  and  grape  could  not 
have  achieved  more  terrible  execution.  Con- 
ingsby alone  clearly  lighted  on  the  opposing 
bank ;  but,  for  the  rest  of  them,  it  seemed  for  a 
moment  that  they  were  all  in  the  middle  of  the 
brook,  one  over  another,  splashing,  kicking, 
swearing ;  every  one  trying  to  get  out  and  keep. 
others  in.  Mr.  Melton  and  the  stout  yeomaa 
regained  their  saddles  and  were  soon  again  in 
chase.  The  Prince  lost  his  horse,  and  was  not 
alone  in  his  misfortune.  Mr.  Guy  Flouncey  lay 
on  his  back  with  a  horse  across  his  diaphragm ; 
only  his  head  above  the  water,  and  his  mouth 
full  of  chickweed  and  dockleaves.  And  if  help 
had  not  been  at  hand,  he  and  several  others 
might  have  remained  struggling  in  their  watery 
bed  for  a  considerable  period.  In  the  midst  of 
this  turmoil,  the  Marquess  and  Sidonia  a' 
same  momenx  cleared  the  biook. 
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Affairs  now  became  interesting  Here  f>'n 
.ngsly  took  op  the  ninmng,  Swloaia  and  IIm* 
Marquess  Ijii^  doie  at  us  qttuteff.  Mi 
Melttn  hi  '  '  .       -      . 

the  stoat 


Meltcn  had  gtme  the  wroog  Mle  of  «  llMp 
■        ■     ■     B  Jt  kmd. 


alreac]^  tmsiiig  Muti  ai>  hi»  tpm*-  ia  Hm 
extrene  iIjummi  mi^M  be  dWrflrf  dant  <ir 
four  Ktae^ea.  Tfaw  Atf  tom^mti  «mS 
within  isec^^tfioBe.    A  |llii|>i  I  <« 

^'^--  -Til  11I1I  ilfft  hiiMW  ;  *ir  11 1 T-f* 

his  spBs  10  Ae  aMvOs  ^"^  *»  ^nlf  ^^ 
of  tbe  cxperinMM  «a^  AM  4hc:  tenw  MM>d 
stock-stil  Conii^7,  £>AomL  amtf  *k  M« 
quess  were  now  all  toga^tx..  7%e  wnotnt^lfMiV 
is  in  sight,  and  a  high  aoa  «n>c«  ^«  jaWW 
the  last  field.  Coningsby,  iocAanfiMe*****^. 
gaUantlj  dashed  forward  aad  aor  tir  iMumtM 

the  gate,  but  he  had  OTcr-r — '  —  '— '- 

powers  at  this  point  of  the 
(all  was  the  consequence :  »— ~ 
rider  were  both  on  the  right  side^^ 
was  in  his  saddle  and  at  work  afiM 
It  seemed  that  the  Marqoe"* 
There  was  only  one  more  feo'S*- 
foot  people  had  made  a  breact. 
of  a  gate-post,  and  wide  eno^i^' 
for  a  broad-wheel  waggon  to  var". 

of    passing   straight   over    tta* 

swerved  against  the  gate  and    I- 

This  was  decisive.     The  I>a«it^-' 

who  was  still  going  beautifoBj- 

and  her  jockey  sitting  still,  «"^ 

and  went  in  first;  Coningw 

being  placed  second.     Tbe 


33^  Coningsby  ;   or 

was  about  four   miles  ;  there  were  thirty-nine 
leaps  :  and  it  was  done  under  fifteen  minu 

Lord  Monmouth  was  well  content  witb  tht 
prowess  of  his  grandson,  and  his  extrems  cor- 
diality consoled  Coningsby  under  a  defeat 
which  was  very  vexatious.  It  was  soine  dleviai' 
tion  that  he  was  beaten  by  Sidonia.  Madame 
Colonna  even  shed  tears  at  her  young  .Tiend's 
disappointment,  and  mourned  it  especially  for 
Lucretia,  who  had  said  nothing,  though  a.  flush 
might  be  observed  on  her  usually  pale  counte* 
nance.  Villebecque,  who  had  betted,  ws 
extremely  excited  by  the  whole  affair,  especially 
during  the  last  three  minutes,  that  he  quite  for- 
got bis  quiet  companion,  and  when  he  looked 
round  he  found  Flora  fainting, 

"  You  rode  well,"  said  Sidonia  to  Coningsby 
"  but  your  horse  was  more  strong  than  swift 
After  all,  this  thing  is  a  race ;  and,  notwith- 
standing Solomon,  in  a  race  speed  must  wi 


CHAPTER    XV 

Notwithstanding  the  fatigues  of  the  moming, 
the  evening  was  passed  with  great  gaiety  at  the 
Castle.  The  gentlemen  all  vowed  that,  far  froin 
being  inconvenienced  by  their  mishaps,  they 
felt,  on  the  whole,  rather  better  for  them, 
Guy  Flouncey,  indeed,  did  not  seem  quite  sd 
limber  and  Sexible  as  usual ;  and  the  young 
guardsman,  who  had  previously  discoursed 
an  almost  alarming  style  of  the  perils  and  feat» 
of  Che  JC/idare  country,  had  subsided  into 
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remarkable  reserve.  The  Provincials  were  de- 
lighted with  Sidonia's  riding,  and  even  the 
Leicestershire  gentlemen  admitted  that  he  was 
a  "  customer." 

Lotd  Monmouth  beckoned  to  Coningsby  to 
sit  by  him  on  the  sofa,  and  spoke  of  his  ap- 
proaching University  life.  He  gave  his  grand- 
son a  great  deal  of  good  advice:  told  him  to 
avoid  drinking,  especially  if  he  ever  chanced  to 
play  cards,  which  he  hoped  he  never  would ; 
urged  the  enpediency  of  never  borrowing  money, 
and  of  confining  his  loans  to  small  sums,  and 
then  only  to  friends  of  whom  he  wished  to  get 
rid ;  most  particularly  impressed  on  him  never 
to  permit  his  feelings  to  be  engaged  by  any 
woman ;  nobody,  he  assured  Coningsby,  de- 
spised that  weakness  more  than  women  them- 
selves. Indeed,  feeling  of  any  kind  did  not 
suit  the  present  age :  It  was  not  hon  ton  :  and  in 
some  degree  always  made  a  man  ridiculous, 
Coningsby  was  always  to  have  before  him  (he 
possible  catastrophe  of  becoming  ridiculous.  It 
was  the  test  of  conduct.  Lord  Monmouth  said  ; 
a  fear  of  becoming  ridiculous  is  the  best  guide 
in  life,  and  will  save  a  man  from  all  sorts  of 
scrapes.  For  the  rest,  Coningsby  was  to  appear 
at  Cambridge  as  became  Lord  Monmouth's 
favourite  grandson.  His  grandfather  had  opened 
an  account  for  him  with  Drummonds",  on  whom 
s  to  draw  for  his  considerable  allowance  ; 
and  if  by  any  chance  he  found  himself  in  a 
scrape,  no  matter  of  what  kind,  he  was  to  be 
sure  to  write  to  his  grandfather,  who  would  cer- 
I  tginly  get  him  out  of  it. 
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"  Your  departure  is  sudden,"  said  the  Princess 
Lucretia,  in  a  low  deep  tone  to  Sidonia,  who  was 
sitting  by  her  side  and  screened  from  general 
observation  by  the  waltzers  who  whirled  by. 

"  Departures  should  be  sudden." 

"  I  do  not  hke  departures,"  said  the  Princess, 

"  Nor  did  the  Queen  of  Sheba  when  she 
quitted  Solomon.     You  know  what  she  did?" 

"  Tell  me." 

"  She  wept  very  much,  and  let  one  of  the 
King's  birds  fly  into  the  garden.  '  You  are 
freed  from  your  cage,'  she  said;  'but  I  am 
going  back  to  mine.' " 

"  But  you  never  weep  ? "  said  the  Princess. 

"  And  are  always  free?  " 

"  So  are  men  in  the  Desert." 

"  But  your  life  is  not  a  Desert  ?  " 

"It  at  least  resembles  the  Desert  in' one 
respect :  it  is  useless." 

"  The  only  useless  life  is  woman's." 

"  Yet  there  have  been  heroines,"  said  Sidonia. 

"The  Queen  of  Sheba,"  said  the  Princes^ 
smiling. 

"  A  favourite  of  mine,"  said  Sidonia. 

"  And  why  was  she  a  favourite  of  yours?'' 
rather  eagerly  inquired  Lucretia. 

"Because  she  thought  deeply,  talked  finely, 
and  moved  gracefully." 

"  And  yet  might  be  a  very  unfeeling  dame  at 
!he  same  time,"  said  the  Princess. 

"  I  never  thought  of  that,"  said  Sidonia. 

"The  heart,  apparently,  does  not  reckon  in 
your  philosophy." 
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"  What  we  call  the  heart,"'  said  Sidonia,  ■'  is  a 
nervous  sensation,  like  shyness,  which  gradually 
disappears  in  society.  It  is  fervent  in  the 
nursery,  strong  in  the  domestic  circle,  tumul- 
tuous at  school.  The  affections  are  the  children 
of  ignorance;  when  the  horizon  of  our  experi- 
ence expands,  and  models  muhiply,  love  and 
admiration  imperceptibly  vanish." 

"  I  fear  the  horizon  of  your  experience  has 
wry  greatly  exjjanded.  With  your  opinions. 
what  charm  can  there  be  in  life  ? " 

"The  sense  of  existence," 

"So  Sidonia  is  off  to-morrow,  Monmouth," 
said  Lord  Eskdale. 

"  Hah  ! "  said  the  Marquess.  "  I  must  get 
him  lo  fareakfest  with  me  before  he  goes," 

The  party  broke  up.  Coningsby,  who  had 
heard  Lord  Eskdale  announce  Sidonia's  depar- 
ture, lingered  to  express  his  regret,  and  say 
farewell. 

"  I  cannot  sleep,"  said  Sidonia,  "  and  I  never 
smoke  in  Europe.  If  you  are  not  stiff  with 
your  wounds,  come  to  my  rooms." 

This  invitation  was  willingly  accepted. 

"  I  am  going  to  Cambridge  in  a  week,"  said 
Coningsby,  "  I  was  almost  in  hopes  you  might 
have  remained  as  long." 

"  I,  also ;  but  my  letters  of  this  morning 
demand  me.  If  it  had  not  been  for  our  chase, 
I  should  have  quitted  immediately.  The  minis- 
ter cannot  pay  the  interest  on  the  national 
debt ;  not  an  unprecedented  circumstance,  and 
has  applied  to  us.  I  never  permit  any  business 
of  State  to  be  transacted  without  my  personal 
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interposition ;  and  so  I  must  go  up  to  town 

immediate!  J." 

"  Suppose  you  don't  pay  it,"  said  Cooicigsbn 
smiling.  : 

"If  I  followed  my  own  impulse,  I  would 
remain  here,"  said  Sidonia.  "  Can  anything  b 
more  absurd  than  that  a  nation  should  apply  to 
an  individual  to  maintain  its  credit,  and,  with  itf 
!  credit,  its  existence  as  an  empire,  and  its  com- 
fort as  a  people ;  iand  that  individual  one  ca 
whom  its  laws  deny  the  proudest  rights  ot 
citizenship,  the  privilege  of  sitting  in  its  senate; 
and  of  holding  land  ?)  for  though  I  have  been 
rash  enough  to  buy  several  estates,  niy  owni 
opinion  is,  that,  by  the  existing  law  of  England) 
an  Englishman  of  Hebrew  faith  cannot  posseu 
the  soil." 

i*'  Bui  surely  it  would  be  easy  to  repeal  a  law 
so  illiberal " ) 

"  Oh  !  as  for  illiberality,  I  have  no  objectioit 
to  it  if  it  be  an  element  of  power.  Eschew 
political  sentimentailsm.  What  I  contend  i^ 
that'if  you  permit  men  to  accumulate  propertyi 
and  they  use  that  permission  to  a  great  extent^. 
power  is  inseparable  from  that  property,')  and  it 
is  in  the  last  degree  impolitic  to  malce  it  thi 
interest  of  any  powerful  class  to  oppose  f 
institutions  under  which  they  live.  The  Jew^ 
for  example,  independently  of  the  capital  quale 
ties  for  citizenship  which  they  possess  ii 
industry,  temperance,  and  energy  and  v 
of  mind,  are  a  race  essentially  monarchical^ 
deeply  religious,  and  shrinking  themselves  from 
s  as  from  a  calamity,  are  < 
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see  the  religious  systems  of  the  countries  in 
which  they  live  flourish  ;  yet,  since  your  society 
has  become  agita.ted  in  En^^land,  ajid  powerful 
combinations  menace  your  institutions,  you  find 
the  once  loyal  Hebrew  invariabiy  arrayed  in  the 
same  ranks  as  the  leveller  and  the  latitudinarian, 
and  prepared  to  support  the  policy  which  may 
even  endanger  his  life  and  property,  rather  than 
tamely  continue  under  a  system  which  seeks  to 
degrade  him.  The  Tories  lose  an  important 
election  at  a  critical  moment ;  'lis  the  Jews  come 
forward  to  vote  against  them.  The  Church  is 
alarmed  at  the  scheme  of  a  latitudinarian 
university,  and  learns  with  relief  thai  funds 
are  not  forthcoming  for  its  establishment ;  a 
Tew  immediately  advances  and  endows  it.  Yet 
(the  Jews,  Coningsby,  are  essentially  Tories.  ' 
Toryism,  indeed,  is  but  copied  from  the  mighty 
prototype  which  has  fashioned  Europe.  And 
every  generation  they  must  become  more  power- 
ful and  mote  dangerous  to  the  society  which  is 
hostile  to  them.  Do  you  think  that  the  quiet 
humdrum  persecution  of  a  decorous  representa- 
tive of  an  English  university  can  crush  those 
who  have  successively  baffled  the  Pharaohs, 
Nebuchadnezzar,  Rome,  and  the  Feudal  ages  ? 
The  fact  is,  you  cannot  destroy  a  pure  race  of 
the  Caucasian  organisation.  It  is  a  physiological 
fact ;  a  simple  law  of  nature,  which  has  baffled 
Egyptian  and  Assyrian  Kings. Roman  Emperors, 
and  Christian  Inquisitors.  No  penal  laws,  no 
physical  tortures,  can  effect  that  a  superior  race  ' 
should  be  absorbed  in  an  inferior.or  be  destroyed 
by  it.     The  mixed  persecuting  races  disap^eai-, 
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the  pure  persecuted  race  remains.  And  at  this 
moment,  in  spite  of  centuries,  of  tens  of  centU' 
rics,  of  degradation,  the  Jewish  mind  ejcercises 
a  vast  influence  on  the  affairs  of  Europe, 
speak  not  of  their  laws,  which  you  still  obey; 
of  their  literature,  with  which  your  minds  are 
saturated  ;  but  of  the  living  Hebrew  tnteilect. 

"  You  never  observe  a  great  inieUectnal  more^ 
ment  in  Europe  in  which  the  Jews  do  not 
greatly  participate.  The  first  Jesuits  were  Jews; 
that  mysterious  Russian  Diplomacy  which  so 
alarms  Western  Europe  is  organised  and  princi- 
pally carried  on  by  Jews ;  that  mighty  revolution 
which  is  at  this  moment  preparing  in  Germany, 
and  which  will  be,  in  fact,  a  second  and  greatec 
Reformation,  and  of  which  so  little  is  as  yet 
known  in  England,  is  entirdy  developing  under 
the  auspices  of  Jews,  who  almost  monopolise  the 
professorial  chairs  of  Germany.  Neander,  the 
founder  of  Spiritual  Christianity,  and  who  is 
Regius  Professor  of  Divinity  in  the  University 
of  Berlin,  is  a  Jew.  Beiiary,  equally  famous, 
and  in  the  same  University,  is  a  Jew.  Wehl, 
the  Arabic  Professor  of  Heidelberg,  is  a  Jew, 
Years  ago,  when  I  was  in  Paiestioe,  I  met  a 
German  student  who  was  accumulating  materiala 
for  the  History  of  Christianity,  and  studying  the 
genius  of  the  place ;  a  modest  and  learned  n 
It  was  Wehl ;  then  unknown,  since  become  the 
first  Arabic  scholar  of  the  day,  and  the  author  of 
the  life  of  Mahomet.  But  for  the  German  pnn 
fessors  of  this  race,  their  name  is  Legion- 
tliink  there  ate  more  than  ten  at  BetLn  alone 

"I  told  you  just  now  thW  1  was  ^oing  up  to 
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town  to-morrow,  because  I  always  made  it  a 
rule  to  interpose  when  affairs  of  State  were  on 
the  carpet  Otherwise,  I  never  interfere.  1 
hear  of  peace  and  war  in  newspapers,  but  I  am 
never  alarmed,  except  when  I  am  informed  that 
the  Sovereigns  want  treasure ;  then  1  know  that 
monarchs  are  serious. 

"  A  few  years  back  we  were  applied  to  by 
Russia.  Now,  there  has  been  no  friendship 
between  the  Court  of  St.  Petersburg  and  my 
family.  It  has  Dutch  connections,  which  have 
generally  supplied  it ;  and  our  representations 
in  favour  of  the  Polish  Hebrews,  a  numerous 
race,  but  the  most  suffering  and  degraded  of 
all  the  tribes,  have  not  been  very  agreeable  to 
the  Czar.  However,  circumstances  drew  to  an 
approximation  between  the  Romanoffs  and  the 
Sidonias,  I  resolved  to  go  myself  to  St.  Peters- 
burg. I  had,  on  my  arrival,  an  interview  with 
the  Russian  Minister  of  Finance,  Count  Cancrin; 
I  beheld  the  son  of  a  Lithuanian  Jew.  The 
loan  was  connected  with  the  affairs  of  Spain ; 
I  resolved  on  repairing  to  Spain  from  Russia. 
I  travelled  without  intermission.  I  had  an 
audience  immediately  on  my  arrival  with  the 
Spanish  Minister,  Senor  Mendizabel ;  I  beheld 
one  like  myself,  the  son  of  a  Nuevo  Christiano, 
a  Jew  of  Arragon.  In  consequence  of  what 
transpired  at  Madrid,  I  went  straight  to  Paris 
to  consult  the  President  of  the  French  Council ; 
I  beheld  the  son  of  a  French  Jew,  a  hero,  an 
imperial  marshal,  and  very  properly  so,  for  who 
should  be  military  heroes  if  not  those  who  wor- 
ship the  Lord  of  Hosts  ? " 
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"  And  is  Soult  a  Hebrew  ?  " 

"Yes,  and  others  of  the  French  marshals, 
and  the  most  famous ;  Massena,  for  example ; 
his  real  name  was  Manasseh :  but  to  my  anec- 
dote. The  consequence  of  our  consultations 
was,  that  some  Northern  power  should  be 
applied  to  in  a  friendly  and  mediative  capacity. 
We  fixed  on  Prussia ;  and  the  President  of  the 
Council  made  an  application  to  the  Prussian 
Minister,  who  attended  a  few  days  after  oui 
conference.  Count  Arnim  entered  the  cabinet, 
and  I  beheld  a  Prussian  Jew.  So  you  see,  my 
dear  Coningsby,  that  the  world  is  governed  by 
very  different  personages  from  what  is  imagined 
by  those  who  are  not  behind  the  scenes." 

"You  startle,  and  deeply  interest  me." 

"  You  must  study  physiology,  my  dear  child. 
Pure  races  of  Caucasus  may  be  persecuted, 
but  they  cannot  be  despised,  except  by  the 
brutal  ignorance  of  some  mongrel  breed,  that 
brandishes  fagots  and  howls  extermination,  but  is 
itself  exterminated  without  persecution,  by  that 
irresistible  law  of  Nature  which  is  fatal  to  curs." 

"  But  I  come  also  from  Caucasus,"  said 
Coningsby. 

"  Verily ;  and  thank  your  Creator  for  such  a 
destiny :  and  your  race  is  sufficiently  pure. 
You  come  from  the  shores  of  the  Northern 
Sea,  land  of  the  blue  eye,  and  the  golden  hair, 
and  the  frank  brow :  'tis  a  famous  breed,  with 
whom  we  Arabs  have  contended  long ;  from 
whom  we  have  suffered  much  :  but  these  Goths, 
and  Saxons,  and  Normans  were  doubtless  great 
mea." 


The  New  Generation      347 

"But  so  favoured  by  Nature,  why  has  not 
your  race  produced  great  poets,  great  orators, 

"Favoured  by  Nature  and  by  Nature's  God, 
we  produced  the  lyre  of  David;  we  gave  you 
Isaiah  and  Ezekiel ;  they  are  our  Olynthians, 
our  Philippics.  Favoured  by  Nature  we  still 
remain :  but  in  exact  proportion  as  we  have 
been  favoured  by  Nature  we  have  been  per- 
secated  by  Man.  After  a  thousand  struggles ; 
after  acts  of  heroic  courage  that  Rome  has 
never  equalled ;  deeds  of  divine  patriotism  that 
Athens,  and  Sparta,  and  Carthage  have  never 
excelled ;  we  have  endured  fifteen  hundred 
years  of  supernatural  slavery,  during  which, 
every  device  that  can  degrade  or  destroy  man 
has  been  the  destiny  that  we  have  sustained 
and  baffled.  The  Hebrew  chiid  has  entered 
adolescence  only  to  learn  that  he  was  the 
Pariah  of  that  ungrateful  Europe  that  owes  to 
him  the  best  part  of  its  laws,  a  fine  portion  of 
its  literature,  all  its  religion.  Great  poets  re- 
quire a  public ;  we  have  been  content  with  the 
immortal  melodies  that  we  sung  more  than  two 
thousand  years  ago  by  the  waters  of  Babylon 
and  wept.  They  record  our  triumphs ;  they 
solace  our  affliction.  Great  orators  are  the 
creatures  of  popular  assemblies ;  we  were  per- 
mitted only  by  stealth  to  meet  even  in  our 
temples.  And  as  for  great  writers,  the  cata- 
logue is  not  blank.  What  are  all  the  school- 
men, Aquinas  himself,  to  Maimonides?  And 
as  for  modern  philosophy,  all  springs  from 
Spinoza. 


^W4 
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But  the  passionate  and  creative  genius,  that 
le  nearest  link  to  Divinity,  and  which 
human  tyranny  can  destroy,  though  it  can  divert; 
ill  that  should  have  stirred  the  hearts  of  nationil 
by  its  inspired  sympathy,  or  governed  senatelj 
by  its  burning  eloquence ;  has  found  a  medium 
for  its  expression,  to  which,  in  spite  of  your  pre-' 
judices  and  your  evil  passions,  you  have  been 
obliged  to  bow.  The  ear.  the  voice,  the  fancy 
teeming  with  combinations,  the  imagination 
fer^-ent  with  picture  and  emotion,  that  came 
from  Caucasus,  and  which  we  have  preserved 
unpolluted,  have  endowed  us  with  almost  the 
exclusive  privilege  of  Music ;  that  science  of 
harmonious  sounds,  which  the  ancients  recc^- 
nised  as  most  divine,  and  deified  in  the  person 
of  their  most  beautiful  creation.  I  speak  not  of 
the  past ;  though,  were  I  to  enter  into  the 
history  of  the  lords  of  melody,  you  would  find 
it  the  annals  of  Hebrew  genius.  But  at  this 
moment  even,  musical  Europe  is  ours.  There 
is  not  a  company  of  singers,  not  an  orchestra  in 
a  single  capita!,  that  is  not  crowded  with  our 
children  under  the  feigned  names  which  thej 
adopt  to  conciliate-  the  dark  aversion  which 
your  posterity  will  some  day  disclaim  with  shame 
and  disgust.  Almost  every  great  composer, 
skilled  musician,  almost  every  voice  that  ravishes 
you  with  its  transporting  strains,  springs  from 
our  tribes.  The  catalogue  is  too  vast  to  enumer- 
ate; too  illustrious  to  dwell  for  a  moment  on 
secondary  names,  however  eminent.  Enough 
for  us  that  the  three  great  creative  minds  10 
grJiose  exqiusite  m\eT\\.\o\\s  alV  muons  at  this 
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moment  yield,  Rossini,  Meyerbeer,  Mendels- 
sohn, are  of  Hebrew  race;  and  little  do  your 
men  of  fashion,  your  muscadins  of  Paris,  arid 
your  dandies  of  London,  as  they  thrill  into 
raptures  at  the  notes  of  a  Pasla  or  a  Grisi,  little 
do  they  suspect  that  they  are  offering  their 
homage  to  '  the  sweet  singers  of  Israel ! '  " 


CHAPTER   XVI 

It  was  the  noon  of  the  day  on  which  Sidonia 
was  to  leave  the  Castle.  The  wind  was  high  ; 
the  vast  white  clouds  scudded  over  the  blue 
heaven ;  the  leaves  yet  green,  and  tender 
branches  snapped  itke  glass,  were  whirled  In 
eddies  from  the  trees ;  the  grassy  sward  im- 
dulated  like  the  ocean  with  a  thousand  tints 
and  shadows.  From  the  window  of  the  music- 
room  Lucretia  Colonna  gazed  on  the  turbulent 
sky. 

The  heaven  of  her  heart,  too,  was  disturbed. 
She  turned  from  the  agitated  external  world 
to  ponder  over  her  inward  emotion.    She  uttered 
a.  deep  sigh. 

Slowly  she  moved  towards  her  harp;  wildly, 
almost  unconsciously,  she  touched  with  ont 
hand  its  strings,  while  her  eyes  were  fixed  ov 
the  ground.  An  imperfect  melody  resousdetl 
yet  plaintive  and  passionate.  It  eeemed  !'■ 
attract  her  soul.  She  raised  her  bead-  aol 
then,  touching  the  strings  with  botjl 
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she  poured  forth   tones  of  deep,  yet  thrilling 
power. 

lama  stranger  in  the  halls  of  a  stranger  !    Ah  I  whilhl 

shall  I  flee  ? 
To  the  castle  of  my  falhers  in  the  green  mountains  ;  I 

the  palace  of  my  ^hers  in  the  ancient  city  7 
There  is  no  flag  on  the  castle  of  my  lathers  in  the  giee_ 

mountains  ;  silent  is  the  palace  of  my  fathers  io  tbt 

Is  there  no  home  fot  the  homeless?    Can  the  unloveil 

never  find  lave  ? 
Ah  '.  thou  fliest  away,  fleet  cloud  ;  he  w)!l  leave  us  swifta 

Ihan  thee  !     Alas  !  culling  wind,  Ihy  breath 

cold  as  hii  hear!  I 
I  am  a  stranger  in  the  halls  of  a  stranger  I    Ah  !  whither 

shall  I  flee? 

The  door  of  the  music-room  slowly  opened. 
It  was  Sidonia.  His  hat  was  in  his  hand ;  hft 
was  evidently  on  the  point  of  departure. 

"  Those  sounds  assured  me,"  he  said  calmly 
but  kindly,  as  he  advanced,  "that  I  might  Sod 
you  here,  on  which  I  scarcely  counted  at  so 
early  an  hour." 

"Vou  are  going  then?"  said  the  Princess, 

"My  carriage  is  at  the  door;  the  Marquess 
has  delayed  me;  I  must  be  in  London  to-night. 
I  conclude  more  abruptly  than  I  could  have 
wished  one  of  the  most  agreeable  visits  I  ever 
made ;  and  I  hope  you  will  permit  me  to  ex- 
press to  you  how  much  1  am  indebted  to  you 
for  a  society  which  those  should  deem  them- 
selves fortunate  who  can  more  frequently  enjoy." 

He  held  forth  his  hand;  she  extended  hersj 
cold  as  marble,  which  he  bent  over,  but  did  not 
press  to  his  lips. 
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"Lord  Monmouth  talks  of  remaining  here 
some  time,"  he  observed ;  "  but  I  suppose  next 
year,  if  not  this,  we  shall  all  meet  in  some  city 
of  the  earth  ?  " 

Lucretia  bowed;  and  Sidonia,  with  a  graceful 
reverence,  withdrew. 

The  Princess  Lucretia  stood  for  some  moments 
motionless;  a  sound  attracted  her  to  the  window; 
she  perceived  the  equipage  of  Sidonia  whirling 
along  the  winding  roads  of  the  park.  She 
watched  it  till  it  disappeared ;  then  quitting  the 
window,  she  threw  herself  into  a  chair,  and 
buried  her  face  in  her  shawl. 


END   OF   BOOK   IV 
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BOOK    V 


CHAPTER    I 


^^^CT'eat 


An  University  life  did  not  bring  to  Conii  _ 
that  feeling  of  emancipation  usually  experieni 
by  freshmen.  The  contrast  between  school  anv 
college  life  is  perhaps,  under  any  ctrcumstanci 
less  striking  to  the  Etonian  than  to  others :  I 
has  been  prepared  for  becoming  his  own  mast 
by  the  liberty  wisely  entrusted  to  him  in  his  bop! 
hood,  andwhich  is,  in  general,  discreetlyexerdseif 
But  there  were  also  other  reasons  why  Coningsby] 
should  have  been  less  impressed  with  the  novelty 
of  his  hfe,  and  have  encountered  less  tempta- 
tions than  commonly  are  met  with  in  the  new 
existence  which  an  University  opens  to  youtlk. 
'In  the  interval  which  had  elapsed  betwe^ 
quitting  Eton  and  going  to  Cambridge,  brief  al 
the  period  may  comparatively  appear,  Coningsby 
had  seen  much  of  the  world.  Three  or  foHf 
months,  indeed,  may  not  seem,  at  the  first  blusiti 
a  course  of  time  which  can  very  materially  iif 
fluence  the  formation  of  character;  but  time 
must  not  be  counted  by  calendars,  but  by  senw 
tions,  by  thought.  Coningsby  had  felt  a  good 
deal,  reflected  more.  He  had  encountered  1 
■gat  number  of  human  beings,  offering  a  vast 
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variety  of  character  for  his  observation.  It  was 
not  merely  manners,  but  even  the  intellectual 
and  moral  development  of  the  human  mind, 
which  in  a  great  degree,  unconsciously  to  him- 
self, had  been  submitted  to  his  study  and  his 
scrutiny.  New  trains  of  ideas  had  been  opened 
to  him;  his  mind  was  teeming  with  suggestions. 
The  horizon  of  his  intelligence  had  insensibly 
expanded.  He  perceived  that  there  were  other 
opinions  in  the  world,  besides  those  to  which 
he  had  been  habituated.  The  depths  of  his 
intellect  had  been  stirred.  He  was  a  wiser 
man. 

He  distinguished  three  individuals  whose 
acquaintance  had  greatly  influenced  his  mind ; 
Eustace  Lvle,  the  elder  Millbank,  above  all, 
Sidonia.  '  He  curiously  meditated  over  the 
fact,  that  three  English  subjects,  one  of  them  a  -U 
principal  landed  proprietor,  another  one  of  the 
most  eminent  manufacturers,  and  the  third  the 
greatest  capitalist  in  the  kingdom,  all  of  them 
men  of  great  intelligence,  and  doubtless  of  a 
high  probity  and  conscience,  were  in  their 
hearts  disaffected  with  the  political  constitution 
of  the  country,  ■  Yet,  unquestionably,  these 
were  the  men  among  whom  we  ought  to  seek 
for  some  of  our  first  citizens.  What,  then,  was 
this  repulsive  quality  in  those  institutions  which 
we  persisted  in  calling  national,  and  which  once 
were  so  ?     Here  was  a  great  question. 

There  was  another  reason,  also,  why  Con- 
ingsby  should  feel  a  little  fastidious  among  his 
new  habits,  and,  without  being  aware  of  it,  a 
depressed.     For  three  01  fouT  taOTvX.'ci'a, 
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and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  had  passed 
his  time  in  the  continual  society  of  refined  and 
charming  women.  It  is  an  acquaintance  which, 
when  habitual,  exercises  a  great  influence  over 
the  tone  of  the  mind,  even  if  it  does  not  pro- 
duce any  more  violent  effects.  It  refines  the 
taste,  quickens  the  perception,  and  gives,  as  it 
were,  a  grace  and  Sexibility  to  the  intellect. 
Coningsby  in  his  solitary  rooms  arra.iiging  his 
books,  sighed  when  he  recalled  the  Lady 
Everinghams  and  the  Lady  Theresas;  the 
gracious  Duchess ;  the  frank,  good-natnted 
Madame  Colonna :  that  deeply  interesting 
enigma  the  Princess  Lucretiaj  and  the  gcnlle 
Flora.  He  thought  with  disgust  of  the  impend- 
ing dissipation  of  an  University,  which  could 
only  be  an  exaggeration  of  their  coarse  frolics 
at  school.  It  seemed  rather  vapid  this  mighty 
Cambridge,  over  which  they  had  so  often  talked 
in  the  playing  fields  of  Eton,  with  such  antidpa- 
tions  of  its  vast  and  absorbing  interest.  And 
those  University  honours  that  once  were  the 
great  object  of  his  aspirations,  they  did  not 
figure  in  that  grandeur  with  wliich  they  once 
haunted  his  imagination. 

What  Coningsby  determined  to  conquer  was 
knowledge.  He  had  watched  the  infiuence  of 
Sidonia  in  society  with  an  eye  of  imcea^og 
vigilance,  Coningsby  perceived  that  all  yielded 
to  him ;  that  Lord  Monmouth  even,  who  seemed 
to  respect  none,  gave  place  to  his  intelligence; 
appealed  to  him,  listened  to  him,  was  guided 
by  him.  What  was  the  secret  of  this  influence? 
JvBOwledge.      On  all  subjects,  his  views  were 
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prompt  and  c!ear,  and  this  not  more  from  his 
native  sagacity  and  reach  of  view,  than  from 
the  aggregate  of  facts  which  rose  to  guide  his 
judgment  and  illustrate  his  meaning,  from  all 
countries  and  all  ages,  instanlly  at  his  com- 
mand. 

The  friends  of  Coningsby  were  now  houriy 
arriving.  It  seemed  when  he  met  them  again, 
that  they  had  all  suddenly  become  men  since 
they  had  separated  ;  Buckhurst  especially.  He 
had  been  at  Paris,  and  relumed  with  his  mind 
very  much  opened,  and  trousers  made  quite  in 
a  new  style.  All  his  thoughts  were,  how  soon 
he  could  contrive  to  get  back  again ;  and  he 
lold  them  endless  stories  of  actresses,  and 
dinners  at  fashionable  cafis.  Vere  enjoyed 
Cambridge  most,  because  he  had  been  staying 
with  his  family  since  he  quitted  Eton.  Henry 
Sydney  was  full  of  church  architecture,  national 
sports,  restoration  of  the  order  of  the  Pea- 
santry, and  was  to  maintain  a  constant  corre- 
spondence on  these  and  similar  subjects  with 
Eustace  Lyle.  Finally,  however,  they  all  feU 
into  a  very  fair,  regular,  routine  life.  They  JJI 
read  a  little,  but  not  with  the  enthusiasm  which 
they  had  once  projected.  Buckhurst  drove 
four-in-hand,  and  they  all  of  them  sometimes 
assisted  him ;  but  not  immoderately.  Their 
suppers  were  sometimes  gay,  but  never  out- 
rageous ;  and,  among  all  of  them,  the  school 
friendship  was  maintained  unbroken,  and  even 
undisturbed. 

The  fame  of  Coningsby  preceded  hue  at 
Cambridge.    No  man  ever  went  up  from  wboc. 
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more  was  expected  in  every  way,  The  dona 
awaited  a  sucking  member  for  the  University, 
the  undergraduates  were  prepared  to  welcome; 
a  new  Alcibiades.  He  was  neither :  neither  ft 
prig  nor  a  profligate ;  but  a  quiet,  gentleman^ 
like,  yet  spirited  young  man,  gracious  to  aX]^ 
but  intimate  only  with  his  old  friends,  and 
giving  always  an  impression  in  his  genffdi 
tone  that  his  soul  was  not  absorbed  in  hia; 
University. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  he  might  have  been  coc^ 
died  into  a  prig,  or  flattered  into  a  profligate,; 
had  it  not  been  for  the  intervening  experience 
which  he  had  gained  between  his  school  an^ 
college  life.  That  had  visibly  impressed  upoo 
him,  what  before  he  had  only  faintly  acquired 
from  books,  that  there  was  a  greater  and  more 
real  world  awaiting  him,  than  to  be  found  il 
those  bowers  of  Academus  to  which  youth  i 
apt  at  first  to  attribute  an  exaggerated  import' 
ance.  A  world  of  action  and  passion,  of  poww 
and  peril ;  a  world  for  which  a  great  preparation 
was  indeed  necessary,  severe  and  profound,  biff 
not  altogether  such  an  one  as  was  now  offered 
to  him.  Yet  this  want  must  be  supplied,  an^ 
by  himself.  Coningsby  had  already  acquire 
ments  sufficiently  considerable,  with  some  foff 
^al  application,  to  ensure  him  at  all  times  ht| 
degree.  He  was  no  longer  engrossed  by  th( 
intention  he  once  proudly  entertained  of  tryin] 
for  honours,  and  he  chalked  out  for  himsd 
that  range  of  reading,  which,  digested  by  h 
thought,  should  furnish  him  in  some  degcei 
with  that  various  knowVedge  of  the  history  %' 
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man  lo  vrhich  he  aspired.  No,  we  must  not  for 
a  moment  believe  that  accident  could  have  long 
diverted  the  course  of  a  character  so  strong, 
The  same  desire  that  prevented  the  Castle  of 
his  grandfather  from  proving  a  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence to  bim,  that  saved  him  from  a  too 
early  initiation  into  the  seductive  distractioni 
of  a  refined  and  luxurious  society,  would 
have  preserved  Coningsby  from  the  puerile 
profligacy  of  a  college  life,  or  from  being  that 
idol  of  private  tutors,  a  young  pedant  It  was 
that  noble  ambition,  the  highest  and  the  best, 
that  must  be  bora  in  the  heart  and  organised 
in  the  brain,  which  will  not  let  a  man  be 
content,  unless  his  intellectual  power  is  recog- 
nised by  his  race,  and  desires  that  it  should 
contribute  to  their  welfare.  It  is  the  heroic 
feeling;  the  feeling  that  in  old  days  produced 
demigods ;  without  which  no  State  is  safe ; 
without  which  political  institutions  are  meat 
without  salt ;  the  Crown  a  bauble,  the  Church 
an  establishment,  Parliaments  debating  clubs, 
and  Civilisation  itself  but  a  litful  and  IransieDl 
dream. 

CHAPTER   II 

(  Less  than  a  year  after  the  arrival  of  Coningsby 
at  Cambridge, 'and  which  he  had  only  once 
quitted  in  the  interval,  and  that  to  pass  a  short 
time  in  Berkshire  with  his  friend  Buckhurst, 
occurred  the  death  of  King  William  IV,  This 
event  necessarily  induced  a  dissolution  of  the 
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Parliament,  elected  under  the  auspices  of  Sii 

Robert  Peel  in  1S34,  and  after  the  publication 
of  the  Tain  worth  Manifesto. 

The  death  of  the  King  was  a  great  blow  to 
what  had  now  come  to  be  generally  styled  the 
"  Coniervative  Cause.'"  ^It  was  quite  unexpected; 
within  a  fortnight  of  his  death,  eminent  persoDS 
still  believed  that  "  it  was  only  the  hay  fever," 
Had  his  Majesty  lived  until  after  the  then  im- 
pending r^stration,  the  Whigs  would  have 
been  again  dismissed.  Nor  is  there  any  doubt 
that,  under  these  circumstances,  the  Cooserva- 
tive  Cause  would  have  secured  for  the  new 
ministers  a  Parliamentary  majority,  v  What 
would  have  been  the  consequences  to  the 
country,  if  the  four  years  of  Whig  rule,  from 
1837  to  1841,  had  not  occurred?)  It  is  easier 
to  decide  what  would  have  been  the  con- 
sequences to  the  Whigs.  Some  of  their  great 
friends  might  have  lacked  blue  ribbons  and 
lord-lieutenancies,  and  some  of  their  little 
friends  comfortable  places  in  the  Customs  and 
Excise.  They  would  have  lost,  undoubtedly, 
the  distribution  of  four  years'  patronage;  we 
can  hardly  say  the  exercise  of  four  years'  power ; 
but  they  would  have  existed  al  this  moment  as 
the  most  powerful  and  popular  Opposition  that 
ever  flourished  in  this  country,  if,  indeed,  the 
course  of  events  had  not  long  ere  this  carried 
them  back  to  their  old  posts  in  a  proud  and 
intelligible  position.  The  Reform  Bill  did  not 
do  more  injury  to  the  Tories  than  the  attempt 
to  govern  this  country  without  a  decided 
Parliamentary  majority  did  the  Whigs.      The 
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greatest  of  aU  evils  is  a  weak  goreniineat. 
They  cannot  carry  good  measures,  they  are 
forced  to  carry  bad  ones. 

The  death  of  the  King  was  a  great  blow  to 
the  Conservative  Cause ;  that  is  to  say,  it 
darkened  the  brow  of  Tadpole,  quailed  the. 
heart  of  Taper,  crushed  all  the  rising  hopes  of 
those  numerous  statesmen  who  believe  the 
country  must  be  saved  if  they  receive  twelve 
hundred  a-year.  It  is  a  peculiar  class,  that; 
j£i,2oo  per  annum,  paid  quarterly,  is  their  idea 
of  political  science  and  human  nature.  To 
receive  j£t,2oa  per  annum  is  government^  to 
try  to  receive ^i, zoo  per  annum  is  opposition; 
to  wish  to  receive  ^1,200  per  annum  is  ambi- 
tion. If  a  man  wants  to  get  into  Parliament, 
and  does  not  want  to  get  ^£1,200  per  annum, 
they  look  upon  him  as  daft;  as  a  benighted 
being.  They  stare  in  each  other's  face,  and 
ask,  "What  can  *****  want  to  get  into 
Parliament  for  ?  "  They  have  no  conception 
that  public  reputation  is  a  motive  power,  and 
with  many  men  the  greatest  They  have  as 
much  idea  of  fame  or  celebrity,  even  of  the 
masculine  impulse  of  an  honourable  pride,  as 
eunuchs  of  manly  joys. 

The  twelve-bundred-a-yearers  were  in  despair 
about  the  King's  death.  Theit  loyal  souls  were 
sorely  grieved  that  his  gracious  Majesty  had  not 
outliv^  the  Registration.  All  their  happy  in- 
ventions about  "hay-fever,"  circulated  in  con- 
fidence, and  sent  by  post  to  chairmen  of  Con- 
servative Associations,  followed  by  a  royal 
funeral !     General  election  about  to  take  p]a^ 
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with  the  old  registration  ;  govemment  boroughs 
agsiinst  them,  and  the  young  Queen  for  a  cry. 
What  a  cry !  Youth,  beauty,  and  a  Queen  f 
Taper  grew  pale  at  the  thought.  What  could 
they  possibly  get  up  to  countervail  it  ?  Even 
Church  and  Corn  Laws  together  would  not  do ; 
and  then  Church  was  sulky,  for  the  Conserva-^ 
live  Cause  had  just  made  it  a  present  of  a 
commission,  and  all  that  the  country  gentlemen 
knew  of  Conservatism  was,  that  it  would  not 
repeal  the  Malt  Tax,  and  had  made  them  repeal 
their  pledges.  Yet  a  cry  must  be  found.  A 
dissolution  without  a  cry,  in  the  Taper  philo- 
sophy, would  be  a  world  without  a  sun.  A  rise 
might  be  got  by  "  Independence  of  the  House 
of  Lords  " ;  and  Lord  Lyndhurst's  summaries 
might  be  well  circulated  at  one  penny  pet 
hundred,  large  discount  allowed  to  Conserva- 
tive Associations,  and  endless  credit.  Tadpole, 
however,  was  never  very  fond  of  the  House  of 
Lords;  besides,  it  was  too  limited.  Tadpolfi 
wanted  the  young  Queen  brought  in;  the  roguef 
At  length,  one  morning,  Taper  came  up  to  hira 
with  a  slip  of  paper,  and  a  smile  of  complacent 
austerity  on  his  dull  visage,  "  I  think,  Mr.  Tad- 
pole, that  will  do ! " 

Tadpole  took  the  paper  and  read,  "  Ov& 
Young    Qitken,    and    our    Old    Institu' 

TIONS." 

The  eyes  of  Tadpole  sparkled  as  if  they  had 
met  a  gnomic  sentence  of  Periander  or  Thales  i 
then  turning  to  Taper,  he  said, 

"  What  do  you  think  of  '  ancient,'  instead  of 
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"  You  caanot  have  '  Our  modern  Queen  and 

tr  ancient  Institutions,' "  said  Mr.  Taper. 

The  dissolution  was  soon  followed  by  an 
election  for  the  borough  of  Cambridge.  The 
Conservative  Cause  candidate  was  an  old 
Etonian.  That  was  a  bond  of  sympathy  which 
imparted  zeal  even  to  those  who  were  a  little 
sceptical  of  the  essential  virtues  of  Conserva- 
tism. Every  undergraduate  especially  who  re- 
membered "  the  distant  spires,"  became  enthu- 
siastic. Buckhurst  took  a  very  decided  part. 
He  cheered,  he  canvassed,  he  brought  men  to 
the  poll  whom  none  could  move ;  he  influenced 
bis  friends  and  his  companions.  Even  Con- 
ingsby  caught  the  contagion,  and  Vere,  who  had 
imbibed  much  of  Coningsby's  political  senti- 
ment, prevailed  on  himself  to  be  neutral.  The 
Conservative  Cause  triumphed  in  the  person  of 
its  Eton  champion.  The  day  the  member  was 
chaired,  several  men  in  Coningsby's  rooms  were 
talking  over  their  triumph. 

"  By  Jove  1  "  said  the  panting  Buckhurst, 
throwing  himself  on  the  sofa,  "  it  was  well 
done;  never  was  anything  belter  done.  An 
immense  triumph  !  The  greatest  triumph  the 
Conservative  Cause  has  had.  And  yet,"  he 
added,  laughing,  "  if  any  fellow  were  to  ask  me 
(what  the  Conservative  Cause  is,. I  am  sure  I 
should  not  know  what  to  say," 

"  Why,  it  is  the  cause  of  our  glorious  institu- 
tions," said  Coningsby.  {_"  A  Crown  robbed  of 
its  prerogatives ;  a  Church  controlled  by  a  com-    ■ 
mission;  and  an  Aristocracy  that  does  not  lead."  > 

"Under  whose  genial  influence  lihe  otisK  <A 
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the  Peasantry,  'a  country's  pride,'  has  vanished 
from  the  fece  of  the  land,"  said  Henry  Sydney, 
"  and  is  succeeded  by  a  race  of  serfs,  who  are 
called  labourers,  and  who  burn  ricks." 

"Under  which,"  continued  Coningsby,  "the 
Crown  has  become  a  cipher ;  the  Church  a. 
sect ;  the  Nobility  diones ;  and  the  People 
drudges." 

"It  is  the  great  constitutional  cause,"  said 
Lord  Vere,  "that  refuses  everything  to  oppoM- 
tion ;  yields  everything  to  agitation ;  conserva- 
tive in  Parliament,  destructive  out-of-doors;  that 
has  no  objection  to  any  change  provided  only  it 
be  effected  by  unauthorised  means." 

"  The  first  public  association  of  men,"  said 
Coningsby,  "who  have  worked  for  an  avowed 
end  without  enunciating  a  single  principle."      ' 

"  And  who  have  established  political  inSdelitJ 
throughout  the  land,"  said  Lord  Henry. 

"By  Jove!"  said  Buckhurst,  "what  infem^ 
fools  we  have  made  ourselves  this  last  week  ! "  ■ 

"Nay,"  said  Coningsby,  smiling,  "it  was  oof 
last  schoolboy  weakness.  Floreat  Etooa,  under. 
all  circumstances." 

"I  certainly,  Coningsby,"  said  Lord  Vere^ 
"  shall  not  assume  the  Conservative  Cause,  in- 
stead of  the  cause  for  which  Hampden  died  iii 
the  field,  and  Sydney  on  the  scaffold." 

"  The  cause  for  which  Hampden  died  in  thS 
field  and  Sydney  on  the  sca|feld,"  said  Con- 
ingsby, "was  the  cause  of  the  Venetiai^ 
Republic." 

"  How,  how  ?  "  said  Buckhurst. 

"X  "'pM^  itiil ■lii'ifl  9°^^"°^'°'^'    -^"^^  i 
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object  of  the  Whig  leaders  in  England  from  the 
first  movement  under  Hampden  to  the  last  most 
successful  one  in  16SS,  was  to  establish  in  Eng- 
laod  a  high  aristocratic  republic  on  the  model 
of  the  Venetian J^ then  the  study  and  admiration 
of  all  speculative  politicians.  Read  Harrington^ 
turn  over  Algernon  Sydney;  then  you  will  see 
how  the  minds  of  the  English  leadeis  in  the 
seventeenth  century  were  saturated  with  the 
.Venetian  type.  And  they  at  length  succeeded. 
lAViliiam  HI.  found  them  out.  He  told  the 
Whig  leaders,  'I  will  not  be  a  Doge.'">  He  j 
balanced  parties ;  he  baffled  them  as  the  / 
Puritans  baffled  them  fifty  years  before.  The 
reign  of  Anne  was  a  struggle  between  the 
Venetian  and  the  English  systems.  Two  great 
Whig  nobles,  Argyle  and  Somerset,  worthy, of 
seats  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  forced  tiieir 
Sovereign  on  her  deathbed  to  change  Uie 
ministry.  They  accomplished  their  object 
They  brought  in  a  new  family  on  their  own 
terms.  1  George  I.  was  a  Doge ;  George  II.  was 
a  Doge ;  they  were^  what  William  III.,  a  great 
man,  would  not  be,  George  III.  tried  not  to 
be  a  Doge,  but  it  was  impossible  materially  to 
resist  the  deeply-laid  combination.  He  might 
get  rid  of  the  Whig  magnificoes,  but  he  could 
not  rid  himself  of  the  Venetian  constitution. 
(And  a  Venetian  constitution  did  govern  Eng- 
land from  the  Jlcession  of  the  House  of  Han- 
over until  1832.1  Now  I  do  not  ask  you,  Vere, 
to  relinquish  the  political  tenets  which  in  ordi- 
nary times  would  have  been  your  inheritance. 
All   I   say  is,  the  constitution  Vnlio4\icei  \i-^ 
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your  ancestors  having  been  subverted  by  thdC' 
descendants  your  contemporaries,  beware  of  slilP 
holding  Venetian  principles  of  government  when 
you  have  not  a  Venetian  constitution  to  govern' 
with.  Do  what  I  am  doing,  what  Henry  Sydney 
and  Buckhurst  are  doing,  what  other  men  that 
I  could  mention  are  doing,  hold  yourself  alooF 
from  political  parties'  which,  from  the  necessity' 
of  things,  have  ceased  to  have  distinctive  prin- 
ciples, and  are  therefore  practically  only  factions;' 
and  W(ut  and  see,  whetherwith  patience,  enei^y,' 
honour,  and  Christian  faith,  and  a  desire  to  look 
to  the  national  welfare  and  not  to  sectional  and' 
limited  interests ;  whether,  1  say,{  we  may  not 
discover  some  great  principles  to  guide  us.Nlo' 
which  we  may  adhere,  and  which  then,  if  true,' 
will  ultimately  guide  and  control  others."  ' 

"  The  Whigs  are  worn  out,"  said  Vere,  "  Con- 
servatism is  a  sham,  and  Kadicalistn  is  pollu- 
tion." 

"I  certainly,"  said  Buckhurst,  "when  I  gel 
into  the  House  of  Commons,  shall  speak  my' 
mind  without  reference  to  any  party  whatever;" 
and  all  I  hope  is,  we  may  all  come  in  at  the' 
same  time,  and  then  we  may  make  a  party  of 
our  own."  ' 

"  I  have  always  heard  my  father  say,"  said- 
Vere,  "  that  there  was  nothing  so  difficult  as  lo- 
organise  an  independent  party  in  the  House  of- 
Commons."  ■ 

"Ay!  but  that  was  in  the  Venetian  period,' 
Vere,"  said  Henry  Sydney,  smiling.  * 

"I  dare  say,"  said  Buckhurst,  "the  only  way' 
to  make  a  party  in  tbe  Homsc  ot  ComisiQa^  ' 
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just  the  one  that  succeeds  anywhere  else.  Men 
must  associate  together.  When  you  are  living 
in  the  same  set,  dining  together  every  day,  and 
quizzing  the  Dons,  it  is  astonishing  how  well 
men  agree.  As  for  me,  I  never  would  enter 
into  a  conspiracy,  unless  the  conspirators  were 
fellows  who  had  been  at  Eton  with  me ;  and 
then  there  would  be  no  treachery." 

"  Let  us  think  of  principles,  and  not  of 
parties,"  said  Coningsby. 

"For  my  part,"  said  Buckhurst,  "whenever  a 
political  system  is  breaking  up,  as  in  this 
country  at  present,  I  think  the  very  best  thing 
is  to  brush  all  the  old  Dons  off  the  stage. 
They  never  take  to  the  new  road  kindly.  They 
are  always  hampered  by  their  exploded  preju- 
dices and  obsolete  traditions.  I  don't  think  a 
single  man,  Vere,  that  sat  in  the  Venetian 
Senate  ought  to  be  allowed  to  sit  in  the  present 
English  House  of  Commons." 

"  Well,  no  one  does  in  our  family  except  my 
uncle  Philip,"  said  Lord  Henry;  "and  the 
moment  I  want  it,  he  will  resign ;  for  he  detests 
Pailiament.     It  interferes  so  with  bis  hunting," 

"Well,  we  all  have  fair  parliamentary  pros- 
pects," said  Buckhurst.  "That  is  something. 
I  wish  we  were  in  now." 

"  Heaven  forbid  *  "  said  Conijigsby.  "  I 
ftemble  at  the  responsibility  of  a  seat  at  any 
time.  With  my  present  unsettled  and  per- 
plexed views,  there  is  nothing  from  which  I 
should  recoil  so  much  as  the  House  of 
Commons." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Henry  S^dncj- 
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"  The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  keep  as  clear 
of  political  party  as  we  possibly  cao.  How 
many  men  waste  the  best  part  of  theii  lives  in 
painfully  apologising  for  conscientious  deviatioa 
from  a  parliamentary  course  which  they  adopted 
when  they  were  boys,  without  thought,  or 
prompted  by  some  local  connection,  or  loterest, 
to  secure  a  seat." 

It  was  the  midnight  following  the  morning 
when  this  conversation  took  place,  that  Con- 
ingsby, alone,  and  having  just  quitted  a  rather 
boisterous  party  of  wassailers  who  had  been 
celebrating  at  Buckhurst's  rooms  the  triumph 
of  "Eton  Statesmen,"  if  not  of  Conserrative 
principles,  stopped  in  the  precincts  of  that 
Royal  College  that  reminded  him  of  his  school- 
days, to  cool  his  brow  in  the  summer  air,  that 
even  at  that  hour  was  soft,  and  to  calm  hia 
mind  in  the  contemplation  of  the  still,  the 
sacred,  and  the  beauteous  scene  that  surrounded 

There  rose  that  fane,  the  pride  and  boast  of 
Cambridge,  not  unworthy  to  rank  among  ther 
chief  temples  Qf  Christendom.  Its  vast  form  ' 
was  exaggerated  in  the  uncertain  hour;  part  . 
shrouded  in  the  deepest  darkness,  while  a  Sood 
of  silver  iight  suffused  its  southern  side,  di&i' 
tinguished  with  revealing  beam  the  huge  ribs  of 
its  buttresses,  and  bathed  with  mild  lustre  itS; 
airy  pinnacles. 

"  Where  is  the  spirit  that  raised  these  walls  ?  " 
thought  Coningsby.  "  Is  it  indeed  extinct  ?  la 
then  this  civilisation,  so  much  vaunted,  iosepar- 
able  from  moderate  feelings  and  little  thoughts  ? 
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If  so,  give  me  back  barbarism  1  But  I  cannot 
betiere  it.  1  Man  that  is  made  in  the  image  of 
the  Creator,  is  made  for  God-like  deeds.  Come 
what  come  may,  I  will  cling  to  the  heroic  prin- 
ciple.    It  can  alone  satisfy  my  soul. "J 


CHAPTER    III 

We  must  now  revert  to  the  family,  or  rather  the 
household,  of  Lord  Monmouth,  in  which  con- 
siderable changes  and  events  had  occurred  since 
the  visit  of  Coningsby  to  the  Castle  in  the  pre- 
ceding autumn. 

In  the  first  place,  the  earliest  frost  of  the 
winter  had  carried  off  the  aged  proprietor  of 
Hellingsley,  that  contiguous  estate  which  Lord 
Monmouth  so  much  coveted,  the  possession  of 
which  was  indeed  one  of  the  few  objects  of  his 
life,  and  to  secure  which  he  was  prepared  to  pay 
far  beyond  its  intrinsic  value,  great  as  that  un- 
doubtedly was.  Yet  Lord  Monmouth  did  not 
become  its  possessor.  Long  as  his  mind  had 
been  intent  upon  the  subject,  skilful  as  had 
been  his  combinations  to  secure  his  prey,  and 
unlimited  the  means  which  were  to  achieve  his 
purpose,  another  stepped  in,  and  without  his 
privity,  without  even  the  consolation  of  a 
struggle,  stole  away  the 'prize;  and  this  too  a 
man  whom  he  hated,  almost  the  only  individual 
out  of  his  own  family  that  he  did  hate;  a  man 
who  had  crossed  him  before  in  similar  enter- 
prises ;  who  was  his  avowed  foe ;  had  lavished 
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treasure  to  Oppose  him  in  elections;  raised 
associations  against  his  interest ;  established 
journals  to  assail  him ;  denounced  him  in 
public;  agitated  against  him  in  private;  and 
declared  more  than  once  that  he  would  make 
"  the  county  too  hot  (or  him  " ;  his  personal, 
inveterate,  indomitable  foe,  Mr.  Millbanlc  trf 
Millbank. 

The  loss  of  Hellingsley  was  a  bitter  dis- 
appointment to  Lord  Monmouth  ;  but  the  loss 
of  it  to  such  an  adversary  touched  him  to  the 
quick.  He  did  not  seek  to  control  his  anger ; 
he  could  not  succeed  even  in  concealing  his 
agitation.  He  threw  upon  Rigby  that  glance 
so  rare  with  him,  but  under  which  men  always 
quailed ;  that  play  of  the  eye  which  I^rd  Mon- 
mouth shared  in  common  with  Henry  VIII., 
that  struck  awe  into  the  trembling  Commons 
when  they  had  given  an  obnoxious  vote,  as  the 
King  entered  the  gallery  of  his  palace^  and 
looked  around  him. 

It  was  a  look  which  implied  that  dreadful 
question,  "  Why  have  I  bought  you  that  sucb 
things  should  happen  ?  Why  have  I  unlimited 
means  and  unscrupulous  agents?"  It  made 
even  Rigby  feel;  even  his  brazen  tones  were 
hushed. 

To  fly  from  everything  disagreeable  was  the 
practical  philosophy  of  Lord  Monmouth;  but 
he  was  as  brave  as  he  was  sensual.  He  wQuld 
not  shrink  before  the  new  proprietor  of  Hellings- 
ley. He  therefore  remained  at  the  Castle  with 
an  aching  heart,  and  redoubled  his  hospitalities. 
An  ordinary  mind  might  have  been  soothed  by 
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the  unceasing  consideration  and  the  skiifui  and 
deiicate  flattery  that  ever  surrounded  Lord 
Monmouth  ;  but  his  sagacious  intelligence  was 
never  for  a  moment  the  dupe  of  his  vanity. 
He  had  no  self-love,  and  as  he  valued  no  one, 
there  were  really  no  feelings  to  play  upon.  He 
saw  through  everybody  and  everything;  aad 
when  he  had  detected  their  purpose,  discovered 
their  weakness  or  their  vileness,  he  calculated 
whether  they  could  contribute  to  his  pleasure 
or  his  convenience  in  a  degree  that  counter- 
balanced the  objections  which  might  be  urged 
against  their  intentions,  or  their  less  pleasing 
and  profitable  qualities.  To  be  pleased  was 
always  a  principal  object  with  Lord  Mon- 
mouth ;  but  when  a  man  wants  vengeance, 
gay  amusement  is  not  exactly  a  satisfactory 
substitute. 

A  month  elapsed.     Lord  Monmouth  with  a 
serene  or  smiling  visage  to  his  guests,  but  in 
private  taciturn  and  morose,  scarcely  ever  gfut: 
a  word  to  Mr.  Rigby,  but  continually  besCoweid 
on  him  glances  which   painfully  affected  tfac 
appetite  of  that  gentleman.     In  a  hundred  wa^h 
it  was  intimated  to  Mr.  Rigby  that  be  wasjtO' 
a  welcome  guest,  and  yet  something  was  cot 
tinually  given   him    to   do  which    ri.-[id.;.-;  ' 
impossible  for  him  to  take  his  depji  . 
this    state   of  affairs,    another   eveij 
which  changed  the  current  of  feelir 
its  possible  consequences  distracted  u.    s-x 
quess  from  his  brooding  meditatianv  t**^'im 
discomfiture  in  the  matter  of  HelitusiMr      1^ 
^fjnge  Colonna,  who,  since  the  ttwef--    t 
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liad  imbibed  a  morbid  predilecdon  for  sadi 
amusements,  and  indeed  for  every  species  of 
rough-riding,  was  thrown  from  his  horse  ani 

killed  on  the  spot, 

This  calamity  broke  up  the  party  at  Coningsbjv 
which  was  Dot  at  the  moment  very  numerouit 
Mr.  Rigby,  by  command,  instantly  seized  tbcl 
opportunity  of  preventing  the  arrival  of  other 
guests  who  were  espected-  This  catastrophe 
was  the  cause  of  Mr.  Rigby  resuming  in  a  great 
measure  his  old  position  in  the  Castle.  There  i 
were  a  great  many  things  to  be  done,  and  dl 
disagreeable ;  he  achieved  them  all,  and  studied 
everybody's  convenience.  Coroners'  inquestt^ 
funerals  especially,  weeping  women,  these  wwe 
all  spectacles  which  Lord  Monmouth  could  nol 
endure,  but  he  was  so  high-bred,  that  he  would 
not  for  the  world  that  there  should  be  it 
manner  ot  degree  the  slightest  deficiency  in 
propriety  or  even  sympathy.  But  he  wanted 
somebody  to  do  everything  that  was  proper;  W 
be  considerate  and  consoling  and  sympatheticf 
Mr.  Rigby  did  it  all;  gave  evidence  at  the 
inquest,  was  chief  mourner  at  the  funeral,  and 
arranged  everything  so  well  that  not  a  singM 
emblem  of  death  crossed  the  sight  of  Lord 
Monmouth ;  while  Madame  Colonna  found  sub- " 
mission  in  his  exhortations,  and  the  Princess 
Lucretia,  a  little  more  pale  and  pensive  than 
usual,  listened  with  tranquillity  to  his  discourse 
on  the  vanity  of  all  sublunary  things. 

When  the  tumult  had  subsided,  and  habil 
and  feelings  had  fallen  into  their  old  routii 
fiad  relapsed  into  their  ancient  channels,  tl 


The  New  Generation  371 
Marquess  proposed  that  they  should  all  return 
to  Londoa,  and  with  great  formality,  though 
with  vaimth,  begged  that  Madame  Colonna 
would  ever  consider  his  roof  as  her  own.  All 
were  glad  to  quit  the  Castle,  which  now  pre- 
sented a  scene  so  different  from  its  former 
animation,  and  Madame  Colonna,  weeping. 
accepted  the  hospitality  of  her  friend,  until 
the  impending  expansion  of  the  spring  would 
permit  her  to  return  to  Italy.  This  notice  of 
her  return  to  her  own  country  seemed  to 
occasion  the  Marquess  great  disquietude. 

After  they  had  remained  about  a  month  in 
London,  Madame  Colonna  sent  for  Mr.  Rigby 
one  morning  to  tell  him  how  very  painful  it 
was  to  her  feelings  to  remain  under  the  roof 
of  Monmouth  House  without  the  sanction  of 
a  husband;  that  the  circumstance  of  being  a 
foreigner,  under  such  unusual  affliction,  might 
have  excused,  though  not  authorised,  the  step 
at  first,  and  for  a  moment ;  but  that  the  con- 
tinuance of  such  a  course  was  quite  out  of  the 
question;  that  she  owed  it  to  herself,  to  her 
step-child,  no  longer  to  trespass  on  this  friendly 
hospitality,  which,  if  persisted  in,  might  be 
liable  to  misconstruction.  Mr.  Rigby  listened 
with  great  attention  to  this  statement,  and 
never  in  the  least  interrupted  Madame  Colonna; 
and  then  offered  to  do  that  which  he  was  con- 
vinced the  lady  desired,  namely,  to  make  the 
Marquess  acquainted  with  the  painful  slate  of 
her  feelings.  This  he  did  according  to  his 
fashion,  and  with  sufficient  dexterity.  Mr. 
Rigby  himself  was  nnxious  to  know  which  wa^ 
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the  wind  blew,  and  the  mission  with  which  ho- 
had  been  entrusted,  fell  in  precisely  with  hisl 
inciinations  and  necessities.  The  Marquestf 
listened  to  the  communication  and  sighed,  therf 
turned  gently  round  and  surveyed  himself  iii? 
ihe  mirror  and  sighed  again,  then  said  to  Rigby — - 

"  You  understand  exactly  what  I  meaaf 
Rigby.  It  is  quite  ridiculous  their  going,  and 
infinitely  distressing  to  me.     They  must  stay." 

Rigby  repaired  to  the  Princess  full  d 
mysterious  bustle,  and  with  a  face  beaming 
with  importance  and  satisfaction.  He  madtf 
much  of  the  two  sighs ;  fully  justified  the  con- 
fidence of  the  Marquess  in  his  comprehension 
of  unexplained  intentions;  prevailed  on  MadamC 
Colonna  to  have  some  regard  for  the  feelingl 
of  one  so  devoted ;  expatiated  on  the  instgniB* 
cance  of  worldly  misconstructions,  when  replied 
to  by  such  honourable  intentions ;  and  fullj 
succeeded  in  his  mission.  They  did  stayi 
Month  after  month  rolled  on,  and  still  the? 
stayed ;  every  month  all  Che  family  becominl 
more  resigned  or  more  content,  and  moB 
cheerful.  As  for  the  Marquess  himself.  Ml 
Rigby  never  remembered  him  more  serene  ant 
even  joyous.  His  Lordship  scarcely  ever  enlerei 
general  society.  The  Colonna  family  reiiiain« 
in  strict  seclusion ;  and  he  preferred  the  com 
pany  of  these  accomplished  and  congenid 
friends  to  the  mob  of  the  great  world. 

Between  Madame  Coionna  and  Mr,   Rigtij 
there  had  always   subsisted  considerable  coB 
fidence.     Now,  that  gentleman  seemed  to  h 
achieved  fresh  and  greatet  cVMms  to  her  ri 
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In  the  pleasure  with  which  he  looked  forward 
to  ber  approaching  alliance  with  his  patron,  he 
reminded  her  of  the  readiness  with  which  he 
had  embraced  her  su^esiions  for  the  marriage' 
of  her  daughter  with  Coningsby.  Always 
obliging,  she  was  never  wearied  of  chanting 
his  praises  to  her  noble  admirer,  who  was 
apparently  much  gratified  she  should  have  be- 
stowed her  esteem  on  one  of  whom  she  would 
necessarily  in  after-life  see  so  much.  It  is 
seldom  the  lot  of  husbands  that  their  con- 
fidentift!  friends  gain  the  regards  of  their  brides. 

"  I  am  glad  you  all  like  Rigby,"  said  Lord 
Monmouth,  "as  you  will  see  so  much  of  him." 

The  remembrance  of  the  Hellingsley  f^lure 
seemed  to  be  erased  from  the  memory  of  the 
Marquess.  Rigby  never  recollected  him  more 
cordial  and  confidential,  and  more  equable  in 
his  manner.  He  told  Rigby  one  day,  that  he 
wished  that  Monmouth  House  should  possess 
the  most  sumptuous  and  the  most  fanciful 
boudoir  in  London  or  Paris.  What  a  hint  for 
Rigby !  That  gentleman  consulted  the  first 
artists,  and  gave  them  some  hints  in  return  ; 
his  researches  on  domestic  decoration  ranged 
through  all  ages ;  he  even  meditated  a  rapid 
tour  to  mature  his  inventions;  but  his  confi- 
dence in  his  native  taste  and  genius  ultimately 
convinced  him  that  this  movement  was  un- 
necessary. 

The  summer  advanced ;  the  death  of  the 
King  occurred ;  the  dissolution  summoned 
Rigby  to  Coningsby  and  the  borough  of  Darl- 
ford.     His  success  was  marked  certam  '\tv  'Cat 
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secret  books  of  Tadpole  and  Taper.  A  manu- 
facturing town,  enfranchised  under  the  Reforot 
Act,  already  gained  by  the  Conservative  cause! 
Here  was  reaction ;  here  influence  of  property! 
Influence  of  character,  too ;  for  no  one  was  so 
popular  as  Lord  Monmouth;  a  most  distin- 
guished nobleman  of  strict  Conservative  prin- 
ciples, who,  if  he  carried  the  county  and  thct 
manufacturing  borough  also,  merited  the  straw 
berry-leaf. 

"There  will  be  no  holding  Rigby,"  said? 
Taper;  "I'm  afraid  he  will  be  iookmg  for*, 
something  very  high." 

"The  higher  the  better,"  rejoined  Tadi>ol^, 
"  and  then  be  will  not  interfere  with  us.  I  like 
your  high-flyers ;  it  is  your  plodders  I  detes^, 
wearing  old  hats  and  high-lows,  speaking  iffl' 
committee,  and  thinking  they  are  men  of  hxwr, 
ness :  d — n  them  ! " 

Rigby  went  down,  and  made  some  impressiv^i' 
speeches ;  at  least  they  read  very  well  in  soma.' 
of  his  second-rate  journals,  where  all  the  aptoan 
figured  as  loud  cheering,  and  the  intemiptioin 
of  a  cabbage-stalk  was  represented  as  a  questioa^ 
from  some  intelligent  individual  in  the  crowd,. 
The  fact  is,  Rigby  bored  his  audience  too  mucti] 
with  history,  especially  with  the  French  Revor- 
lution,  which  he  fancied  was  bis  "forte,"  s<^ 
that  the  people  at  last,  whenever  he  made  anj; 
allusion  to  the  subject,  were  almost  as  mucbg 
terrified  as  if  they  had  seen  the  guillotine. 

Rigby  had  as  yet  one  great  advantage;  h^f 
had  no  opponent ;  and  without  personal  opposi-; 
tion,  no  contest  can  be  vev^'  bitter.     It  was  fo^i 
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some  days  Rigby  versus  Liberal  principles ;  and 
Rigby  had  much  the  best  of  it ;  for  he  abused 
Liberal  principles  roundly  in  his  harangues, 
who,  not  being  represented  on  the  occasion, 
made  no  reply ;  while  plenty  of  ale,  and  some 
capital  songs  by  Lucian  Gay,  who  went  down 
express,  gave  the  right  cue  to  the  mob,  who 
declared  in  chorus,  beneath  the  windows  oF 
Rigby's  hotel,  that  he  was  "  a  fine  old  English 
gentleman ! " 

But  there  was  to  be  a  contest ;  no  question 
about  that,  and  a  sharp  one,  although  Rjghy 
was  to  win,  and  well.  The  Liberal  party  had 
been  so  fastidious  about  their  new  candidate, 
that  they  had  none  ready  though  several  biting. 
Jawster  Sharp  thought  at  one  time  that  sheer 
necessity  would  give  him  another  chance  still ; 
but  even  Rigby  was  preferable  Eo  Jawster  Sharp, 
who,  finding  it  would  not  do,  published  his 
long-prepared  valedictory  address,  in  which  he 
told  his  constituents,  that  having  long  sacrificed 
his  health  to  their  interests,  he  was  now  obliged 
to  retire  into  the  bosom  of  his  family.  And  a 
very  well-pro vided-for  family,  too. 

All  this  time  the  Liberal  deputation  from 
Darlford,  two  aldermen,  three  town-councillors, 
and  the  Secretary  of  the  Reform  Association, 
were  walking  about  London  like  mad  things, 
eating  luncheons  and  looking  for  a  candidate. 
They  called  at  the  Reform  Club  twenty  times 
in  the  morning,  badgered  whips  and  red-tapers  ; 
were  introduced  to  candidates,  badgered  candi- 
dates; ejtamined  would-be  members  as  if  they 
were   at    a   cattle-show,    listened   W  ■&o^>.'aci\ 
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pedigrees,  dictated  political  pledges,  referred 
Hansard  to  see  how  men  had  ¥oted,  ioquirei 
whether  men  had  spoken,  finally  discussei 
terms.  But  they  never  could  hit  the  right  nasii 
If  the  principles  were  right,  there  was  npi 
money  ;  and  if  money  were  ready,  money  wouli 
not  take  pledges.  In  fact,  they  wanted  ^ 
Phoeoix  :  a  very  rich  man,  who  would  do  exacdv 
as  they  liked,  with  extremely  low  opioions  ao^, 
with  rery  high  conneclions. 

"If  he  would  go  for  the  ballot  and  bad  k 
handle  to  his  name,  it  would  have  the  be4 
effect,"  said  the  secretary  of  the  Reform  Associfr 
lion,  "because  you  see  we  are  fighting  against 
a  Right  Honourable,  and  you  have  do  id«t  hoif 
that  Cakes  with  the  mob," 

The  deputation  had  been  three  days  in  towur 
and  urged  by  despatches  by  every  train  t<j- 
bring  affairs  to  a  conclusion  :  jaded,  perplexed, 
confused,  they  were  ready  to  fall  into  the  handft 
of  the  first  jobber  or  bold  adventurer.  Thq 
discussed  over  their  dinner  at  a  Strand  coffee- 
house the  claims  of  the  various  candidate* 
who  had  presented  themselves.  Mr.  Donald 
Macpherson  Macfarlane,  who  would  only  paj 
the  legal  exp>enses ;  he  was  soon  despatcheiL 
Mr.  Gingerly  Browne,  of  Jermyn  Street,  th; 
younger  son  of  a  baronet,  who  would  go  as  fat 
as  j^iooo  provided  the  seat  was  secured.  Mr, 
Juggins,  a  distiUer,  £2000  man  ;  but  would  nq( 
agree  to  any  annual  subscriptions.  Sir  Baptist. 
Placid,  vague  about  expenditure,  but  repeated^ 
declaring  that  "  there  could  be  no  difficulty  oa 
tbithettd".  H&  hovievet  Iwd  a  moraj. 


The  New  Generation     377 

to  subscribing  to  the  races,  and  that  was  a  great 
point  at  Darlford.  Sir  Baptist  would  subscribe 
a  guinea  per  annum  to  the  Infirmary,  and  the 
same  to  all  religious  societies  without  any 
distinction  of  sects;  but  races,  it  was  not  the 
sum,  ;^iDo  per  annum,  but  the  principle.  He 
had  a  moral  objection. 

In  short,  the  deputation  began  to  suspect, 
what  was  the  truth,  that  they  were  a  day  after 
the  fair,  and  that  all  the  electioneering  rips  that 
swarm  in  the  purheus  of  political  ciubs  during 
an  impending  dissolution  of  ParUament,  men 
who  become  political  characters  in  their  small 
circle  because  ihey  have  been  talked  of  as  once 
having  an  intention  to  stand  for  places  for 
which  they  never  offered  themselves,  or  for 
having  stood  for  places  where  they  never  could 
by  any  circumstance  have  succeeded,  were  in 
fact  nibbhng  at  their  dainty  morsel. 

At  this  moment  of  despair,  a  ray  of  hope 
was  imparted  to  them  by  a  confidential  note 
from  a  secretary  of  the  Treasury,  who  wished 
to  see  them  at  the  Reform  Club  on  the  morrow. 
You  may  be  sure  they  were  punctual  to  their 
appointment  The  secretary  received  them  with 
great  consideration.  He  had  got  them  a  candi- 
date, and  one  of  high  mark,  the  son  of  a  Peer, 
and  connected  with  the  highest  Whig  houses. 
Their  eyes  sparkled.  A  real  honourable.  If 
they  liked  he  would  introduce  them  immediately 
lo  the  Honourable  Alberic  de  Crecy.  He  had 
only  lo  introduce  them,  as  there  was  no  diffi- 
culty either  as  to  means  or  opinions,  expenses 
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^  The  secretary  returned  with  a  young  gentlft- 
whose  diminutive  stature  would  seenif 
from  his  smooth  and  singularly  puerile  countai 
nance,  to  be  merely  the  consequence  of  his  veijj 
tender  years :  but  Mr.  de  Crecy  was  reaUy  ci 
age,  or  at  least  would  be  by  nomination-d^iv 
He  did  not  say  a  word,  but  looked  like  the 
rosebud  which  dangled  in  the  button-hole  of 
his  frock-coat.  The  aldermen  and  town-couot 
ciUors  were  what  is  sometimes  emphaticalljl 
styled  flabbergasted  ;  they  were  speechless  from 
bewilderment.  "Mr.  de  Crecy  will  go  for  thft 
ballot,"  said  the  secretary  of  the  Treasury,  with 
an  audacious  eye  and  a  demure  look,  "  and  fos 
Total  and  Immediate,  if  you  press  bim  hardf 
but  don't,  if  you  can  help  it,  because  he  has  w 
uncle,  an  old  county  member,  who  has  prejiH 
dices,  and  might  disinherit  him.  However,  wfl 
answer  for  him.  And  I  am  very  happy  that! 
I  have  been  the  means  of  bringing  about  an 
arrangement  which,  I  feel,  will  be  mutually 
advantageous."  And  so  saying,  the  secretary 
effected  his  escape. 

Circumstances,  however,  retarded  for  a  seasaA 
the  political  career  of  the  Honourable  Alberi 
de  Crecy.  While  the  Liberal  party  at  Darlfon 
were  suffering  under  the  daily  inflictions  e 
Mr.  Rigby's  slashing  style,  and  the  post  broughfc 
them  very  unsatisfactory  prospects  of  a  chan^^ 
pion,  one  offered  himself,  and  in  an  address 
which  intimated  that  he  was  no  man  of  stra^ 
likely  to  recede  from  any  contest  in  which  In 
chose  to  embark.  The  town  was  sudden^ 
placarded   with   a    letter    to   the    Independe^ 
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Electors  from  Mt.  Millbank,  the  new  proprietor 
of  Hellingsley, 

He  expressed  himself  as  one  not  anxious  to 
obtrude  himself  on  their  attention,  and  found- 
ing no  claim  to  their  confidence  on  his  recent 
acquisition ;  but  at  the  same  time  as  one  re- 
solved that  the  free  and  enlightened  community, 
with  which  be  must  necessarily  hereafter  be 
much  connected,  should  not  become  the  nomi- 
nation borough  of  any  Peer  of  the  realm  with- 
out a  struggle,  if  they  chose  to  make  one.  And 
so  he  offered  himself  if  they  could  not  find 
a  belter  candidate,  without  waiting  for  the  cere- 
mony of  a  requisition.  He  was  exactly  the 
man  they  wanted;  and  though  he  had  "no 
handle  to  his  name,"  and  was  somewhat  im- 
piracticable  about  pledges,  his  fortune  was  so 
great,  and  his  character  so  high,  that  it  might 
be  hoped  that  the  people  would  be  almost  as 
content  as  if  they  were  appealed  to  by  some 
obscure  scion  of  factitious  nobility,  subscribing 
to  political  engagements  which  he  could  not 
comprehend,  and  which,  in  general,  are  vomited 
with  as  much  facility  as  they  are  swallowed. 


CHAPTER   IV 

The  people  of  Darlford,  who,  as  long  as  the 
contest  for  their  representation  remained  be- 
tween Mr.  Rigby  and  the  abstraction  call«d 
Liberal  Principles,  appeared  to  be  very  in- 
^affittra^bou^^^Mult^h^mom^^^^I 
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learned  that  for  the  phrase  had  been  substitute 
a  substance,  and  that,  too,  in  the  form  of  j 
gentleman  who  was  soon  to  figure  as  thei 
resident  neighbour,  became  excited,  speedif 
enthusiastic.  Ail  the  belb  of  ail  the  cburche 
rang  when  Mr.  Millbank  commenced  his  cac 
vass;  the  Conservatives,  on  the  alert,  if  nd 
alarmed,  insisted  on  their  champion  also  shorf 
ing  himself  in  all  directions  ;  and  in  the  coum 
of  four-and-twenty  hours,  such  is  the  contf^tg 
of  popular  feeling,  the  town  was  divided  iirt 
two  parties,  the  vast  majoritj'  of  which  wen 
firmly  convinced  that  the  country  could  only  i) 
saved  by  the  return  of  Mr.  Rigby,  or  preserva 
from  inevitable  destruction  by  the  election  c 
Mr.  Millbank,  ; 

The  results  of  the  two  canvasses  were  sut^ 
as  had  been  anticipated  from  the  previoq| 
reports  of  the  respective  agents  and  supported 
In  these  days  the  personai  canvass  of  a  candt 
date  is  a  mere  form.  The  whole  country  thi 
is  to  be  invaded  has  been  surveyed  and  inappei 
out  before  entry;  every  position  recoonoibedl 
the  chain  of  communications  complete.  In  tiK 
present  case,  as  was  not  unusual,  both  candi 
dates  were  really  supported  by  numerous  ani 
reputable  adherents ;  and  both  had  gpoi 
grounds  for  believing  that  they  would  bi 
ultimately  successful.  But  there  was  a  body  at 
the  electors  sufficiently  numerous  to  turn  tKft 
election,  who  would  not  promise  their  votet< 
conscientious  men  who  felt  the  responsibility  a 
the  duty  that  the  constitution  had  entrusted  tt 
their  discharge,  and  who  would  not  laake  q 
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their  minds  without  duly  weighing  the  respective 
merits  of  the  two  rivals.     This  class  of  deeply     ' 
meditative    individuals    are    distinguished    not      ' 
only   by  their  pensive  turn    of  mind,  but    by      ! 
a  Gharitable  vein  that  seems  to  pervade  their 
being.    Not    only    will    they    think    of   your 
request,  but  for  their  parts  they  wish  both  sides 
equally  well.     Decision,  indeed,  as  it  must  dash 
the   hopes    of   one    of   their   solicitors,    seems 
infinitely  painful    to   them  ;  they  have  always      | 
a  good  reason  for  postponing  it.     If  you  seek 
their  suffrage  during  the  canvass,  they  reply, 
thai  the  writ  not  having  come  down,  the  day  of     , 
election  is  not  yet  fixed.     If  you  call  again  to     ' 
inform  them  that  the  writ  has  arrived,  they  re- 
join, that  perhaps  after  all  there  may  DOt  be 
fi  contest.     If  you  call  a  third  time,  half  dead 
witii  fatigue,  to  give  them  friendly  notice  that    ' 
both  you  and  your  rival  have  pledged  your- 
selves  to   go    to    the    poll,    they    twitch    their    ' 
trousers,  rub  their  hands,  and  with  a  dull  grin    I 
observe,  I 

"  Well,  sir,  vre  shall  see."  \ 

"Come,  Mr.  Jobson,"  says  one  of  the  com-  , 
mittee,  with  an  insinuating  smile,  "give  Mr.  | 
Millbank  one."  ' 

"Jobson,    I    think    you    and    I    know    each  ■ 
other,"  says  a  most  influential  supporter,  with 
a  knowing  nod. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Smith,  I  should  tbink  we  did." 
"  Come,  come,  give  us  one."  ' 

"  Well,  I  have  not  made  up  my   mind  yet,  ■ 
gentlemen." 
l^^*'Jobson  !  "  says  a  solemn  voice,  "  didtf^g^ 
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tell  me  the  other  night  you  wished  well  to 
gentleman?" 

"  So  I  do  ;  1  wish  well  to  everybody,"  replSd 
the  imperturbable  Jobson. 

"  Well,  Jobson,"  exclaims  another  member  ol 
the  committee,  with  a  sigh,  "  who  could  hart 
supposed  that  you  would  have  been  an  enemy  ?'' 

"  I  don't  wish  to  be  no  enemy  to  no  maO) 
Mr.  Trip," 

"Come,  Jobson,"  says  a  jolly  tanner,  "if  T 
wanted  to  be  a  Parliament  man,  I  don't  think 
you  could  refuse  me  one  1 " 

"  I  don't  think  I  could,  Mr.  OakEeld. 

"  Well,  then,  give  it  to  my  friend." 

"  Well,  sir,  ni  think  about  it." 

"Leave  him  to  me,"  says  another  lueaibs. 
of  the  committee,  with  a  significant  look.  "  I 
know  how  to  get  round  him.     It's  all  right." 

"Yes,  leave  him  to  Ha>-field,  Mr.  MiUbank; 
he  knows  how  to  manage  him." 

But  all  the  same,  Jobson  continues  to  look 
as  little  tractable  and  lamb-like  as  can  be  well 
fancied. 

And  here,  in  a  work  which,  in  an  unpretenit. 
ing  shape,  aspires  to  take  neither  an  uninformett 
nor  a  partial  view  of  the  political  history  of  tin 
ten  eventful  years  of  the  Reform  struggle, 
should  pause  for  a  moment  to  observe  th* 
strangeness,  that  only  five  years  after  the  r*, 
construction  of  the  electoral  body  by  the  Whi^ 
party,  in  a  borough  called  into  political  exist^ 
ence  by  their  policy,  a  manufacturing  town,  tooj 
the  candidate  comprising  in  his  person  evt 
qvaiity  and  circumstance  which  could 
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mend  him  to  the  constituency,  and  his  opponent 
the  worst  specimen  of  the  Old  Generation,  a 
political  adventurer,  who  owed  the  least  dis- 
reputable part  of  his  notoriety  to  his  opposition 
to  the  Reform  Bill ;  that  in  such  a  borough, 
under  such  circumstances,  there  should  be  a 
contest,  and  that,  too,  one  of  a  very  doubtful 
issue. 

What  was  the  cause  of  this?  Are  we  to 
seek  it  in  the  "  Reaction  "  of  the  Tadpoles  and 
the  Tapers  ?  That  would  not  be  a  satisfactory 
solution.  Reaction,  to  a  certain  extent,  is  the 
law  of  human  existence.  In  the  particular 
state  of  affairs  before  us,  England  after  the  \ 
Reform  Act,  it  never  could  be  doubtful  that  ■ 
Time  would  gradually,  and  in  some  instances 
rapidly,  counteract  the  national  impulse  of 
1832.  There  never  could  have  been  a  ques- 
tion, for  example,  that  the  English  counties 
would  have  reverted  to  their  natural  allegiance 
to  their  proprietors;  but  the  results  of  the 
appeals  to  the  third  Estate  in  1S35  and  1837 
are  not  to  be  accounted  for  by  a  mere  readjust- 
ment of  legitimate  inSuences. 

The  truth  is,  that,  considerable  as  are  tbe 
abilities  of  the  Whig  leaders,  highly  accom- 
plished as  many  of  them  unquestionably  must 
be  acknowledged  in  parliamentary  debate,  ex- 
perienced in  council,  sedulous  in  office,  eminent 
as  scholars,  powerful  from  their  position,  ^U«.' 
absence  of  individual  influence,  and  of  [  tbt 
pervading  authority  of  a  commanding  nua^ 
have  been  the  cause  of  the  fall  of  tbe  V^m^ 
party. ) 


384  Coningsby  ;  or 

Such  a  supremacy  was  generally  acknow- 
ledged in  Lord  Grey  on  the  accession  of  thia 
party  to  power :  but  it  was  the  supremacy  of  ai' 
tradition  rather  than  of  a  fact.  Almost  at  the 
outset  of  his  authority  his  successor  was 
dicated.  When  the  crisis  arrived,  the  intended  1 
successor  was  not  in  the  Whig  ranks.  It  is  in 
ihis  virtual  absence  of  a  real  and  recognised 
leader,  almost  from  the  moment  that  they 
passed  their  great  measure,  that  we  must  seek 
a  chief  cause  of  all  that  insubordination,  all 
those  distempered  ambitions,  and  all  those  dark 
intrigues,  that  finally  broke  up,  not  only  the  . 
Whig  government,  but  the  Whig  party ;  de- 
moralised their  ranks,  and  sent  them  to  the 
country,  both  in  1835  and  1837,  with  every 
illusion,  which  had  operated  so  happily  in  their 
favour  in  1832,  scattered  to  the  winds,  In  all 
things  we  trace  the  irresistible  influence  of  the; 
individual. 

And  yet  the  interval  that  elapsed  between 
1S3S  and  1837  proved,  that  there  was  all  thin 
time  in  the  Whig  array  one  entirely  competent 
to  the  office  of  leading  a  great  party,  thougtt 
his  capacity  for  that  fulfilment  was  too  tardily 
recognised. 

Lord  John  Russell  has  that  degree  of 
imagination,  which,  though  evinced  rather  in 
sentiment  than  expression,  still  enables  him  to- 
generalise  from  the  details  of  his  reading  and 
experience ;  and  to  take  those  comprehensirt 
views,  which,  however  easily  depreciated  hf 
ordinary  men  in  an  age  of  routine,  are  ior 
dis])ensable  to  a  statesman  in  the  conjuncture! 
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'  in  which  we  live.     He  understands,  therefore, 

his  position ;  and  he  has  the  mora!  intrepidity 
'  which  prompts  him  ever  to  dare  that  which  his 
;  intellect  assures  him  is  politic.  He  is  con- 
I  sequently,  at  the  same  time,  sagacious  and  bold 
I  in  council.  As  an  administrator  he  is  prompt 
I  and  indefatigable.  He  is  not  a  natural  orator, 
[and  labours  under  physical  deficiencies  which 
I  even  a  Demosthenic  impulse  could  scarcely 
.overcome.  But  he  is  experienced  in  debate, 
I  quick  in  reply,  fertile  in  resource,  takes  large 
I  views,  and  frequently  compensates  for  a  dry 
I  and  hesitating   manner    by    the   expression    of 

those  noble  truths  that  flash  across  the  fancy, 
I  and  rise  spontaneously  to  the  lip,  of  men  of 
,  poetic  temperament  when  addressing  popular 
'  assemblies.  If  we  add  to  this,  a  private  life  of 
I  dignified  repute,  the  accidents  of  his  birth  and 
'  rank,   whioh   never  can    be  severed   from   the 

man,  the  scion  of  a  great  historic  family,  and 
,  born,  as  it  were,  to  the  hereditary  service  of  the 
I  State,  it  is  difficult  to  ascertain  at  what  period, 
]or  under  what  circumstances,  the  Whig  party 
,faave  ever  possessed,  or  could  obtain,  a  more 
(efficient  leader. 

I  But  we  must  return  to  the  Darlford  election. 
'  The  class  of  thoughtful  voters  was  sufficiently 
^  numerous  in  that  borough  to  render  the  result 
,  of  the  contest  doubtful  to  the  last ;  and  on  the 

eve  of  the  day  of  nomination  both  parties  were 

equally  sanguine. 

'  Nomioation-day  altogether  is  an  unsatis- 
I  factory  affair.  There  is  little  to  be  done,  and 
I  that    little    mere    form.     The    tedious    liou.t& 

L  ° 
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remain,  and  no  oae  can  settle  his  mind  to 
anything.  It  is  not  a  holiday,  for  every  one  ia 
serious ;  it  is  not  business,  for  no  one  can 
attend  to  it ;  it  is  not  a  contest,  for  there  is  no 
canvassing  ;  nor  an  election,  for  there  is  no 
poll.  Il  is  a  day  of  loui^ing  without  an  object^ 
and  luncheons  without  an  appetite ;  of  hopei 
and  fears :  confidence  and  dejection ;  bravada 
bets  and  secret  hedging ;  and,  about  midnight; 
of  furious  suppers  of  grilled  bones,  brandy-and- 
water,  and  recklessness. 

The  president  and  vice-president  of  th«i 
Conservative  Association,  the  secretary  and  the 
four  solicitors  who  were  agents,  had  impressed 
upon  Mr,  Rigby  that  it  was  of  the  utmosft 
importance,  and  must  produce  a  great  monl 
effect,  if  he  obtained  the  show  of  hands.  Widi 
his  powers  of  eloquence  and  their  secrdt 
organisation,  they  flattered  themselves  it  might 
be  done.  With  this  view,  Rigby  inflicted  & 
speech  of  more  than  two  hours'  duration  Oil' 
the  electors,  who  bore  it  very  kindly,  as  th» 
mob  likes,  above  all  things,  that  the  ceremoniei' 
of  nomination-day  should  not  be  cut  short; 
moreover,  there  is  nothing  that  the  mob  like* 
so  much  as  a  speech,  Rigby  therefore  had,  oa 
the  whole,  a  far  from  unfavourable  audiencOr 
and  he  availed  himself  of  their  forbearances 
He  brought  in  his  crack  theme,  the  guillotine^ 
and  dilated  so  elaborately  upon  its  qualitie^^ 
that  one  of  the  gentlemen  below  could  not 
refrain  from  exclaiming,  "I  wish  you  may  get 
it."  This  exclamation  gave  Mr.  Rigby  what  is 
called  a  great  opening,  which,  like  a  practised 


o 
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speaker,  he  immediately  seized.  He  denounced 
the  sentiment  as  "un-English,"  and  got  much 
cheered.  Excited  by  this  success,  Rigby  began 
to  call  everythin'g  else  "  un-English  "  with  which 
he  did  not  agree,  until  menacing  muimurs 
began  to  rise,  when  he  shifted  the  subject,  and 
rose  into  a  grand  peroration,  in  which  he 
assured  them  that  the  eyes  of  the  whole  empire 
were  on  this  particular  election  ;  cries  of  "  That's 
true,"  from  all  sides ;  and  that  England  ex- 
pected every  man  to  do  his  duly, 

"And  who  do  you  expect  to  do  yours?"  in- 
quired a  gentleman  below,  "about  that  'ere 
pension  ? " 

"Rigby,"  screeched  a  hoarse  voice,  "don't 
you  mind;  you  guv  it  them  well." 

"  Rigby,  keep  up  your  spirits,  old  chap ;  we 
will  have  you." 

"  Now  ! "  said  a  stentorian  voice ;  and  a  man 
as  tall  as  Saul  looked  round  him.  This  was 
the  engaged  leader  of  the  Conservative  mob  ; 
the  eye  of  every  one  of  his  minions  was  in- 
stantly on  him.  "  Now !  Our  young  Queen 
3Liid  our  Old  Institutions !     Rigby  for  ever  I " 

This  was  a  signal  for  the  instant  appearance 
of  the  leader  of  the  Liberal  mob.  Magog 
Wrath,  not  so  tall  as  Bully  Bluck,  his  rival,  had 
a  voice  almost  as  powerful,  a  back  much 
broader,  and  a  countenance  far  more  forbidding. 
"Now,  my  boys,  the  Queen  and  Millbank  for 
ever ! " 

These  rival  cries  were  the  signals  for  a  fight 
between  the  two  bands  of  gladiators  in  the  face 
of  the  hustings,  the  body  of  the  people  little 
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iDterfering.  Bully  Biuck  seized  Magt^  Wrath's 
colours ;  they  wrestled,  they  seized  each  other; 
their  supporters  were  engaged  in  mutual  con- 
test ;  it  appeared  to  be  a  most  alarming  and 
perilous  fray  :  several  ladies  from  the  windows 
screamed,  one  fainted ;  a  band  of  special  con- 
stables pushed  their  way  through  the  mob ;  yoa 
heard  their  staves  resounding  on  the  skulls  of 
all  who  opposed  them,  especially  the  little  boys; 
order  was  at  length  restored;  and,  to  tell  the' 
truth,  the  only  hurts  inflicted  were  those  which 
came  from  the  special  constables.  Bully  Bluck 
and  Magog  Wrath,  with  all  their  fierce  looks, 
flaunting  colours,  loud  cheers,  and  desperate 
assaults,  were,  after  all,  only  a  couple  of  Con- 
dottieri,  who  were  cautious  never  to  wound  eadl 
other.  They  were,  in  fact,  a  peaceful  police, 
who  kept  the  town  in  awe,  and  prevented 
others  from  being  mischievous  who  were  1 
inclined  to  do  harm.  Their  hired  gangs  were 
the  safety-valves  for  all  the  scamps  of  tho 
borough,  who,  receiving  a  few  shillings  per  head 
for  their  nominal  service,  and  as  much  drink  US 
they  liked  after  the  contest,  were  bribed  and 
organised  into  peace  and  sobriety  on  the  dayi 
in  which  their  excesses  were  most  to  be  ap- 
prehended. 

Now  Mr.  Millbank  came  forward :  he 
brief  compared  with  Mr.  Rigby  ;  but  clear  and' 
terse.  No  one  could  misunderstand  him.  Hft 
did  not  favour  his  hearers  with  any  history,  but 
gave  them  his  views  about  taxes,  free  trad(% 
placemen,  and  pensioners,  whoever  and  wherevf 
they  might  be. 
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"  Hilloa,  Rigby,  about  thai  'ere  pension  ?  " 
"  Millbank  for  ever  !     We  will  have  him." 
"  Never  mind,  Rigby,  you'll  come  in  next 
time." 

Mr.  Millbank  was  energetic  about  resident 
representatives,  but  did  not  understand  that  a 
resident  rejwesentative  meant  the  nominee  of 
a  great  Lord,  who  lived  in  a  great  castle ;  great 
cheering.  There  was  a  Lord  once  who  declared 
that,  if  he  liked,  he  would  return  his  negro 
valet  to  Parliament;  but  Mr.  Millbank  thought 
those  days  were  over.  It  remained  for  the 
people  of  Darlford  to  determine  whether  he  was 
mistaken. 

"  Never  ! "  exclaimed  the  mob.  "  Millbank 
for  ever  !     Rigby  in  the  river  !     No  niggers,  no 

"  Three  groans  for  Rigby." 

"  His  language  ain't  as  purty  as  the  Lunnun 
chap's,"  said  a  critic  below;  "hut  he  speaks 
from  his  .'art :  and  give  me  the  man  who  'as 
got  a  'art," 

"That's  your  time  of  day,  Mr.  Robinson." 

"  Now  ! "  said  Magog  Wrath,  looking  aroimd. 
"Now,  the  Queen  and  Millbank  for  ever ! 
Hurrah  t " 

The  show  of  hands  was  entirely  in  favour  of 
Mr.  Millbank.  Scarcely  a  hand  was  held  up 
for  Mr.  Rigby  below,  except  by  Bully  Bluck 
and  his  praetorians.  The  Chairman  and  the 
Deputy  Chairman  of  the  Conservative  Associa- 
tion, the  Secretary,  and  the  four  agents,  severally 
and  respectively  went  up  to  Mr.  Rigby  and 
congratulated  him  on  the  result,  as  it  was  a 
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known  fact,  "that  the  show  of  hands   never 

won." 

The  eve   of  polling-day  was  now  at  hand 

This  is  the  most  critical  period  of  an  election. 
All  night  parties  in  disguise  were  perambulating 
the  different  wards,  watching  each  other's 
tactics ;  masks,  wigs,  false  noses,  gentles  in 
livery  coats,  men  in  female  attire,  a  silent  carni- 
val of  manrouvre,  vigilance,  anxiety,  and  trepida- 
tion. The  ihoughtful  voters  about  this  time 
make  up  their  minds  ;  the  enthusiasts  who  have 
told  you  twenty  times  a-day  for  the  last  fort- 
night, that  they  would  get  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  to  serve  you,  require  the  most  watch- 
ful cooping;  all  the  individuals  who  have  as- 
sured you  that  "their  word  is  their  bond," 
change  sides. 

Two  of  the  Rigbyites  met  in  the  market-place 
about  an  hour  after  midnight. 

"Well,  how  goes  it?"  said  one. 

"  I  have  been  the  rounds.  The  blunt's  goinj 
like  the  ward-pump.  I  saw  a  man  come  out  0 
Moffatt's  house,  muffled  up  with  a  mask  on,  h 
dodged  him.     It  was  Biggs." 

"You  don't  mean  that,  do  you?  D---  ti 
I'll  answer  for  Moffatt." 

"  I  never  thought  he  was  a  true  man." 

"  Told  Robins  ?  " 

"I  could  not  see  him:  but  I  met  young' 
Gunning  and  told  him." 

"Young  Gunning  1     That  won't  do." 

"I  thought  he  was  as  right  as  the  Iowa 
clock." 

"So  did  I,  once.     Hushl  who  comes  here? 
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[  "E^  enemy,  Franklin  and  Sampson  Potts. 
"  eep  close." 

pill  speak  to  them.    Good  night.  Potts.    Up 

Iter  late  to-night  ?  " 

"All  fair  election  time.  You  ain't  snoring, 
are  you  ? " 

"Well,  I  hope  the  best  mar  will  win." 

"  I  am  sure  he  will" 

"  You  must  go  for  Moffatt  early,  to  breakfast 
at  the  White  Lion  ;  that's  your  sort.  Don't 
leave  him,  and  poll  him  yourself  I  am  going 
off  to  Solomon  Lacey's.  He  has  got  four  Mill- 
bankites  cooped  up  very  drunk,  and  I  want  to 
get  them  quietly  into  the  country  before  day- 
break." 

'Tis  polling  day  !  The  candidates  are  roused 
from  their  slumbers  at  an  early  hour  by  the 
music  of  their  own  bands  perambulating  the 
town,  and  each  playing  the  "  conquering  hero  " 
to  sustain  the  courage  of  their  jaded  employers, 
by  depriving  them  of  that  rest  which  can  alone 
tranquiilise  the  nervous  system.  There  is  some- 
thing in  that  matin  burst  of  music,  followed  by 
a  shrill  cheer  from  the  hoys  of  the  borough,  the 
only  inhabitants  yet  up,  that  is  very  depressing. 

The  committee-rooms  of  each  candidate  are 
soon  rife  with  black  reports  ;  each  side  has 
received  fearful  bulletins  of  the  preceding  night 
campaign  ;  and  its  consequences  as  exemplified 
in  the  morning,  unprecedented  tergiversations, 
mysterious  absences ;  men  who  breakfast  with 
one  side  and  vote  with  the  other ;  men  who 
won't  come  to  breakfast ;  men  who  won't  leave 
breakfast. 
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At  ten  o'clock  Mr,  Rigby  was  in  ^  majority  of 
twenty-eighl.  .1 

The  polling  was  brisk  and  equal  until  the 
middle  of  the  day,  when  it  became  slack.  Mti 
Rigby  kept  a  majority,  but  an  inconsiderable 
one.  Mr.  Millbank's  friends  were  not  disi. 
heartened,  as  it  was  known  that  the  leading 
members  of  Mr.  Rigby's  committee  had  polled 
whereas  his  opponent's  were  principally  reserved. 
At  a  quarter-past  two  there  was  great  cheeringi 
and  uproar.  The  four  voters  in  favour  of  Milti 
bank,  whom  Solomon  Lacey  had  cooped  up^ 
made  drunk,  and  carried  into  the  country,  had] 
recovered  their  senses,  made  their  escape, 
voted  as  they  originally  intended.  Soon  afti 
this,  Mr.  Millbank  was  declared  by  his  com- 
mittee to  be  in  a  majority  of  one,  but  the  com*1 
mittee  of  Mr.  Rigby  instantly  posted  a  placardp 
in  large  letters,  to  announce  that,  on  the  con?' 
trary,  their  man  was  in  a  majority  of  nine. 

"  If  we  could  only  have  got  another  registra- 
tion," whispered  the  principal  agent  to  Mr. 
Rigby,  at  a  quarter-past  four. 

"  You  think  it's  all  over  then  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  do  not  see  now  how  we  can  win; 
We  have  polled  all  our  dead  men,  and  Millbank 
is  seven  a-head." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  be  able  to  have 
good  petition,"  said  the  consoling  chairman  t 
the  Conservative  Association. 
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CHAPTER    V 


It  was  not  with  feelings  of  extreme  satisfaction 
that  Mr.  Rigby  returned  to  London.  The  loss 
of  Hellingsley,  followed  by  the  loss  of  the 
borough  to  Hellingsley's  successful  master,  were 
not  precisely  the  incidents  which  would  be  ad-  i 
duced  as  evidence  of  Mr.  Rigby's  good  man- 
agement or  good  fortune.  Hitherto  that 
gentlemen  had  persuaded  the  world  that  he 
was  not  only  very  clever,  but  that  he  was  also 
always  in  luck ;  a  quality  which  many  appreciate 
more  even  than  capacity.  His  reputation  was 
unquestionably  damaged,  both  with  his  patron 
and  his  party.  But  what  the  Tapers  and  the 
Tadpoles  thought  or  said,  what  even  might  be 
the  injurious  effect  on  his  own  career  of  the 
loss  of  this  election,  assumed  an  insignificant 
character  when  compared  with  its  influence  on 
the  temper  and  disposition  of  the  Marquess  of 
Monmouth. 

And  yet  his  carriage  is  now  entering  the 
courtyard  of  Monmouth  House,  and,  in  all  pro- 
bability, a  few  minutes  would  introduce  him  to 
that  presence  before  which  he  had,  ere  this, 
trembled.  The  Marquess  was  at  home,  and 
anxious  to  see  Mr.  Rigby.  In  a  few  minutes 
that  gentleman  was  ascending  the  private  stair- 
case, entering  the  antechamber,  and  waiting  to 
be  received  in  the  little  saloon,  exactly  as  our 
Coniogsby  did  more  than  five  years  agQ,w:a.-ct^v^ 
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less  agitated,  but  by  feelings  of  a  very  diSerenl 
character. 

"Well,  you  made  a  good  fight  of  it,"  e»- 
claimed  the  Marquess,  io  a  cheerful  and  cordial 
tone,  as  Mr.  Rigby  entered  his  dress iog-room,. 
"  Patience  !     We  shall  win  next  time." 

This  reception  instantly  reassured  the  defeated 
candidate,  though  its  contrast  to  that  which  ba 
expected  rather  perplexed  him.  He  entered 
into  the  details  of  the  election,  talked  rapidlf 
of  the  next  registration,  the  propriety  of  petition- 
ing ;  accustomed  himself  to  hearing  his  voice 
with  its  habitual  volubility  in  a  chamber  ithae 
he  had  feared  it  might  not  sound  for  some 
time. 

"  D — n  politics ! "  said  the  Marquess.  "  These 
fellows  are  in  for  this  Parliament,  and  I  am 
really  weary  of  the  whole  affair.  I  begin  to 
think  the  Duke  was  right,  and  it  would  have 
been  best  to  have  left  them  to  themselves.  I 
am  glad  you  have  come  up  at  once,  for  I  wart 
you.    The  fact  is,  I  am  going  to  be  married." 

This  was  not  a  startling  announcement  to 
Mr.  Rigby ;  he  was  prepared  for  it,  though 
scarcely  could  have  hoped  that  he  would  haw 
been  favoured  with  it  on  the  present  occasioi^ 
instead  of  a  morose  comment  on  his  misfortune* 
Marriage,  then,  was  the  predominant  idea  oC 
Lord  Monmouth  at  the  present  moment,  JB 
whose  absorbing  interest  all  vexations  were  laa 
gotten.  Fortunate  Rigby  I  Disgusted  by  tbt 
failure  of  his  political  combinations,  his  di* 
appointments  in  not  dictating  to  the  county  anj 
not  carrying  the  borough,  a.nd  the  slight  prot 
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.  pect  at  present  of  obtaining  the  great  object  of 
his  ambition.  Lord  Monmouth  had  resolved  to 
precipitate  his  fate,  was  about  to  marry  imme- 
diately, and  quit  England. 

"  Vou  will  be  wanted,  Rigby,"  continued  the 
Marquess.    "We  must  have  a  couple  of  trustees, 

,  and  I  have  thought  of  you  as  one.  You  know 
you  are  my  executor ;  and  it  is  better  not  to 
bring  in  unnecessarily  new  names  into  the  man- 
agement of  my  affairs.  Lord  Eskdale  will  act 
with  you," 

Rigby  then,  after  all,  was  a  lucky  man.  After 
such  a  succession  of  failures,  he  had  returned 
oniy  to  receive  fresh  and  the  most  delicate 
marks  of  his  patron's  good  feeling  and  con- 
sideration. Lord  Monmouth's  trustee  and 
executor!  "You  know  you  are  my  executor." 
Sublime  truth!  It  ought  to  be  blazoned  in 
letters  of  gold  in  the  most  conspicuous  part  of 
Rigby's  library,  to  remind  him  perpetually  of 
his  great  and  impending  destiny.  Lord  Mon- 
mouth's executor,  and  very  probably  one  of  his 
residuary  legatees  !     A  legatee  of  some  sort  he 

■  knew  he  was.  What  a  splendid  memento  mori! 
What  cared  Rigby  for  the  borough  of  Darlford? 
And  as  for  his  political  friends,  he  wished  them 
joy  of  their  barren  benches.  Nothing  was  lost 
by  not  being  in  this  Parliament. 

It  was  then  with  sincerity  that  Rigby  offered 
his  congratulations  to  his  patron.  He  praised 
the  judicious  alliance,  accompanied  by  every 
circumstance  conducive  to  worldly  happiness  ; 

I  distinguished  beauty,  perfect  temper,  princely 
rank.     Rigby,  who  had  hardly  ^ol  ovU.  ^  ^v^ 

^  -  -■ 
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hustings'  vein,  was  most  eloquent  in  his  praisei 

of  Madame  Colon na. 

"An  amiable  woman,"  said  Lord  Monmouth, 
"and  very  handsome.  I  always  admired  her; 
and  an  agreeable  person  too ;  I  dare  say  a  very 
good  temper,  but  I  am  not  going  to  marry  her.'' 

"  Might  I  then  ask  who  is " 

"  Her  step-daughter,  the  Princess  Lucretia,"- 
replied  the  Marquess,  quietly,  and  looking  at  his 
ring- 
Here  was  a  thunderbolt !  Rigby  had  mada' 
another  mistake.  He  had  been  working  all  this 
time  for  the  wrong  woman !  The  consciousnetf- 
of  being  a  trustee  alone  sustained  him.  There 
was  an  inevitable  pause.  The  Marquess  would' 
not  speak  however,  and  Rigby  must.  He  babbled'' 
rather  incoherently  about  the  Princess  Lucretii' 
being  admired  hy  everybody ;  also  that  she  way. 
the  most  fortunate  of  women,  as  well  as  tbK 
most  accomphshed ;  he  was  just  beginning  to 
say  he  had  Icnown  her  from  a  child,  when  di^' 
cretion  stopped  his  tongue,  which  had  a  habit 
of  running  on  somewhat  rashly;  but  Rigby,i 
though  he  often  blundered  in  his  talk,  had  th*' 
talent  of  extricating  himself  from  the  conse- 
quence of  his  mistakes. 

"And  Madame  must  he  highly  gratified  by; 
all  this?"  observed  Mr.  Rigby,  with  an  inquiring- 
accent  He  was  dying  to  learn  how  she  had 
first  received  the  intelligence,  and  congratulated 
himself  that  his  absence  at  his  contest  had  pre- 
served him  from  the  storm. 

"  Madame  Colonna  knows  nothing  of  our 
intentions,"  said  Lord  "MonnvQ'at'n.    "  And  by"-i 
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the  bye,  that  is  the  very  business  on  which  I 
wish  to  see  you,  Rigby.  I  wish  you  to  com- 
municate them  to  her.  We  are  to  be  married, 
and  immediately.  It  would  gratify  me  that  the 
wife  of  Lucretia's  father  should  attend  our 
wedding.  Vou  understand  exactly  what  I  mean, 
Rigby  ;  I  must  have  no  scenes.  Always  happy 
to  see  the  Princess  Colonna  under  my  roof ; 
but  then  I  like  to  live  quietly,  particularly  at 
present ;  harassed  as  I  have  been  by  the  loss  of 
these  elections,  by  all  this  bad  management, 
and  by  all  these  disappointments  on  subjects  in 
which  I  was  led  to  believe  success  was  certain. 
Madame  Colonna  is  at  home  ;"  and  the  Mar- 
quess bowed  Mr.  Rigby  out  of  the  room. 


CHAPTER    VI 

The  departure  of  Sidonia  from  Coningsby  Cas- 
tle,  in  the  autumn,   determined    the    Princess 
Lucretia  on  a  step  which  had   for  some  time 
before  his  arrival  occupied  her  brooding  imagina- 
tion.    Nature  had  bestowed  on   this   lady  an 
ambitious  soui  and  a  subtle  spirit ;  she  could 
dare  much  and  could  execute  finely.    Above  all 
things  she  coveted  power  ;  and  though  not  free 
from  the  characteristic  susceptibility  of  her  sex,    j 
the  qualities  that  could  engage  her  passions  or. 
fascinate   her  fancy  must    partake   of  that  in-' 
tellectual    eminence    which    distinguished    her. 
Though  the  Princess  Lucretia  in  a  short  space 
of  time  had  seen  much  of  the  world,  she  had 
as  yet  encountered  no  hero,      lii  the  admlreta 
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whom  her  rank,  and  sometimes  her  iolelUgence, 
assembled  around  her,  her  master  had  not  yet 
appeared.  Her  heart  had  not  irembied  before 
any  of  those  brilliant  forms  whom  she  was  told 
her  sex  admired ;  nor  did  she  envy  any  one  the 
homage  which  she  did  not  appreciate.  There 
was,  therefore,  no  disturbing  element  in  the 
worldly  calculations  which  she  applied  to  that 
question  which  is,  to  woman,  what  a  career  is 
to  man,  the  question  of  marriage.  She  would 
marry  to  gain  power,  and  therefore  she  wished 
to  marry  the  powerful.  Lord  Eskdale  hovered 
around  her.  and  she  liked  him.  She  admired 
his  incomparable  shrewdness ;  his  freedom  from 
ordinary  prejudices;  his  selfishness  which  was 
always  good-natured,  and  the  imperturbability 
that  was  not  callous.  But  Lord  Eskdale  had 
hovered  round  many;  it  was  his  easy  habit. 
He  liked  clever  women,  young,  but  who  had 
seen  something  of  the  world.  The  Princess 
Lucretia  pleased  him  much ;  with  the  form  and 
mind  of  a  woman  even  in  the  nursery.  He  had 
watched  her  development  with,  interest ;  and 
had  witnessed  her  launched  in  that  world  where 
she  floated  at  once  with  as  much  dignity  and 
consciousness  of  superior  power,  as  if  she  had 
braved  for  seasons  its  waves  and  its  tempests. 

Musing  over  Lord  Eskdale,  the  mind  of 
Lucretia  was  drawn  to  the  image  of  his  friend ; 
her  friend ;  the  friend  of  her  parents.  And  why 
not  marry  Lord  Monmouth?  The  idea  pleased 
her.  There  was  something  great  in  the  con- 
ception ;  difficult  and  strange.  The  result,  if 
achieved,  would  give  her  all  that  she  desired. 
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She  devoted  her  mind  to  this  secret  ihought. 
She  had  no  confidants.  She  concentrated  her 
intellect  on  one  point,  and  that  was  to  fascinate 
the  grandfather  of  ConJngsby,  while  her  step- 
mother was  plotting  that  she  should  marry  his 
grandson.  The  volition  of  Lucretia  Colonna 
was,  if  not  supreme,  of  a  power  most  difficult 
to  resist.  There  was  something  charralikc  and 
alluring  in  the  conversation  of  one  who  was 
silent  to  all  others;  something  in  the  tonet 
of  her  low  rich  voice  which  acted  singularly 
on  the  nervous  system.  It  was  Ihe  voice  of 
the  serpent;  indeed,  there  was  an  undulating 
movement  in  Lucretia,  when  she  approached 
you,  which  irresistibly  reminded  you  of  that 
mysterious  animal. 

Lord  Monmouth  was  not  insensible  to  the 
spell,  though  totally  unconscious  of  its  purpose. 
He  found  the  society  of  Lucretia  very  agreeable 
to  him ;  she  was  animated,  intelligent,  original  . 
her  inquiries  were  stimulating  ;  her  comment 
on  what  she  saw,  and  heard,  and  read,  racy  aac 
often  indicating  a  fine  humour.  But  all  ste 
was  reserved  for  his  ear.  Before  her  patenL« 
before  all  others,  Lucretia  was  silent,  a  Infc- 
scornful,  never  communicating,  neither  gn^ 
nor  seeking  amusement,  shut  up  in  hefaf£. 

Lord  Monmouth  fell  therefore  into  l^;aHK 
of  riding  and  driving  with  Lucretia  «io^  t 
was  an  arrangement  which  he  fouitd  ^i^ac 
life  more  pleasant.  Nor  was  it  dispi^^v  sl 
Madame  Colonna.  She  looked  tat^  -^ 
Monmouth's  fancy  for  Lucretia  k  _  asi  ^ 
for  them  all.     Even  the  Prince,  trae-  =:  ^ic 
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called  his  attention  to  the  circumstance,  ob- 
served it  with  satisfaction.  It  was  a  circumstance 
which  represented  in  his  mind  a  continuance  of 
good  eating  and  good  drinking,  fine  horses, 
luxurious  baths,  unceasing  billiards. 

In  this  state  of  affairs  appeared  Sidonia, 
known  before  to  her  step-mother,  but  seen  by 
Lucretia  for  the  first  time.  Truly,  he  came, 
saw,  and  conquered.  Those  eyes  that  rarely  met 
another's  were  fixed  upon  his  searching  yet 
unimpassioned  glance.  She  listened  to  that 
voice,  full  of  music  yet  void  of  tenderness; 
and  the  spirit  of  Lucretia  Colonna  bowed  be- 
fore an  intelligence  that  commanded  sympathy, 
yet  offered  none. 

Lucretia  naturally  possessed  great  qualities 
as  welt  as  great  talents.  Under  a  genial  in- 
fluence, her  education  might  have  formed  a 
being  capable  of  imparting  and  receiving  happi- 
ness. But  she  found  herself  without  a  guide. 
Her  father  offered  her  no  love  ;  her  step-mother 
gained  from  her  no  respect.  Her  literary  educa- 
tion was  the  result  of  her  own  strong  mind  and 
inquisitive  spirit.  She  valued  knowledge,  and 
she  therefore  acquired  it  But  oot  a  single 
moral  principle  or  a  single  religious  truth  had 
ever  been  instilled  into  her  being.  Frequent 
absence  from  her  own  country  had  by  degrees 
broken  off  even  an  habitual  observance  of  the 
forms  of  her  creed  ;  while  a  life  of  undisturbed 
indulgence,  void  of  all  anxiety  and  care,  while 
it  preserved  her  from  many  of  the  temptations 
to  vice,  deprived  her  of  that  wisdom  "more 
precious    than    rubies,"   which   adversity   and 


I    rubies,     wiiich   adversity   and  i 
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affliction,  the  struggles  and  sorrows  of  existence 
can  alone  impart. 

Lucretia  had  passed  her  life  in  a  refined,  but 
rather  dissolute,  society.  Not  indeed  that  a  word 
that  could  call  forth  a  maiden  blush,  conduct 
that  could  pain  the  purest  feelings,  could  be 
heard  or  witnessed  in  those  polished  and 
luxurious  circles.  The  most  exquisite  taste  per- 
vaded their  atmosphere;  and  the  uninitiated 
mho  found  themselves  in  those  perfumed  cham- 
bers and  those  golden  saloons,  might  believe, 
from  all  that  passed  before  them,  that  their 
inhabitants  were  as  pure,  as  orderly,  and  as 
irreproachable  as  their  furniture.  But  among 
the  habitual  dwellers  in  these  delicate  halls 
there  was  a  tacit  understanding,  a  prevalent 
doctrine  that  required  no  formal  exposition,  no 
proofs  and  illustrations,  no  comment  and  no 
gioss;  which  was  indeed  rather  a  traditional 
conviction  than  an  imparted  dogma;  that  the 
exoteric  public  were,  on  many  subjects,  the 
victims  of  very  vulgar  prejudices,  which  these 
enlightened  personages  wished  neither  to  dis- 
turb nor  to  adopt. 

A  being  of  such  a  temper,  bred  in  such  a 
manner;  a  woman  full  of  intellect  and  ambition, 
daring  and  lawless,  and  satiated  with  prosperity, 
is  not  made  for  equable  fortunes  and  an  uniform 
existence.  She  would  have  sacrificed  the  world 
for  Sidonia,  for  he  had  touched  the  fervent 
imagination  that  none  before  could  approach ; 
but  that  inscrutable  man  would  not  read  the 
secret  of  her  heart ;  and  prompted  alike  by  pique, 
the  love  of  power,  and  a  weariness  of  her  present 
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life,  Lucretia  resolved  oa  that  great  result  which 
Mr.  Rigby  is  now  about  to  communicste  to  the 
Princess  Colonoa. 

About  half  an  hour  after  Mr.  Rigby  had 
entered  that  lady's  apartments  it  seemed  that  all 
the  bells  of  Monmouth  House  were  ringing  at 
the  same  lime.  The  sound  even  reached  the 
Marquess  in  his  luxurious  recess;  who 
mediately  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  ordered 
his  valet  to  lock  the  door  of  the  ante-chamber. 
The  Princess  Lucretia,  too,  heard  the  sounds; 
she  was  lying  on  the  sofa,  in  her  boudoir,  read- 
ing the  Inferno,  and  immediaiely  mustered  htt 
garrison  in  the  form  of  a  French  maid,  and 
gave  directions  that  no  one  should  be  admitted. 
Both  the  Marquess  and  his  intended  bride  felt 
that  a  crisis  was  at  hand,  and  resolved  ta' 
participate  in  no  scenes. 

The  ringing  ceased  ;  there  was  again  silence- 
Then  there  was  another  ring  ;  a  short,  hasty, 
and  violent  pull;  followed  by  some  slamtning  of 
doors.  The  servants,  who  were  all  on  the  alei^ 
and  had  advantages  of  hearing  and  observatioit. 
denied  to  their  secluded  master,  caught  a  gliinp3^ 
of  Mr.  Rigby  endeavouring  gently  to  draw  ba(£ 
into  her  apartments  Madame  Colonna,  fudoni 
amid  his  deprecatory  exclamations. 

"For  heaven's  sake,  my  dear  Madame;  for 
yiiur  own  sake ;  now  really ;  now  I  assure  you 
you  arc  quite  wrong ;  you  ate  indeed ;  it  i: 
a  complete  misapprehension ;  I  will  explaiD 
everything.  1  entreat,  1  implore,  whatever  — -* 
like,  just  whAt  you  please ;  only  listen." 

Then  Ih*  Udy,  with  a  mantling  vi»ge  anj 


The  New  Generation  403 
J  eye,  violently  closing  the  door,  was 
_iIo  lost  to  their  sight.  A  few  minutes  after 
there  was  a  moderate  ring,  and  Mr.  Rigby, 
coming  out  of  the  apartments,  with  his  cravat  a 
little  out  of  order,  as  if  he  had  had  a  violent 
shaking,  met  the  servant  who  would  have 
eatered. 

"Order  Madame  Colonna's  travelling  car- 
riage,"he  exclaimed  in  a  loud  voice,  "and  send 
Mademoiselle  Conrad  here  directly.  I  don't 
think  the  fellow  hears  me,"  added  Mr,  Rigby, 
and  following  the  servant,  he  added  in  a  low 
tone  and  with  2  significant  glance,  "  No  tra- 
velling carriage ;  no  Mademoiselle  Conrad  ; 
order  the  britska  round  as  usual." 

Nearly  another  hour  passed ;  there  was 
another  ring ;  very  moderate  indeed.  The  ser- 
vant was  informed  that  Madame  Colonna  was 
coming  down,  and  she  appeared  as  usual.  In 
a  beautiful  morning  dress,  and  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  Mr.  Rigby,  she  descended  the  stairs, 
and  was  handed  into  her  carriage  by  that 
gentleman,  who,  seating  himself  by  her  side, 
ordered  them  to  drive  to  Richmond. 

Lord  Monmouth  having  been  informed  that 
all  was  calm,  and  that  Madame  Colonna, 
attended  by  Mr.  Rigby,  had  gone  to  Richmond, 
ordered  his  carriage,  and  accompanied  by 
Lucretia  and  Lucian  Gay,  departed  imme- 
diately for  Blackwall,  where,  in  whitebait,  a 
quiet  bottle  of  claret,  the  society  of  his  agree- 
able friends,  and  the  contemplation  of  the  passing 
steamers,  he  found  a  mild  distraction  and  an 
amusing  repose. 
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Mr.  Rigby  reported  that  evening  to  the  Mar- 
quess on  his  return,  that  all  was  arranged  and 
tranquil.  Perhaps  he  exaggerated  the  difii- 
culties,  to  increase  the  service ;  but  according 
to  his  account  they  were  considerable.  It  re-' 
quired  some  time  to  make  Madame  Colonnft- 
comprehend  the  nature  of  his  communicatioiL 
AU  Rigby's  diplomatic  skill  was  expended  in 
the  gradual  development.  When  it  was  once  ' 
fairly  put  before  her,  the  effect  was  appalling. 
Thai  was  the  first  great  ringing  of  bells.  Rigby  , 
softened  a  little  what  he  had  personally  endured; 
but  he  confessed  she  sprang  at  him  like  a  tigress' 
balked  of  her  prey,  and  poured  forth  on  him  V 
volume  of  epithets,  many  of  which  Rigby  really- 
deserved.  But  after  all,  in  the  present  instance, 
he  was  not  treacherous,  only  base,  which  hft 
always  was.  Then  she  fell  into  a  passion  of- 
tears,  and  vowed  frequently  that  she  was  not' 
weeping  for  herself,  but  only  for  that  dear' 
Mr.  Coningsby,  who  had  been  treated  ao  in- 
famously and  robbed  of  Lucretia,  and  whose 
heart  she  knew  must  break.  It  seemed  that. 
Rigby  stemmed  the  first  violence  of  he*; 
emotion  by  mysterious  intimations  of  an  im- 
portant communication  that  he  had  to  makep 
and  piquing  her  curiosity,  he  calmed  her  pasM 
sion.  But  really  having  nothing  to  say,  he  waS 
nearly  invoived  in  fresh  dangers.  He  took! 
refuge  in  the  affectation  of  great  agitation  whicU 
prevented  exposition.  The  lady  then  insiste4 
on  her  travelling  carriage  being  ordered  and 
packed,  as  she  was  determined  Co  set  out  fol 
Rome  that  afternoon.     This  little  occurrencfl 
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gave  fi^by  some  few  minutes  to  collect  him- 
self, at  the  end  of  which  he  made  the  Princess 
several  announcements  of  intended  arrange- 
ments, all  of  which  pleased  her  mightily,  though 
they  were  so  inconsistent  with  each  other,  that 
if  she  had  not  been  a  woman  in  a  passion,  she 
must  have  detected  that  Rigby  was  lying.  He 
assured  her  almost  in  the  same  breath,  that  she 
was  never  to  be  separated  from  them,  and  that 
she  was  to  have  any  establishment  in  any 
country  she  liked.  He  talked  wildly  of  equip- 
ages, diamonds,  shawls,  opera-boxes  ;  and  while 
her  mind  was  bewildered  with  these  dazzling 
objects,  he,  with  intrepid  gravity,  consulted  her 
as  to  the  exact  amount  she  would  like  to  have 
apportioned,  independent  of  her  general  re- 
venue, for  the  purposes  of  charity. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours,  exhausted  by  her 
rage  and  soothed    by  these  visions,    Madame 
Colonna,  having  grown  calm  and    reasonable, 
sighed  and  murmured  a  complaint,  that  Lord 
Monmouth  ought  to  have  communicated  this 
important   intelligence  in  person.      Upon  this 
Rigby  instantly  assured  her  that    Lord  Mon-     | 
mouth  had  been  for  some  time  waiting  to  do 
so,  but  in  consequence  of  her  lengthened  inter-    ; 
view  with  Rigby,  his  Lordship  had  departed  for    , 
Richmond  with  Lucretia,  where  he  hoped  thaf 
Madame  Coionna  and  Mr.    Rigby  would   join    | 
him.     So  it  ended,  with  a  morning  drive  and    ■ 
suburban  dinner;    Rigby,    after    what    he   hafl   ' 
gone  through,  finding  no  difficulty  m  account  ■ 
ing  for  the  other  guests  not    being  pieaetft,  and 
bringing  home  Madame  Colonna  in  toe  «s«;v\vivd^ 
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at  times  almost  as  gay  and  good-tempered  as 
usual,  and  almost  oblivious  of  her  dis^point- 
ment. 

When  the  Marquess  met  Madame  Colonna 
he  embraced  her  with  great  courtliness,  and 
from  that  time  consulted  her  on  every  arrange- 
ment. He  took  a  very  early  occasion  of  pre- 
senting her  with  a  diamond  necklace  of  great 
value.  The  Marquess  was  fond  of  making  pre- 
sents to  persons  to  whom  he  thought  he  had 
not  behaved  very  well,  and  who  yet  spared  hira 
scenes. 

The  maniage  speedily  followed,  by  special 
license,  at  the  villa  of  the  Right  Hon.  Nicholas 
Rigby,  who  gave  away  the  bride.  The  wedding 
was  very  select,  but  brilliant  as  the  diamond 
necklace :  a  royal  Duke  and  Duchess,  Lady 
St.  Julians,  and  a  few  others.  Mr,  Ormsby  pre- 
sented the  bride  with  a  bouquet  of  precious 
stones,  and  Lord  Eskdale  with  a  Frentii  fan  in 
a  diamond  frame.  It  was  a  fine  day ;  Lord 
Monmouth,  calm  as  if  he  were  winning  the 
St.  Leger ;  Lucretia,  universally  recognised  as  a 
beauty ;  all  the  guests  gay,  the  Princess  Colonna 
especially. 

The  travelling  carriage  is  at  the  door  which 
is  to  bear  away  the  happy  pair.  Madame 
Colonna  embraces  Lucretia ;  the  Marquess  gives 
a  grand  bow ;  they  are  gone.  The  guests  re- 
main awhile.  A  Prince  of  the  blood  will 
propose  a  toast ;  there  is  another  glass  of 
champagne  quaffed,  another  ortolan  devoured; 
and  then  they  rise  and  disperse.  Madame 
Colonna  leaves  with  Lad-j  St..  Julians,  whose 
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guest  for  a  while  she  is  to  become.  And  in  a 
few  minutes  their  host  is  alone. 

Mr.  Eigby  retired  into  his  library;  the  repose 
of  the  chamber  must  have  been  grateful  to  his 
feelings  after  all  this  distraction.  It  was  spacious, 
well-stored,  classically  adorned,  and  opened  on 
a  beautiful  lawn.  K.igby  threw  himself  into  an 
ample  chair,  crossed  his  legs,  and  resting  his 
head  on  his  arm,  apparently  fell  into  deep  con- 
templation. 

He  had  some  cause  for  reflection,  and  though 
we  did  once  venture  to  affirm  that  Rigby  never 
either  thought  or  felt,  this  perhaps  may  be  the 
exception  that  proves  the  rule. 

He  could  scarcely  refrain  from  pondering 
over  the  strange  event  which  he  had  witnessed, 
and  at  which  he  had  assisted. 

It  was  an  incident  that  might  exercise  con- 
siderable influence  over  his  fortunes.  His  patron 
married,  and  married  to  one  who  certainly  did 
not  offer  to  Mr.  Rigby  such  a  prospect  of  easy 
management  as  her  step-mother!  Here  were 
new  influences  arising ;  new  characters,  new 
situations,  new  contingencies,  Was  he  think- 
ing of  all  this?  He  suddenly  jumps  up,  hurries 
to  a  shelf  and  takes  down  a  volume.  It  is  his 
interleaved  peerage,  of  which  for  twenty  years 
he  had  been  threatening  an  edition.  Turning 
to  the  Marquisate  of  Monmouth,  he  took  up  his 
pen  and  thus  made  the  necessary  entry : 

"Married,  second  time,  August  ^rd,  1837, 
7S<  Princess  Lucniia  Colonna,  daughter  of 
Prince  Paul  Colonna,  Bom  at  Rome,  February 
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That  was  what  Mr,   Rigby  called  "at 
fact."     There  was   not   a   peerage-compiler  in 
England  who  had  that  date  save  himself. 

Before  we  close  this  slight  narrative  of  the 
domeslic  incidents  that  occurred  in  the  family 
of  his  grandfather  since  Coningsby  quitted  the 
Castle,  we  niust  not  forget  to  mention  what 
happened  to  Villebecque  and  Flora,  Lord 
Monmouth  took  a  great  liking  to  the  manager. 
He  found  him  very  clever  in  many  things 
independently  of  his  profession  ;  he  was  useful 
to  Lord  Monmouth,  and  did  his  work  in  an 
agreeable  manner.  And  the  future  Lady  Mon- 
mouth was  accustomed  to  Flora,  and  found  her 
useful  too,  and  did  not  like  to  lose  her.  And 
so  the  Marquess,  turning  all  the  circu instances 
in  his  mind,  and  being  convinced  that  Ville- 
becque could  never  succeed  to  any  extent  in 
England  in  his  profession,  and  probably  nowhere 
else,  appointed  him,  to  Villebecque'a  infinite 
satisfaction,  intendant  of  his  household,  with  a 
considerable  salary,  while  Flora  stil!  lived  with 
her  kind  step- father. 


CHAPTER   VII 

Another  year  elapsed;  not  so  fruitful  ii 
cidents  to  Coningsby  as  the  preceding  ones, 
and  yet  not  unprofitably  passed.  It  had  been 
spent  in  the  almost  unremitting  cultivation  of 
his  intelligence.  He  had  read  deeply  and  ex- 
tensively,  digested  his  acquisitions,   and  had, 


The  New  Generation      409 

practised  himself  ■□  surveying  them,  free  from 
those  conventional  conclusions  and  those  tradi- 
tionary inferences  that  surrounded  him.  Al- 
though he  had  renounced  his  once  cherished 
purpose  of  trying  for  University  honours,  an 
aim  which  he  found  discordant  with  the  investi- 
gations on  which  his  mind  was  bent,  he  had 
rarely  quitted  Cambridge,  The  society  of  his 
friends,  the  great  convenience  of  public  hbraries, 
and  the  general  tone  of  studious  life  around, 
rendered  an  University  for  him  a  genial 
residence.  There  is  a  moment  in  life,  when 
the  pride  and  thirst  of  knowledge  seem  to 
absorb  our  being,  and  so  it  happened  now  to 
Coningsby,  who  felt  each  day  stronger  in  his 
intellectual  resources,  and  each  day  more 
anxious  and  avid  to  increase  them.  The  habits 
of  public  discussion  fostered  by  the  Debating 
Society  were  also  for  Coningsby  no  inconsider- 
able tie  to  the  University.  This  was  the  arena  in 
which  he  feit  himself  at  home.  The  promise 
of  his  Eton  days  was  here  fulfilled.  And  while 
his  friends  listened  to  his  sustained  argument  or 
his  impassioned  declamation,  the  prompt  reply 
or  tlie  apt  retort,  they  looked  forward  with  pride 
through  the  vista  of  years  to  the  time  when  the 
hero  of  the  youthful  Club  should  convince  or 
dazzle  in  the  senate.  It  is  probable  then  that 
he  would  have  remained  at  Cambridge  with 
slight  intervals  until  he  had  taken  his  degree, 
had  not  circumstances  occurred  which  gave  al- 
together a  new  turn  to  his  thoughts. 

When  Lord  Monmouth  had  fixed  his  wedding- 
day  he  had  written   himself  to  Coningsby  to 
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announce  his  intended  marriage,  and  to  request 
his  grandson's  presence  at  the  ceremonj'.  The 
letter  was  more  than  kind ;  it  was  warm  and 
generous.  He  assured  his  grandson  that  this 
alhance  should  make  no  diSerence  in  the  very 
ample  provision  which  he  had  long  intended  ioc- 
him ;  that  he  should  ever  esteem  Coningsby  bii. 
nearest  relative;  and  that,  while  his  death  would' 
bring  to  Coningsby  as  considerable  an  inde-t 
pendence  as  an  English  gentleman  need  desire, 
so  in  his  lifetime  Coningsby  should  ever  be  sup- 
ported as  became  his  birth,  breeding,  and  fiiture 
prospects.  Lord  Monmouth  had  mentioned  CO' 
Lucretia,  that  he  was  about  to  invite  his  grand- 
son to  their  wedding,  and  the  lady  had  received' 
the  intimation  with  satisfaction.  It  so  happenedl 
that  a  few  hours  after,  Lucretia,  who  now', 
entered  the  private  rooms  of  Lord  Monmouttii 
without  previously  announcing  her  arrival,  meK 
Vitlebecque  with  the  letter  to  Coningsby  in  hin 
hand.  Lucretia  took  it  away  from  him,  and' 
said  it  should  be  posted  with  her  own  letters. 
It  never  reached  its  destination.  Our  friend 
learnt  the  marriage  from  the  newspapers,  which' 
somewhat  astounded  him ;  but  Coningsby  was 
fond  of  his  grandfather,  and  he  wrote  Lord( 
Monmouth  a  letter  of  congratulation,  full  of 
feeling  and  ingenuousness,  and  which,  while  it' 
much  pleased  the  person  to  whom  it  was' 
addressed,  unintentionally  convinced  him  that^, 
Coningsby  had  never  received  his  original 
communication.  Lord  Monmouth  spoke  to' 
Villebecque,  who  could  throw  sufficient  light 
upon  the  subject,  but  it  was  never  mentioned  trf 
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Lady  Monmouth.  The  Marquess  was  a  man 
who  always  found  out  everything,  and  enjoyed 
the  secret. 

Rather  more  than  a  year  after  the  marriage, 
when  Coningsby  had  completed  his  twenty-first 
year,  the  year  which  he  had  passed  so  quietly 
at  Cambridge,  he  received  a  letter  from  his 
grandfather,  informing  him  that  after  a  variety 
of  movements  Lady  Monmouth  and  himself 
were  established  in  Paris  for  the  season,  and 
desiring  that  he  would  not  fail  to  come  over  as 
soon  as  practicable,  and  pay  them  as  long  a 
visit  as  the  regulations  of  the  University  would 
permit.  So,  at  the  close  of  the  December 
term,  Coningsby  quitted  Cambridge  for  Paris. 

Passing  through  London,  he  made  his  first 
visit  to  his  banker  at  Charing  Cross,  on  whom 
he  had  periodically  drawu  since  he  commenced 
his  college  life.  He  was  in  the  outer  counting- 
house,  making  some  inquiries  about  a  letter  of 
credit,  when  one  of  the  partners  came  out  from 
an  inner  room,  and  invited  him  to  enter.  This 
firm  had  been  for  generations  the  bankers  of 
the  Coningsby  family ;  and  it  appeared  that 
there  was  a  sealed  box  in  their  possession,  which 
had  belonged  to  the  father  of  Coningsby,  and 
they  wished  to  take  this  opportunity  of  deliver- 
ing it  to  his  son.  This  communication  deeply 
interested  him  ;  and  as  he  was  alone  in  London, 
at  an  hotel,  and  on  the  wing  for  a  foreign 
country,  he  requested  permission  at  once  to 
examine  it,  in  order  that  he  might  again  deposit 
it  with  them :  so  he  was  shown  into  a  private 
WOm  for  that  purpose.    The  seal  was  broteen  ; 
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the  box  was  full  of  papers,  chiefly  correspond- 
ence ;  among  them  was  a  packet  described  s* 
letters  from  "my  dear  Helen,"  the  mother  of 
Coningsby.  lo  the  interior  of  this  packet 
there  was  a  miniature  of  that  mother.  He 
looked  at  it :  put  it  down ;  looked  at  it  igaia 
and  again.  He  could  not  be  mistaken.  There 
was  the  same  blue  fillet  in  the  bright  hair.  It 
was  an  exact  copy  of  that  portrait  which  had  so 
greatly  excited  his  attention  when  at  Millbank! 
This  was  a  mysterious  and  singularly  perplexing 
incident.  It  greatly  agitated  him.  He  WM 
alone  in  the  room  when  he  made  the  discoveiy. 
When  he  had  recovered  himself,  he  se^ed  vp 
the  contents  of  the  box,  with  the  exception  of 
his  mother's  letters  and  the  miniature,  which  hft 
took  away  with  him,  and  then  le-delivercd  it  tO 
his  banker  for  custody  until  his  return, 

Coningsby  found  Lord  and  Lady  Monmou^ 
in  a  splendid  hotel  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Hodi^ 
□ear  the  English  Embassy.  His  grandfathei 
looked  at  him  with  marked  attention,  and 
received  him  with  evident  satisfaction.  Indeed) 
Lord  Monmouth  was  greatly  pleased  thlt 
Harry  had  come  to  Paris  ;  it  was  the  Univeisity 
of  the  World,  where  everybody  should  graduate 
Paris  and  London  ought  to  be  the  great  object! 
of  all  travellers  ;  the  rest  was  mere  landscape. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  between  Lucredi 
and  Coningsby  there  existed  from  the  first  I 
certain  antipathy ;  and  though  circumstancej 
for  a  short  time  had  apparently  removed  M 
modified  the  aversion,  the  manner  of  the  lad; 
when  Coningsby  was  ushered  into  her  boi 
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resplendent   with   all  that   Parisian  taste  and 
luxury  could  devise,  was  characterised  by  that 
frigid  politeness  which  had  preceded  the  days 
of    their    more    genial    acquaintance.     If  the 
manner  of  Lucretia  were  the  same  as  before  her 
marriage,  a  considerable  change  might  however 
be  observed  in  her  appearance.     Her  fine  form      1 
had  become  more  developed ;  while  her  dress,      J 
that   she   once    neglected,    was   elaborate   and      I 
gorgeous,  and  of  the  last  mode.     Lucretia  was      | 
the   fashion    at    Paris ;    a    great    lady,   greatly      U 
admired.     A  guest  under  such  a  roof,  however,      j 
Coningsby  was  at  once  launched  into  the  most     .' 
brilliant  circles  of  Parisian  society,  which    he      I 
found  fascinating.  \ 

The  art  of  society  is,  without  doubt,  perfectly      I 
comprehended  and  completely  practised  in  the     ' 
bright  metropolis  of  France.     An  Englishman 
cannot  enter  a  saloon  without  instantly  feeling 
he  is  among  a  race  more  social  than  his  com-     I 
patriots.     What,  for  example,  is  more  consum- 
mate than  the  manner  in  which  a  French  lady     \ 
receives  her  guests  !    She  unites  graceful  repose 
and  unaffected  dignity,  with  the  most  amiable 
regard  for  others.     She  sees   every  one;    she     | 
speaks   to   every  one;  she    sees    them   at  the     1 
right  moment ;    she    says   the    right  thing ;    it     ■ 
is  utterly  impossible  to  detect  any  difference    \ 
in  the   position    of    her    guests    by   Che   spirit    , 
in    which    she    welcomes     them.      There    is, 
indeed,   throughout    every    circle    of    Parisian    . 
society,  from  the  chAUau  to  the  cabaret,  a  smcere 
■      ■■  and    this    without   — 
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Parisians  can  draw  the  line  between  factitious 
notoriety  and  honest  fame ;  or  sooner  distinguish 
between    the    counterfeit     celebrity    and    the 
standard  repnitatiDn.    In  £ngb.nd,  we  too  oftea 
alteroale    between   a    supercilious    neglect    of 
genius  and  a  rhapsodical   pursuit   of  quae' 
In  England,  when  a  new  character  appears 
our  circles,  the  first  question  always  is  "  Who 
he?"    In  France  it  is.  "What  is  he?"   In&ig- 
land,  "  How  much  a-year  ? "    In  France,  "  What 
has  he  done  ?  " 


1 


CHAPTER    VIII 


About  a  week  after  Coningsby's  arrival  in  Paris, 
as  he  was  sauntering  on  the  soft  and  sunny 
Boulevards,  soft  and  sunny  though  Christmas, 
he  met  Sidonia. 

"  So  you  are  here  ?  "  said  Sidonia.  "  Turn 
now  with  me,  for  I  see  you  are  only  lounging 
and  tell  me  when  you  came,  where  you  are,  and 
what  you  have  done  since  we  parted-  I  haw 
been  here  myself  hut  a  few  days." 

There  was  much  to  tell.  And  when  Coningsby 
had  rapidly  related  all  that  had  passed,  ibef 
talked  of  Paris.  Sidonia  had  offered  him 
hospitality,  until  he  learned  that  Lord  Mon- 
mouth was  in  Paris,  and  that  Coningsby  was 
his  guest. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  cannot  come  to  me,"  be 
remarked ;  "  I  would  have  shown  you  every- 
body and  everything.   But  we  shall  meet  often," 
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"I  have  already  seen  many  retnatkAaieUMnn*'" 
said  Coningsby;  "and  met  many  vel>;iju(iwd |(«i 
sons.  Nothing  strikes  me  mwe  iii  tiiK  tmOttviti 
city  than  the  tone  of  its  society,  sa  niuci.  n^^ 
than  our  own.  What  an  abseoce  'jf  [j-.-rj  mi 
sonalities  !  How  much  converaation,  awe  bw^ 
little  gossip!  Vet  nowhere  is  there  lew  g^vC^aulty 
Here  all  women  are  as  agreeable  »  it  fbt 
remarkable  privilege  in  London  ol  mjcut  blif- 
dozen.  Men  too,  and  great  men,  devclof*  ttMar  J 
minds.  A  great  man  in  England,  on  ih*  cwd- 
trary,  is  generally  the  dullest  dog  in  c>^id|«»)i. 
And  yet,  how  piteous  to  think  that  so  Uif  » 
civilisation  should  be  in  such  imminent  peril  < " 

"  Yes  !  that  is  a  common  opinion  ;  and  yet  1 
am  somewhat  sceptical   of  its  troth,"  lepluKi 
Sidonia.     "I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  thr 
social  system  of  England  is  in  infinitely  gieohr 
danger  than  that  of  France.     We  must  itoi  If- 
misled  by  the  agitated  surface  of  this  cuwoU: 
The  foundations  of  its  order  are  de«p  ano  »mi- 
Learn    to    understand    France.       Franc---    ■ 
Kingdom  with  a  Republic  for  its  capii;^ 
has  been  always  so,  for  centuries       1  r    ■ 
days  of  the  League  to  the  days  of  i^  . 
to  the  days  of  1830,     It  is  stili  I  :. 
changed;  and  only  more  natiooai.  1  ■ 
Frank  and  more  Gallic  ;  as  England  iut^  »£..*.> 
less  Norman  and  more  Saxon." 

"And  it  is  your  opinion,  then,  tm^^-at*^ 
sent  King  may  maintain  himself? ' 

"Every  movement  in  this  cou&i 
apparently  discordant,  seems  u  .--. 
inevitable  end.    He  would  not  1ft  w.     . 
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if  the  nature  of  things  had  not  demanded  his 
presence.  The  Kingdom  of  France  required 
a  Monarch ;  the  Republic  of  Paris  required  a 
Dictator.  He  comprised  in  his  person  botln 
qualifications;  lineage  and  intellect;  blood  fof 
the  provinces,  brains  for  the  city." 

"  What  a  position !  what  an  individual 
exclaimed  Coningsby,  "Tell  me,"  he  added,) 
eagerly,  "what  is  he?  This  Prince  of  whomi 
one  hears  in  all  countries  at  al!  hours ;  on  whose) 
existence  we  are  told  the  tranquillity,  almost  the- 
civilisation,  of  Europe  depends,  yet  of  whomi 
we  receive  accounts  so  conflicting,  so  contra^ 
dictory ;  telt  me,  you  who  can  tell  me,  tell  vaei 
what  he  is." 

Sidonia  smiled  at  his  earnestness.  "I  havw 
a  creed  of  mine  own,"  he  remarked,  "  that  th<^ 
great  characters  of  antiquity  are  at  rare  epochs 
reproduced  for  our  wonder,  or  our  guidancai 
Nature,  wearied  with  mediocrity,  pours  the  warmi 
metal  into  an  heroic  mould.  When  circumi 
stances  at  length  placed  me  in  the  presence  o§ 
the  King  of  France,  I  recognised — Ulysses!"' 

"But  is  there  no  danger,"  resumed  Coningsby^ 
after  the  pause  of  a  few  moments,  "that  tbd" 
Republic  of  Paris  may  absorb  the  Kingdom  of 
France  i* " 

"I  suspect  the  reverse,"  replied  Sidoniai 
"  The  tendency  of  advanced  civilisation  is 
truth  to  pure  Monarchy.  Monarchy  is  indeoi 
a  government  which  requires  a  high  degree  d 
civilisation  for  its  full  development.  It  need) 
the  support  of  free  laws  and  manners,  and  d 

widely-diffused   intelligence.     Political   1 
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promises   are   not   to    be    tolerated   except   at 


periods  of  rude  transition.     An  educated  nation 

recoils  from  the  imperfect  vicariate  of  what  is 

called  a  representative  government.  Your  House 

I  of  Commons,  that  has  absorbed  al!  other  powers 

in  the  State,  will  in  all  probability  fall  more 

I  rapidly  than  it  rose.   Public  opinion  has  a  more 

I  direct,  a  more  comprehensive,  a  more  efficient 

,  organ  for  its  utterance,  than  a  body  of  men 

'  sectionally  chosen.     The    Printing-press   is   a 

1  political  element  unknown  to  classic  or  feudal 

I  times.     It  absorbs  in  a  great  degree  the  duties 

[  of  the  Sovereign,  the  Priest,  the  Parliament ;  it 

controls,  it  educates,  it  discusses.     That  public 

opinion,  when  it  acts,  would  appear  in  the  form 

I  of  one  who  has  no  class  interests,  1  In  an  en- 

I  lightened  age  the  Monarch  on  the  throne,  free 

from   the  vulgar  prejudices   and   the  corrupt 

I  interests  of  the  subject,  becomes  again  divine ! "  ■■ 

At  this  moment  they  reached  that  part  of  the  ' 

I  Boulevards  which  leads  into  the  Place  of  the 

Madeleine,  whither   Sidonia  was  bound  j   and 

I  Coningsby  was  about  to  quit  his  companion, 

I  when  Sidonia  said : 

I        "I  am  only  going  a  step  over  to  the  Rue 
I   Tronchet  to  say  a  few  words  to  a  friend  of 

I  mine,  M.  P s.     I  shall  not  detain  you  five 

I   minutes ;  and  you  should   know  him,   for  he 

has  some  capita!  pictures,  and  a  collection  of 

Limoges  ware  that  is  the  despair  of  the  dilettanti." 

So  saying  they  turned  down  by  the  Place 

I  of  the  Madeleine,  and  soon  entered  the  court 

of  the  hotel  of  M.  P s.     That  gentleman 

I  received  them  in  his  gallery.  After  some  gctieral 
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conversation,  Coningsbjr  turned  towards  the 
pictures,  and  left  Sidonia  with  their  host  The 
collection  was  rare,  and  interested  Conii^by, 
though  unacquainted  with  art.  He  sauntered 
on  from  picture  to  picture  until  he  reached  the 
end  of  the  gallery,  where  an  open  door  invited 
him  into  a  suite  of  rooms  also  full  of  pictures. 
and  objects  of  curiosity  and  art.  As  he  was 
entering  a  second  chamber,  he  observed  a  lady 
leaning  back  in  a  cushioned  chair,  and  looking, 
earnestly  on  a  picture.  His  entrance  was  ud-, 
heard  and  unnoticed,  for  the  lady's  back  was 
to  the  door;  yet  Coningsby,  advancing  in  an 
angular  direction,  obtained  nearly  a  complete, 
view  of  her  countenance.  It  was  upraised, 
gazing  on  the  picture  with  an  expression  of 
deUght;  the  bonnet  thrown  back,  while  the 
large  sable  cloak  of  the  gazer  had  fallen  partlf; 
off-  The  countenance  was  more  beautiful  tbaa' 
the  beautiful  picture.  Those  glowing  shades 
of  the  gallery  to  which  love,  and  genius,  an<l| 
devotion  had  lent  their  inspiration,  seemed! 
without  Ufe  and  lustre  by  the  radiant  and  ex-. 
pressive  presence  which  Coningsby  now  beheld. 

The  finely-arched  brow  was  a  little  elevated, 
the  soft  dark  eyes  were  fully  opened,  the  nostrif 
of  the  delicate  nose  slightly  dilated,  the  smallw 
yet  rich,  full  lips  just  parted ;  and  over  tbn^ 
clear,  transparent  visage,  there  played  a  vivi4i 
glance  of  gratified  intelhgence. 

The  lady  rose,  advanced  towards  the  picture, 
looked  at  it  earnestly  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then,  turning  in  a  direction  opposite  to  CoO" 
ingsby,  walked  away.    She  was  somewhat  abovft) 
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the  middle  stature,  and  yet  could  scarcely  be 
called  tall ;  a  quality  so  rare,  that  even  skilful 
dancers  do  not  often  possess  it,  was  hers  ;  that 
elastic  gait  that  is  so  winning,  and  so  often 
denotes  the  gaiety  and  quickness  of  the  spirit. 

The  fair  object  of  his  observation  had  ad- 
vanced into  other  chambers,  and  as  soon  as  it 
was  becoming,  Coningsby  followed  her.  She 
had  joined  a  lady  and  gentleman,  who  were 
examining  an  ancient  carving  in  ivory.  "Xhe 
gentleman  was  middle-aged  and  portly;  the 
elder  lady  tall  and  elegant,  and  with  traces  of 
interesting  beauty.  Coningsby  heard  her  speak ; 
the  words  were  English,  but  the  accent  not  of 
a  native. 

In  the  remotest  part  of  the  room,  Coningsby, 
apparently  engaged  in  examining  some  of  that 
famous  Limoges  ware  of  which  Sidonia  had 
spoken,  watched  with  interest  and  intentness 
the  beautiful  being  whom  he  had  followed,  and 
whom  he  concluded  to  be  the  child  of  her  com- 
panions. After  some  little  time,  they  quitted 
the  apartment  on  their  return  to  the  gallery ; 
Coningsby  remained  behind,  caring  for  none  of 
the  rare  and  fanciful  objects  that  surrounded 
him,  yet  compelled,  from  the  fear  of  seeming 
obtrusive,  for  some  minutes  to  remain.  Then 
he  too  returned  to  the  gallery,  and  just  as  he 
had  gained  its  end,  he  saw  the  portly  gentleman 
in  the  distance  shaking  hands  with  Sidonia,  the 
ladies  apparently  expressing  their  thanks  and 
gratification  to  M.  P s,  and  then  all  vanish- 
ing by  the  door  through  which  Coningsby  had 
originally  entered. 
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"  What  a  beautiful  countrywoman  of  yours  I " 

said  M.  P s,  as  Coningsby  approached  him. 

"  Is  she.  my  countrywoman  ?    I  am  glad  to 
hear  it ;  I  have  bpen  admiring  her,"  he  replied. 

"Yes,"  said.M.  P s,  "it  is  Sir  WalUnger : 

one  of  your  deputies ;  don't  you  know  him  ?  " 
»     "Sir  Wallingerl"    said   Coningsby,  "no,  I 
have  not  that  honour.''    He  look^  at  Sidonia. 
"Sir  Joseph  Wallinger,"  said  Sidonia,  "one 

of  the' new  Whig  baronets,  and  member  for . 

I  know  him.    He  married  a  Spaniard.    That  is 
I  not  his  daughter,  but  his  niece;  the  child  of  his 
.  wife's  sister.  It  is  not  easy  to  find  any  one  more 
beautiful." 


END   OF   BOOK   V 
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Book  VI 

CHAPTER    I 

The  knowledge  that  Sidonia  was  in  Paris 
greatly  agitated  Lady  Monmouth.  She  received 
the  intimation  indeed  from  Coningsby  at  dinner 
with  sufficient  art  to  conceal  her  emotion.  Lord 
Monmouth  himself  was  quite  pleased  at  the  an- 
nouncement. Sidonia  was  his  especial  favourite; 
he  knew  so  much,  had  such  an  excellent  judg- 
meDt,  and  was  so  rich,  He  had  always  some- 
thing to  tell  you,  was  the  best  man  in  theworid 
to  bet  on,  and  never  wanted  anything.  A 
perfect  character  according  to  the  Monmouth 
ethics. 

In  the  evening  of  the  day  that  Coningsby  met 
Sidonia,  Lady  Monmouth  made  a  little  visit  to 

the  charming  Duchess  de  G 1  who  was  "at 

home"  every  other  night  in  her  pretty  hotel, 
with  its  embroidered  white  satin  draperies,  its 
fine  old  cabinets,  and  ancestral  portraits  of 
famous  name,  brave  marshals  and  bright  prin- 
cesses of  the  olden  time,  on  its  walls.  These 
receptions  without  form,  yet  full  of  elegance,  are 
what  English  "  at  homes  "  were  before  the  Con- 
tinental war,  though  now,  by  a  curious  per- 
version of  terms,  the  easy  domestic  title  dis- 
1  ttRguishes  in  England  a  formally-prepared  and 
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elaborately-collected  assembly,  in  which  every- 
thing and  every  person  are  careful  to  be  as  Utile 
"  homely  "  as  possible.  In  France,  on  the  con- 
trary, 'tis  on  these  occasions,  and  in  this  manner, 
that  society  carries  on  that  degree  and  Idnd  oF 
intercotiise  which  in  England  we  attempt  awk- 
wardly to  maintain  by  the  medium  of  that  un- 
popular species  of  visitation  styled  a  morning 
call ;  which  all  complain  that  they  have  either 
10  make  or  to  endure. 

Nowhere  was  this  species  of  reception  more 
happily  conducted  than  at  the  Duchess  de 
G— - — ft.  The  rooms,  though  small,  decorated 
with  taste,  brightly  illumined  ;  a  handsome  and 
gracious  hostess,  the  Duke  the  very  pearl  of 
gentlemen,  and  sons  and  daughters  worthy  of 
such  parents.  Every  moment  some  one  came 
in,  and  some  one  went  away.  In  your  way 
from  a  dinner  to  a  ball,  you  stopped  to  ex- 
change agreeable  on  dits.  It  seemed  that  every 
woman  was  pretty,  everj-  man  a  wit.  Sure  you 
were  to  find  yourself  surrounded  by  celebrities, 
and  men  were  welcomed  there,  if  they  were 
clever,  before  they  were  famous,  which  showed 
it  was  a  house  that  regarded  intellect,  and  did 
not  seek  merely  to  gratify  its  vanity  by  being 
surrounded  by  the  distinguished. 

Enveloped  in  a  rich  Indian  shawl,  and  leaning 
back  on  a  sofa,  Lady  Monmouth  was  engaged 
in  convereation  with   the   courtly  and  dassic 

Count  M e,  when,  on  casually  turning  her 

head,  she  observed  entering  the  ssiloon  Sidonia. 
She  just  caught  his  form  bowing  to  the  Duchess, 
and  instantly  turned  her  head  and  replunged' 
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into  her  conversation  with  increased  interest. 
Lady  Monmouth  was  a  person  who  had  the 
power  of  seeing  all  about  her,  everything  and 
everybody,  without  appearing  to  look.  She  was 
conscious  that  Sidoaia  was  approaching  her 
neighbourhood.  Her  heart  beat  in  tumutt; 
she  dreaded  to  catch  the  eye  of  that  very  indi- 
vidual whom  she  was  so  anxious  to  meet.  He 
was  advancing  towards  the  sofa.  Instinctively, 
Lady  Monmouth  turned  from  the  Count,  and 
began  speaking  earnestly  to  her  other  neigh- 
bour, a  young  daughter  of  the  house,  innocent 
and  beautiful,  not  yet  quite  fledged,  trying  her 
wings  in  society  under  the  maternal  eye.  She 
was  surprised  by  the  extreme  interest  which  her 
grand  neighbour  suddenly  took  in  all  her  pur- 
suits, her  studies,  her  daily  walks  in  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne.  Sidonia,  as  the  Marchioness  had 
anticipated,  had  now  reached  the  sofa.  But  no, 
it  was  to  the  Count,  and  not  to  Lady  Mon- 
mouth that  he  was  advancing;  and  they  were 
immediately  engaged  in  conversation.  After 
some  little  time,  when  she  had  become  ac- 
customed to  his  voice,  and  found  her  own  heart 
throbbing  with  less  violence,  Lucretia  turned 
again,  as  if  by  accident,  to  the  Count,  and  met 
the  glance  of  Sidonia.  She  meant  to  have 
received  him  with  haughtiness,  but  her  self- 
command  deserted  her;  and  slightly  rising  from 
the  sofa,  she  welcomed  him  with  a  countenance 
of  extreme  pallor  and  with  some  awkwardness. 

His  manner  was  such  as  might  have  assisted 
her,  even  had  she  been  more  troubled.  It  was 
marked  by  a  degree  of  respectful  friendlinee 
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He  expressed  without  reserve  his  pleasure  at 
meeting  her  again  ;  inquired  much  how  she  had 
passed  her  time  since  they  last  parted ;  asked 
more  than  once  after  the  Marquess.  The  Count 
moved  away  ;  Sidonia  took  his  seat.  His  ease 
and  homage  combined  greatly  relieved  her.  She 
expressed  to  him  how  kind  her  Lord  would 
consider  his  society,  for  the  Marquess  had 
suffered  in  health  since  Sidonia  last  saw  him. 
His  periodical  gout  had  left  him,  which  made ' 
him  ill  and  nervous.  The  Marquess  received 
his  friends  at  dinner  every  day.  Sidonia,  par-  ' 
ticularly  amiable,  offered  himself  as  a  guest  for 
the  following  one. 

"  And  do  you  go  to  the  great  ball  to-morrow?" 
inquired  Lucrelia,  delighted  with  all  thai  had- 
occurred. 

"  I  always  go  to  their  balls,"  said  Sidonia,  "  I 
have  promised." 

There   was   a   momentary   pause ;    Lucretia 

happier  than  she  had  been  for  a  long  time,  her  ' 

face  a  little  flushed,  and  truly  in  a  secret  tumult  ' 

of  sweet  thoughts,  remembered  she  bad  been 

long  there,  and  ofTering  her  hand  to  Sidonia^ 

bade  him  adieu  until  to-morrow,  while  he,  as  ' 

was  his  custom,  soon  repaired  to  the  refined 

circle  of  the  Countess  de  C~s — 1 — ne,  a  lady 

whose  manners  he  always  mentioned  as  his  fair 

ideal,  and  whose  house  was  his  favourite  haunt. 

Before  to-morrow  comes,  a  word  or  two  re- 

I  specting  two  other  characters  of  this  history 

I         connected  with  the  family  of  Lord  Monmouth. 

I         And  first  of  Flora.     La  Petite  was  neither  very  ' 

I       wcH  nor  very  happy.     Her  hereditary  disease ' 
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,  .  eveloped  itself.;  gradually,  but  in  a  manner 
alarming  to  those  who  loved  her.  She  was  raj 
delicate,  and  suffered  so  much  from  the  weak- 
ness of  her  chest,  that  she  was  obliged  to  le- 
linquish  singing.  This  was  really  the  only  tie 
between  her  and  the  Marchioness,  who,  without 
being  a  petty  tyrant,  treated  her  often  with  un- 
feeling haughtiness.  She  was,  tbereioce;  now 
rarely  seen  in  the  chambers  of  the  great.  la  bet 
own  apartments  she  found,  indeed,  lotae  dt»- 
traction  in  music,  for  which  she  had  «  Httaal 
predisposition,  but  this  was  a  pursuit  tbK  mdf 
fed  the  morbid  passion  of  her  tender  Hid. 
Alone,  listening  only  to  sweet  souod^^ra 
ing  in  soft  dreams  that  never  could  be: 
her  existence  glided  away  like  a  TOiOB.  a 
seemed  to  become  every  day  more  £ 
fragile.  Alas !  hers  was  the  sad  and 
destiny  to  love  one  whom  she 
by  whom,  if  she  met  him,  she 
perhaps,  be  recognised.  Yet  in 
fanciful,  almost  ideal,  het  life  w: 
nor  for  her  did  the  world  contain 
a  thought,  a  sensation,  beyond 
from  the  image  of  the  noble. 
sympathised  with  her  in  bei-  • 
softened  the  hard  fortunes  of  deptaA— e  lyis 
generous  sensibility.  Happy  " 
mortifications,  it  was  still  her 
the  roof  of  one  who  bore  b 
whose  veins  flowed  the 
indeed  for  the  Marquess, 
saw,  and  from  whom  she 
much  notice,  prompted,  it 
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fantastic  passion,  a  degree  of  reverence,  almost 
of  affection,  which  seemed  occasionally,  even  to 
herself,  as  something  inenplicable  and  without 

As  for  her  fond  step-father,  M.  Villebecque, 
the  world  fared  very  differently  with  him.  His 
lively  and  enterprising  genius,  his  ready  and 
muhiform  talents,  and  his  temper  which  defied 
disturbance,  had  made  their  way.  He  had  be- 
come the  very  right  hand  of  Lord  Monmouth ; 
his  only  counsellor,  his  only  confidant;  his 
secret  agent;  the  minister  of  his  will.  And 
well  did  Villebecque  deserve  this  trust,  and  ably 
did  he  maintain  himself  in  the  difficult  position 
which  he  achieved.  There  was  nothing  which 
Villebecque  did  not  know,  nothing  which  he 
could  not  do,  especially  at  Paris.  He  was 
master  of  his  subject;  in  all  things  the  secret 
of  success,  and  without  which,  however  they 
may  from  accident  dazzle  the  world,  the  slates- 
man,  the  orator,  the  author,  all  alike  feel  the 
damning  consciousness  of  being  charlatans. 

Coningsby  had  made  a  visit  to  M.  Villebecque 
and  Flora  the  day  after  his  arrival.  It  was 
a  recollection  and  a  courtesy  that  evidently 
greatly  gratified  them.  Villebecque  talked  very 
much  and  amusingly;  and  Flora,  whom  Con- 
ingsby frequently  addressed,  very  little,  though 
she  listened  with  great  earnestness.  Coningsby 
told  her  that  he  thought,  from  al!  he  heard,  she 
was  too  much  alone,  and  counselled  her  to 
gaiety.  But  nature,  that  had  made  her  mild, 
had  dented  her  that  constitutional  liveliness  of 
being  which  is  the  gta-ceM  ^lo^ivj  of  French 
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women.  She  was  a  lily  of  ihe  valley,  that  loved 
seclusion  aod  the  tranquillity  of  virgin  glades. 
Almost  every  day,  as  he  passed  their  entresol, 
Coningsby  would  look  into  Villebecqae's  apait- 
meats  for  a  moment,  to  ask  after  Flora. 


CHAPTER  n 

SiDONiA,  was  to  dine  at  Lord  Monmouth's  the 
day  after  he  met  Lucrecia,  and  afterwards  they 
were  all  to  meet  at  a  ball  much  talked  of,  and  to 
which  invitations  were  much  sought;  and  which 
was  to  be  given  that  evening  by  the  Baroness 

S.  de  R d. 

Lord  Monmouth's  dinners  at  Paris  were  cele- 
brated. It  was  generally  agreed  that  they  had 
■no  rivals;  yet  there  were  others  who  had  as 
skilful  cooks,  others  who,  for  such  a  purpose, 
were  equally  profuse  in  their  expenditure.  What, 
then,  was  the  secret  spell  of  his  success  ?  The 
simplest  in  the  world,  though  no  one  seemed 
aware  of  it.  His  Lordship's  plates  were  always 
hot :  whereas  at  Paris,  in  the  best  appointed 
houses,  and  at  dinners  which,  for  cosily  materials 
and  admirable  art  in  their  preparation,  cannot 
be  surpassed,  the  effect  is  always  considerably 
lessened,  and  by  a  mode  the  most  mortifying ; 
by  the  mere  circumstance  that  every  one  at 
a  French  dinner  is  served  on  a  cold  plate.  The 
reason  of  a  custom,  or  rather  a  necessity,  which 
one  would  think  a  nation  so  celebrated  for 
their  gastronomical  taste  would  recoil  liom,  is 
really,  it  is  believed,  that  the  ordinal:^  Ftes«Av 
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porcelain  is  so  very  inferior  that  it  cannot  en- 
dure the  preparatory  heat  for  dinner.  The 
common  white  pottery,  for  example,  which  is  in 
general  use,  and  always  found  at  the  cafes,  will 
flot  bear  vicinage  to  a  brisk  kitchen  fire  for  half 
an  hour.  Now,  if  we  only  had  that  treaty  of 
commerce  with  France  which  has  been  so  often 
on  the  point  of  completion,  the  fabrics  of  our 
unrivalled  potteries,  in  exchange  for  their  capital 
wines,  would  be  found  throughout  France.  The 
dinners  of  both  nations  would  be  improved:  the 
English  would  gain  a  delightful  beverage,  and 
the  French,  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives, 
would  dine  off  hot  plates.  An  unanswerable  ■ 
instance  of  the  advantages  of  commercial  reci- ' 
procity ! 

The  guests  at  Lord  Monmouth's  to-day  were 
chiefly  Carlists,  individuals  bearing  illustrious  ' 
names,  that  animate  the  page  of  history,  and 
are  indissolubly  bound  up  with  the  glorious 
annals  of  their  great  country.  They  are  the 
phantoms  of  a  past,  but  real  Aristocracy ;  an 
Aristocracy  that  was  founded  on  an  intelligible 
principle;  which  claimed  great  privileges  for 
great  purposes ;  whose  hereditary  duties  were 
such,  that  their  possessors  were  perpetually  in 
the  eye  of  the  nation,  and  who  maintained,  and, 
in  a  certain  point  of  view  justified,  their  pre- 
eminence by  constant  illustration. 

It  pleased  Lord  Monmouth  to  show  great 
courtesies  to  a  fallen  race  with  whom  he  sym- 
pathised i  whose  fathers  had  been  his  friends  in 
the  days  of  his  hot  youth ;  whose  mothers  he 
had  made  love  to  ;  wbose  palaces  had  been  his 
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home;  whose  brilliant  fe^tes  he  remembered;     | 
whose  fancifiil  splendour  excited  his  early  Jm-  1 
agination ;  and  whose  magnificent  and  wanton 
luxury  had  developed  his  own  predisposition  for      • 
boundless  enjoyment,    Soubise  and  his  suppers;      ' 
his  cutlets  and  his  mistresses ;  the  piofiise  and      : 
embarrassed  De  Lauragais,  who  sighed  for  "  en-      - 
tire  ruin,"  as  for  a  strange  luxury,  which  per- 
petually eluded  his  grasp ;  these  were  the  heroes 
of  the'  olden  time  that  Lord  Monmouth  wor- 
shipped; the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors  which  he 
appreciated  ;  and  he  turned  to  their  recollection 
for  relief  from  the  vulgar  prudence  of  the  de- 
generate days  on  which   he  had  fallen :   days 
when  nobles  must  be  richer  than  other  men,  or 
they  cease  to  have  any  distinction. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  be  struck  by  the 
effective  appearance  of  Lady  Monmouth  as  she 
received  her  guests  in  grand  toilet  preparatory 
to  the  ball ;  white  satin  and  minever,  a  brilliant 
tiara.  Her  fine  form,  her  costume  of  a  fashion 
aa'  perfect  as  its  materials  were  sumptuous, 
and  her  presence  always  commanding  and  dis- 
tinguished, produced  a  general  effect  to  which 
few  could  be  insensible.  It  was  the  triumph  of 
mien  over  mere  beauty  of  countenance.  '  . 

TTie  hotel  of  Madame  S.  de  R d  is  not 

more  distinguished  by  its  profuse  decoration, 
than  by  the  fine  taste  which  has  guided  the  vast ' 
estpsnditure.  Its  halls  of  arabesque  are  almost. 
without  a  rival ;  there  is  not  the  slightest  em-' 
bellishment  in  which  the  hand  and  feeling  of 
art  are  not  recognised.  The  rooms  were  very 
crowded;  everybody  distinguished  m  "Pmw. -^.^ij 
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there:  the  lady  of  the  Court,  the  duchess  of 
the  Faubourg,  the  wife  of  the  rich  finaacier,  the 
constitulional  Throne,  the  old  Monarchy,  the 
modern  Bourse,  were  ahke  represented,  Mar- 
shals of  the  Empire,  Ministers  of  the  Crown, 
Dukes  and  Marquesses,  whose  ancestors  lounged 
in  the  CEil  de  Bceuf;  diplomatists  of  all  countries, 
eminent  foreigners  of  all  nations,  deputies  who 
led  sections,  members  of  learned  and  scientific 
academies,  occasionally  a  stray  poet;  a  sea  of 
sparkling  tiaras,  brilliant  bouquets,  glittering 
stars,  and  glowing  ribbons,  many  beautiful  faces, 
many  famous  ones :  unquestionably  the  general 
air  of  a  firstrate  Parisian  saloon,  on  a  great 
occasion,  is  not  easily  equalled.  In  London 
there  is  not  the  variety  of  guests  ;  nor  the  same 
size  and  splendour  of  saloons.  Our  houses  are 
too  small  for  reception. 

Coningsby,  who  had  stolen  away  from  his 
grandfather's  before  the  rest  of  the  guests,  was 
delighted  with  the  novelty  of  the  splendid 
scene.  He  had  been  in  Paris  long  enough  to 
make  some  acquaintances,  and  mostly  with 
celebrated  personages.  In  his  long  fruitless 
endeavour  to  enter  the  saloon  in  which  they 
danced,  he  found  himself  hustled  against  the 

illustrious  Baron  von    H 1,  whom  he  had 

sat  next  to  at  dinner  a  few  days  before  at 
Count  M €s. 

"  It  is  more  difhcult  than  cutting  through  the 
Isthmus  of  Panama,  Baron,"  said  Coningsby, 
alluding  to  a  past  conversation, 

"  Infinitely,"  replied  M.  de  H.,  smihng ;  "  for 

would  undertake  to  cut  through  the  Isthmus, 
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and  I  cannot  engage  that  I  shall  enter  this  ball- 
room." 

Time,  however,  brought  Coningsby  into  that 
brilliant  chamber.  What  a  blaze  of  light  and 
loveliness  !  How  coquettish  are  the  costumes  ! 
How  vivid  the  flowers  !  To  sounds  of  stirring 
melody,  beautiful  beings  move  with  grace. 
Grace,  indeed,  Js  beauty  in  action. 

Here,  where  all  are  fair  and  everything  is 
attractive,  his  eye  is  suddenly  arrested  by  one 
object,  a  form  of  surpassing  grace  among  the 
graceful,  among  the  beauteous  a  countenance 
of  unrivalled  beauty. 

She  was  young  among  the  youthful ;  a  face 
of  sunshine  amid  all  that  artificial  light;  her 
head  placed  upon  her  finely-moulded  shoulders 
with  a  queen-like  grace;  a  coronet  of  white 
toses  on  her  dark  brown  hair;  her  only  orna- 
ment.    It  was  the  beauty  of  the  picture-gallery. 

The  eye  of  Coningsby  never  quitted  her. 
When  the  dance  ceased,  he  had  an  opportunity 
of  seeing  her  nearer.  He  met  her  walking  with 
her  cavalier,  and  he  was  conscious  that  she 
observed  him.  Finally  he  remarked  that  she 
resumed  a  seat  next  to  the  lady  whom  he  had 
mistaken  for  her  mother,  but  had  afterwards 
understood  to  be  Lady  Wallinger. 

Coningsby  returned  to  the  other  saloons  ;  he 
witnessed  the  entrance  and  reception  of  Lady 
Monmouth,  who  moved  on  towards  the  ball- 
room. Soon  after  this,  Sidonia  arrived;  he 
came  in   with    the    still    handsome    and   ever 

courteous  Duke  D s.    Observing  Coningsby, 

_  b^  Stopped  to  present  him  to  the  Duke.    While 
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thus  conversing,  the  Duke,  who  is  fond  of  the 
English,  observed,  "  See,  here  is  your  beautiful 
countrywoman  that  all  the  world  are  talking  of. 
That  is  her  uncle.  He  brings  to  me  lelteR 
from  one  of  your  lords,  whose  name  I  cannot 
recollect." 

And  Sir  Joseph  and  his  lovely  niece  veritably 
approached.  The  Duke  addressed  ihem :  asked 
them  in  the  name  of  his  Duchess  to  a  concert 
on  the  next  Thursday;  and,  after  a  thousand 
compliments,  moved  on.  SJdonia  stopped; 
Coningsby  could  not  refrain  from  lingering, 
hut  stood  a  little  apart,  and  was  about  to  move 
away,  when  there  was  a  whisper,  of  which,  with- 
out hearing  a  word,  he  could  not  resist  the 
impression  that  he  was  the  subject.  He  felt 
a  little  embarrassed,  and  was  retiring,  when  he 
heard  Sidonia  reply  to  an  enquiry  of  the  lady, 
"  The  satne,"  and  then,  turning  to  Coningsby, 
said  aloud,  "  Coningsby,  Miss  Millbank  says 
that  you  have  forgotten  her." 

Coningsby  started,  advanced,  coloured  a  little, 
could  not  conceal  bis  surprise.  The  lady,  too, 
though  more  prepared,  was  not  without  con- 
fusion, and  for  an  instant  looked  down.  Con- 
ingsby recalled  at  that  moment  the  long  dark 
eyelashes,  and  the  beautiful,  bashful  counte- 
nance that  bad  so  charmed  him  at  Millbank; 
but  two  years  had  otherwise  effected  a  wonderful 
change  in  the  sister  of  his  school-day  friend, 
and  transformed  the  silent,  em  harassed  girl  into 
a  woman  of  surpassing  beauty  and  of  the  most 
graceful  and  impressive  mien- 

"It  is    not   surprising   that   Mr.   Coningsby 
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lould  not  recollect  my  niece,"  said  Sir  Joseph, 
addressing  Sidonia,  and  wishing  to  cover  their 
mutual  embarrassment: ;  "  but  it  is  impossible 
for  her,  or  for  anyone  connected  with  her,  not 
to  be  anxious  at  all  times  to  express  to  him  our 
sense  of  what  we  all  owe  him." 

Coningsby  and  Miss  Millbank  were  now  in 
full  routine  conversation,  consisting  of  ques- 
diOns ;  how  long  she  had  been  at  Paris ;  when 
she  had  heard  last  from  Millbank;  how  her 
father  was ;  also,  how  was  her  brother.  Sidonia 
made  an.  observation  to  Sir  Joseph  on  a  passer- 
by, and  then  himself  moved  on ;  Coningsby 
accompanying  his  new  friends,  in  a  contrary 
direction,  to  the  refreshnient-room,  to  which 
,they  were  proceeding. 

I  ."And  you  have  passed  a  winter  at  Rome," 
said  Coningsby.  "  How  I  envy  you  !  I  feel 
that  I  shall  never  be  able  to  travel?" 

"  And  why  not?" 

"  Life  has  become  so  stirring,  that  there  is 
ever  some  great  cause  that  keeps  one  at  home." 

"  Life,  on  the  contrary,  so  swift,  that  all  may 
see  now  that  of  which  they  once  could  only 
read." 

"The  golden  and  silver  sides  of  the  shield," 
said  Coningsby,  with  a  smile. 

"  And  you,  like  a  good  knight,  will  niaintain 
your  own." 

"No,  I  would  follow  yours." 

"  You  have  not  heard  lately  from  Oswald  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  I  think  there  are  no  such  faithful 
correspondents  as  we  are  ;  I  only  wish  we  could 
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You  will  soon ;  but  he  is  such  a  devotee 
Oxford ;  quite  a  monk  ;  and  you,  too,  Mr.  Con- 
ingsby, are  much  occupied." 

"  Yes,  and  at  the  same  time  as  Millbank.  I 
was  in  hopes,  when  I  once  paid  you  a  visit, 
I  might  have  found  your  brother."  | 

"  But  that  was  such  a  rapid  visit,"  said  MissI 
Millbank. 

"1  always  remember  it  with  delight,"  said 
Coningsby. 

"You  were  willing  to  be  pleased;  but  MiU- 
bank,  notwithstanding  Rome,  commands  mf 
affections,  and  in  spite  of  this  surrounding 
splendour,  I  could  have  wished  to  have  passed 
my  Christmas  in  Lancashire." 

"  Mr.  Millbank  has  lately  purchased  a  very 
beautiful  place  in  the  county.  I  became 
acquainted  with  Hellingsley  when  staying  it 
ray  grandfather's." 

"Ah!  I  have  never  seen  it;  indeed,  I  wai- 
much  surprised  that  papa  became  its  purchaser, 
because  he  never  will  live  there ;  and  Oswald, 
I  am  sure,  could  never  be  tempted  to  quit 
Millbank.  You  know  what  enthusiastic  ideal, 
he  has  of  his  order  ?  " 

"Like  all  his  ideas,  sound,  and  high,  and 
pure.  I  always  duly  appreciated  your  brothei*! 
great  abilities,  and,  what  is  far  more  important^ 
his  lofty  mind.  When  I  recollect  our  Eton 
days,  I  cannot  understand  how  more  than  two 
years  have  passed  away  without  our  being. 
together.  I  am  sure  the  fault  is  mine.  I  might' 
now  have  been  at  Oxford  instead  of  Paris. ' 
And  yet,"  added  ConTO^ab-j,  "that  would  haw 
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I  been  a  sad  mistake,  since     I     should  not  bM 
had  the  happiness  of  being  here."  -J 

"  Oh,  yes,  that  would  have  been  a  sad  a^j 
take,"  said  Miss  Millbank. 

"Edith,"  said  Sir  Joseph,  rejoining  his  niece 
torn  whom  he  had  been  momentarily  separated! 
"  Edith,  that  is  Monsieur  Thiers." 

In  the  meantime,  Sidonia    reached  the  ball, 
room,  and  sitting  near    the    entrance  was  Ladj 
Monmouth,  who  immediately    addressed  hitj 
He  was,  as  usual,  intelligent  and  unimpassionel^ 
and  yet  not  without  a  delicate   deference  whieh 
is  flattering  to  women,  especially  if  not  aItogflth(3 
unworthy  of  it.  Sidonia  always  admired  Lucreti^' 
and  preferred  her  society  to  that  of  most  persons 
But  the  Lady  was  in  error  in  supposmg  that  st 
had   conquered   or  could     vanquish  his  hear 
Sidonia  was  one  of  those    men,  not  so  rare  a 
may  be  supposed,  who  shrink,  above  all  things 
from  an  adventure  of  galla"""? ."""  a  Womai 
in  a  position.     He  had  neither  time  nor  temp, 
for  sentimental  circumvolutions.     He  detest 
the    diplomacy    of    passion  :     pratocola,    p^^ 
tracted    negotiations,      conferences,    correspo, 
dence,  treaties  projected,   ratified,  yjolated.     u 
had  no  genius  for  the  tactics    ol  tntrigug;  j.^ 
I  reconnoiterings,  and    marchings,  and   couarr" 
I  marchings,  sappings  and  minings,  assauit^« 
I  times  sun-enders,  and  sometimes  repuj^   "» 
[  the  solemn  and  studied  hyp<?^"^'^''  *eiB^to 
infinitely   wearisome;     and    *   ;     .,^.  *• 
[were  not  merely  formal,  t^^^V^^I 
tracted  his  feelings,  disturbed  tne  t^ 
mind,  deranged  his  nervous  systenL  , 
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of  Ihe  old  Oriental  vein  influenced  him 
carriage  towards  women.  He  mas  oftener 
behind  the  scenes  of  the  Opera  House  than 
in  his  box ;  he  delighted,  too,  in  the  society 
of  iraipai ;  Aspasia  was  his  heroine.  Obliged 
to  appear  much  in  what  is  esteemed  pure 
society,  he  cultivated  the  acquaintance  oS 
clever  women,  because  they  interested  him  ;  but 
in  such  saloons  his  feminine  acquaintances  were 
merely  psychological.  No  lady  could  accnse 
him  of  trifling  with  her  feelings,  however 
decided  might  be  his  predilection  for  her  con*" 
versation.  He  yielded  at  once  to  an  admirer 
never  trespassed  by  any  chance  into  the  domaii 
of  sentiment ;  never  broke,  hy  any  accident  oi 
blunder,  into  the  irregular  paces  of  flirtation  i 
was  a  man  who  notoriously  would  neva 
diminish  by  marriage  the  purity  of  his  race; 
and  one  who  always  maintained  that  passioi 
and  polished  life  were  quite  incompatible.  Hi 
iiked  the  drawing-room,  and  he  liked 
Desert,  but  he  would  not  consent  that  e 
should  trench  on  their  mutual  privileges. 

The  Princess  Lucreria  had  yielded. hferself 
the  spell  of  Sidonia's  society  at  Coningsby  Castle 
when  she  knew  that  marriage  was  impossibM 
But  she  loved  him  ;  and  with  an  Italian  sfwril) 
Now  they  met  again,  and  she  was  the  MaP 
chioness  of  Monmouth,  a  very  great  lady,  verjl 
much  admired,  and  followed,  and  courted,  ani 
very  powerful  It  is  our  great  moralist  w" 
tells  us,  in  the  immortal  page,  that  an  al!kir 
gallantry  with  a  great  lady  is  more  delightfS 
rhan  with  ladies  of  aVoww  d^gcee.     In  this  *' 
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contradicts  the  good  old  ballad;  but  certain  it 
is  that  Dr.  Johnson  announced  to  Boswell, 
"'  Sir,  in  the  case  of  a  Countess  the  imagination 

:  more  excited." 
But  Sidonia  was  a  man  on  whom  the  con- 

sntional  superiorities  of  life  produced  as  little 
effect  as  a  flake  falling  on  the  glaciers  of  the 
high  Alps.  His  comprehension  of  the  world  "S/ 
and  human  nature  was  too  vast  and  complete  ;  '  ^ 
he  understood  too  well  the  relative  value  of 
things  to  appreciate  anything  but  essential  ex- 
cellence ;  and  that  not  too  much.  A  charming 
woman  was  not  more  charming  to  him  because 
she  chanced  to  he  an  empress  in  a  particular 
district  of  one  of  the  smallest  planets;  a  charm- 
ing woman  under  any  circumstances  was  not  an 
unique  animal.  When  Sidonia  feh  a  disposition 
to  be  spell-bound,  he  used  to  review  in  his 
memory  all  the  charming  women  of  whom  he 
had  read  in  the  books  of  all  literatures,  and 
whom  he  had  known  himself  in  every  court  and 
e,  and  the  result  of  his  reflections  ever  was, 
that  the  charming  woman  in  question  was  by  no 
means  the  paragon,  which  some  who  had  read, 
seen,  and  thought  less,  might  be  inclined  to 
esteem  her.  There  was,  indeed,  no  subject  on 
which  Sidonia  discoursed  so  felicitously  as  on 

[woman,  and  none  on  which  Lord  Eskdale  more 
frequently  endeavoured  to  attract  him.  He 
*  would  tell  you  Talmudical  stories  about  our 
mother  Eve  and  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  which 
would  have  astonished  you.  There  was  not  a 
free  lady  of  Greece,  Leontium  and  Phryne,  Lais, 
Danae,  and  Lamia,  the  Egyptian  girl  Thowt- 
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respecting  whom  he  could  not  tell  you  as  inasf  1 
diverting  tales  as  if  they  were  ladies  of  Loretto ;  I 
not  a  nook  of  Athenceus,  not  an  obscure  I 
scholiast,  not  a  passage  in  a  Greek  orator,  that  I 
could  throw  light  on  these  personages,  which  I 
was  not  at  his  command.  What  stories  he  J 
would  tell  you  about  Marc  Antony  and  thsa 
actress  Cylheris  in  their  chariot  drawn  by  tigers!  1 
What  a  character  would  he  paint  of  that  Floa 
who  gave  her  gardens  to  the  Roman  people! 
It  would  draw  tears  to  your  eyes.  No  man  was 
ever  so  learned  in  the  female  manners  of  the 
last  centuries  of  polytheism  as  Sidonia.  YoO' 
would  have  supposed  that  he  had  devoted  hi»i 
studies  peculiarly  to  that  period  if  you  had  noC 
chanced  to  draw  him  to  the  Italian  middle  age^-i 
And  even  these  startling  revelations  were  almosti 
eclipsed  by  his  anecdotes  of  the  Court  of 
Henry  III.  of  France,  with  every  character  dk 
which  he  was  familiar  as  with  the  brillianl 
groups  that  at  this  moment  611ed  the  saloont 
of  Madame  de  R d.  i 


CHAPTER   III 


The  image  of  Edith  Millbank  was  the  last 
thought  of  Coningsby,  as  he  sank  into  aa* 
agitated  slumber.  To  him  had  hitherto  iiK 
general  been  accorded  the  precious  boon  ot 
dreamless  sleep.  Homer  tells  us  these  phaih 
tasmas  come  from  Jove.;  they  are  rather  thft 
children  of  a  distracted  soul.    Coningsby  Ihia 
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lived  much  in  past  years,  varied  by  pain- 
Tul  perplexities  of  the  present,  which  he  could 
neither  subdue  nor  comprehend.  The  scene 
flitted  from  Eton  to  the  castle  of  his  grand- 
father; and  then  he  found  himself  among  the 
pictures  of  the  Rue  de  Tronchet,  but  their 
owner  bore  the  features  of  the  senior  Millbank. 
A  beautiful  countenance  that  was  alternately 
the  face  in  the  mysterious  picture,  and  then 
that  of  Edith,  haunted  him  under  all  circum- 
stances. He  woke  little  refreshed;  restless,  and 
yet  sensible  of  some  secret  joy. 

He  woke  to  think  of  her  of  whom  he  bad 
dreamed.  The  light  had  dawned  on  his  soul. 
Coning sby  loved. 

Ah  !  what  is  that  ambition  that  haunts  our 
yOBth,  that  thirst  for  power  or  that  lust  of  fame 
that  forces  us  from  obscurity  into  the  sun- 
blaze  of  the  world,  what  are  these  sentiments 
so  high,  so  vehement,  so  ennobling?  They 
vanish,  and  in  an  instant,  before  the  glance  of 
a  woman ! 

Coiiingsby  had  scarcely  quitted  her  side  the 
preceding  eve.  He  hung  upon  the  accents  of 
that  clear  sweet  voice,  and  sought,  with  tremulous 
fascination,  the  gleaming  splendour  of  those  soft 
dark  eyes.  And  now  he  sat  in  his  chamber, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  vacancy.  All  thoughts 
and  feelings,  pursuits,  desires,  life,  merge  in  one 
absorbing  sentiment. 

It  is  impossible  to  exist  without  seeing  hei 
again,  and  instantly.  He  had  requested  snd 
gained  permission  to  call  on  Lady  _Walu~' 
he  would  not  lose  a  moment  in  avaiUn^  ^ 
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of  it.     As  early  as  was  tolerably  decorous, 
before,  in  all  probability,  they  could  quit, 
hotel,  Coningsby  repaired  to  the  Rue  de  Riv< 
to  pay  his  respects  to  his  new  friends. 

As  be  walked  along,  he  indulged  in  fanciful 
speculations  which  connected  Edith  and  the 
mysterious  portrait  of  bis  mother.  He  felt  him- 
self, as  it  were,  near  the  fulfilment  of  some  fate, 
and  on  the  threshold  of  some  critical  discovery. 
He  recalled  the  impatient,  even  alarmed,  en- 
pressions  of  Rigby  at  Montem  six  years  ago, 
when  he  proposed  to  invite  young  Millbank  to 
his  grandfether's  dinner;  the  vindictive  feud 
existed  between  the  two  families,  and  for  wl 
political  opinion,  or  even  party  passion,  coul 
not  satisfactorily  account;  and  be  reasoned  hin) 
self  into  a  conviction,  that  the  solution  of 
perplexities  was  at  hand,  and  that  all  would  i 
consummated  to  the  satisfaction  of  every  oi 
by  his  unexpected  but  inevitable  agency, 

Coningsby  found  Sir  Joseph  alone.  Ti 
worthy  Baronet  was  at  any  rate  no  participat 
in  Mr,  Millbank's  vindictive  feelings  a^ii 
Lord  Monmouth.  On  the  contrary,  he  had 
very  high  respect  for  a  Marquess,  wbatevi 
might  be  his  opinions,  and  no  mean  coosidex 
tion  for  a  Marquess"  grandson.  Sir  Joseph  ha 
inherited  alarge  fortune  made  by  commerce,  an 
had  increased  it  by  the  same  means.  He  was 
middle-class  Whig,  had  faithfully  supported  thi 
party  in  his  native  town  during  the  days  the 
wandered  in  the  wilderness,  and  had  m 
earned  his  share  of  the  milk  and  honey  wh< 
1  they  vanquished  i\it  ptijm\&ei  Xxai,    Vn  tb 
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pringtide  of  Liberalism,  when  the  world  was  not 
nalytical  of  free  opinions,  and  odious  distinc- 
raiB  were  not  drawn  between  Finality  men  and 
ffogressive  Reformers,  Mr.  Wallinger  had  been 
he  popular  leader  of  a  powerful  body  of  his 
fellow-citizens,  who  had  returned  him  to  the 
irst  Reformed  Parliament,  and  where,  in  spite 
if  many  a  menacing  registration,  he  had  con- 
rived  to  remain.  He  had  never  given  a  Radical 
Dte  without  the  permission  of  the  Secretary  of 
he  Treasury,  and  was  not  afraid  of  giving  an 
mpopular  one  to  serve  his  friends.  He  was 
lot  like  that  distinguished  Liberal,  who,  after 
lining  with  the  late  Whig  Premier,  expressed 
is  gratification  and  his  gratitude,  by  assuring 
lis  Lordship  that  he  might  count  on  his  sup- 
lOrt  on  all  popular  questions. 

"I  want  men  who  will  support  the  govern- 
lent  on  all  unpopular  questions,"  replied  the 
itty  statesman. 

Mr.  Wallinger  was  one  of  these  men.  His 
igh  character  and  strong  purse  were  always  in 
be  front  rank  in  the  hour  of  danger.  His 
upport  in  the  House  was  limited  to  his  votes ; 
Mt  in  other  places  equally  important,  at  a 
leeting  at  a  political  club,  or  in  Downing 
treet,  he  could  find  his  tongue,  take  what  is 
ailed  a  "practical "  view  of  a  question,  adopt 
'hat  is  called  an  "independent  tone,"  reani- 
laie  confidence  in  ministers,  check  mutiny, 
nd  set  a  bright  and  bold  example  to  the  waver- 
jg.  A  man  of  his  property,  and  high  character; 
nd  sound  views,  so  practica!  and  so  indepen-'^ 
int,  this  was  evidently  the  block  from  which' 
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a  Baronet  should  be  cut,  and  ia  due  time  h 

figured  Sir  Joseph. 

A  Spanish  gentleman  of  ample  means,  a 
of  a  good  Catalan  family,  flying  during  a  pc^ltiq 
convulsion  to  England,  arrived  with  his  ti 
daughters  at  Liverpool,  and  bore  letters  of  ii 
troduction  to  the  house  of  Wallinger.  Soq 
little  time  after  this,  by  one  of  those  BtOcO 
vicissitudes  of  political  fortune,  of  late  yeai 
not  unusual  in  the  Peninsula,  he  retuined  t 
his  native  country,  and  left  his  children,  ; 
the  management  of  that  porlion  of  his  fortui 
that  he  had  succeeded  in  bringing  with  bit 
under  the  guardianship  of  the  father  of  t' 
present  Sir  Joseph.  This  gentleman  was  abc 
again  to  become  an  exile,  when  he  met  with  a 
untimely  end  in  one  of  those  terrible  tumu 
of  which  Barcelona  is  the  frequent  scene. 

The  younger  Wallinger  was  touched  by  t 
charms  of  one  of  his  father's  wards.  Her  beam 
of  a  character  to  which  he  was  unaccustomQ 
her  accomplishments  of  society,  and  the  reSn 
ment  of  her  manners,  conspicuous  in  the  ciic 
in  which  he  lived,  captivated  him ;  and  tbouj 
they  had  no  heir,  the  union  had  beea  one  ; 
great  fehcity.  Sir  Joseph  was  proud  of  li 
wife ;  he  secretly  considered  himself,  though  I 
"  tone "  was  as  liberal  and  independent  as 
old  days,  to  be  on  the  threshold  of  aristocrac 
and  was  conscious  that  Lady  Wallinger  playt 
her  part  not  unworthily  in  the  elevated  circl|l 
in  which  they  now  frequently  found  themselve 
Sir  Joseph  was  fond  of  great  people,  and  d 
averse  to  travel;  because,  bearing  a  titles,  ai 


The  New  Generation  443 
being  a  member  of  the  British  Parliament,  and 
always  moving  with  the  appendages  of  wealth, 
■ervants,  carriages,  and  couriers,  and  fortified 
with  no  lack  of  letters  from  the  Foreign  Office, 
he  was  everywhere  acknowledged,  and  received, 
Bud  treated  as  a  personage ;  was  invited  to 
court-balls,  dined  with  ambassadors,  and  found 
himself  and  his  lady  at  every  festival  of  dis- 
tinction. 

i  The  elder  Millbank  had  been  Joseph  Wal- 
HDger's  youthful  friend.  Different  as  were  their 
dispositions  and  the  rate  of  their  abilities,  their 
political  opinions  were  the  game;  and  commerce 
habitually  connected  their  interests.  During  a 
Iffisit  to  Liverpool,  Millbank  had  made  the 
icqnaintance  of  the  sister  of  Lady  Wallinger, 
bQd  had  been  a  successful  suitor  for  her  hand. 
This  lady  was  the  mother  of  Edith  and  of  the 
schoolfellow  of  Coningsby.  It  was  only  within 
9l  very  few  years  that  she  had  died;  she  had 
Wflrcely  lived  long  enough  to  complete  the 
edacation  of  her  daughter,  to  whom  she  was 
<Jevoted,  and  on  whom  she  lavished  the  many 
Accomplishments  that  she  possessed.  Lady 
Wallinger  having  no  children,  and  being  very 
ifoiKl  of  her  niece,  had  watched  over  Edith  with 
lofinite  solicitude,  and  finally  had  persuaded 
PMr,  Millbank,  that  it  would  be  well  that  his 
hdaughter  should  accompany  them  in  their  some- 
Kwhat  enensive  travels.  It  was  not,  therefore, 
tOnly  that  nature  had  developed  a  beautiful 
iwoman  out  of  a  bashful  girl  since  Coningsby's 
visit  to  Millbank;  but  really,  every  means  and 
■every  opportunity  that  could  contribute  to  render 
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t,an   individual  capable   of  adorning   the 
accomplished  circles  of  life,  had  naturally, 
without  effort,  fallen  to  the  fortunate  lot  of 
manufacturer's  daughter.     Edith  possessed 
intelligence  equal  to  those  occasions.     Witb.... 
losing  the  native  simplicity  of  her  character) 
which  sprang  from  the  heart,  and  which  to 
strong  and  original  bent  of  her  father's  miad 
had  ^stered,  she  had  imbibed  ail  the  refisfr 
ment  and    facility  of  the  pohshed    circles  ia 
which  she  moved.     She  had  a  clear  head,  i 
&ne  taste,  and  a  generous  spirit ;  had  recdwft 
so  much  admiration,  that,  though  by  no  meBH 
insensible  to  homage,  her  heart  was  free;«H 
strongly  attached  to  her  family  ;  and,  notwit)^^ 
standing  all  the  splendour  of  Rome,  and  I 
brilliancy  of  Paris,  her  thoughts  were  often 
her  Saxon  valley,  amid  the  green  hills  and  t ' 
factories  of  Mill  bank. 

Sir  Joseph,  finding  himself  alone  with 
grandson  of  Lord  Monmouth,  was  not  ' 
anxious  that  the  ladies  should  immediat 
appear.  He  thought  this  a  good  opportun 
of  getting  at  what  are  called  "  the  real  feelings 
the  Tory  party  " ;  and  he  began  to  pump  i 
a  seductive  semblance  of  frankness.  For 
part,  he  had  never  doubted  that  a  Consemti 
government  was  ultimately  inevitable  ;  had  fc 
Lord  John  so  two  years  ago,  and,  betwe 
themselves.  Lord  John  was  of  the  sa^ie  Qjanu 
The  present  position  of  the  Whigs  » 
necessary  fate  of  all  progressive  parties 
not  see  exactly  how  it  would  end;  thoug 
sometimes  it  must  end  in  a  fusion  of  putie 


The  New  Generation  4^ 
,biit  could  not  well  see  how  that  could  ^ 
ibrought  about,  at  least  at  present.  For  ^2 
part,  should  be  happy  to  witness  an  union  ^ 
the  best  men  of  all  parties,  for  the  preservatiqwij 
of  peace  and  order,  without  any  reference  to] 
any  particular  opinions.  And,  in  that  sense  of 
,the  word,  it  was  not  at  all  impossible  he  might  I 
find  it  his  duty  some  day  to  support  a  Con-i 
servative  government.  J 

.   Sir  Joseph  was  much  astonished  when  Con- j 
ingsby,  who  being  somewhat   impatient  for  thel 
entrance  of  the  ladies  was  rather    more  abrupt  ■ 
than  his  wont,  told  the  worthy  Baronet  that  he  ( 
Rooked    upon   a    government     without    distinct  i 
principles  of  policy  as   only     a     stop-gap   to    a  1 
wide-spread  and  demoralising  anarchy;  that  he  1 
for   one   could    not   conaprehend     how   a   free  1 
government    could    endure     without    national 
opinions  to  uphold  it;   and    that    governments  ' 
for  the  preservation  of  peace    and  order,  and.  I 
nothing  else,  bad  better  be    sought  in  China,  or 
Bmong  the  Austriana,  the    Chinese  of  Europe 
As  for  Conservative  government,    the   natural 
question  was.  What  do  you    mean  to  conserve  ? 
Do  you  mean  toconserve  things  or  only  names    ' 
Realities  or  merely  appearances  ?     Or,   ^j^         > 
oean  to  continue  the    system    commenced    iZ 
834,  and,  with  a  hypocritical   reverence  for  J"^ 
winciples,  and  a  superstitious  adhesion  ^^  ^ 
brms,  of  the  old  exclusive    constitution,  caV 
~n  your  policy  by  latitudinarian  practice  ?       ">' 
Sir  Joseph  stared ;  it   was    the  first  time  tK 

Ey  inkling  of  the  views  of  the  New  Genera^^^t 
d  caught  his  ear.      They    were  strang^'iaa 


^^n     vnat 
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unaccustomed  accents.  He  was  extremely  , 
plexed ;  could  by  no  means  malce  out  what 
companion  was  driving  at;  at  length,  with 
rather  knowing  smile,  expressive  as  much 
compassion  as  comprehension,  he  remarked, 

"  Ah  !  I  see  ;  you  are  a  regular  Oran^ 

"I  look  upon   an   Orangeman,"  said 
ingsby,  "as  a  pure  Whig;  the  only  profe 
and  practiser  of  unadulterated  Whiggism." 

This  was  too  much  for  Sir  Joseph,  whoMj 
political  knowledge  did  not  reach  much  furiba 
back  than   the   ministry  of  the  MediocritiEiil 
hardly  touched  the  times  of  the  Correspond' 
Society,     But    he   was    a    cautious    man, 
never  replied  in  haste.     He  was  about  ft 
his  way,  when  he  experienced  the  goldeo 
vantage  of  gaining  time,  for  the  ladies  ent 

The  heart  of  Coningsby  throbbed  as 
appeared.  She  extended  to  him  her  hand 
face  radiant  with  kind  expression.  Lady 
linger  seemed  gratified  also  by  his  visit 
had  much  elegance  in  her  manner ;  a  calm,  sCft 
address ;  and  she  spoke  English  with  a  swed 
Doric  irregularity.  They  all  sat  down,  talked  rf 
the  last  night's  ball,  of  a  thousand  thinp. 
There  was  something  animating  in  the  IraDJE, 
cheerful  spirit  of  Edith.  She  had  a  quick  ^ 
both  for  the  beautiful  and  the  ridiculous,  and 
threw  out  her  observations  in  terse  and  vitid 
phrases.  An  hour,  and  more  than  an  htm^ 
passed  away,  and  Coningsby  still  found 
excuse  not  to  depart.  It  seemed  that  on 
morning  they  were  about  to  make  an  expedi 
into  the  antique  city  of  Paris,  to  visit  some 
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hotels  which  retained  iheit  character ;  especially 
they  had  heard  much  of  the  hotel  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Sens,  with  its  fortified  court- 
>yacd,  Coningsby  expressed  great  interest  in 
'the  subject,  and  showed  some  knowledge.  Sir 
Joseph  invited  him  to  join  the  party,  which 
,of  all  things  in  the  world  was  what  he  most 
desired. 


CHAPTER    IV 

Not  a  day  elapsed  without  Coningsby  being  in 
the  company  of  Edith.  Time  was  precious  for 
him,  for  the  spires  and  pinnacles  of  Cambridge 
already  began  to  loom  in  the  distance,  and  he 
resolved  to  make  the  most  determined  efforts 
not  to  lose  a  day  of  his  liberty.  And  yet  to  call 
every  morning  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli  was  an 
exploit  which  surpassed  even  the  audacity  of 
love  1  More  than  once,  making  the  attempt, 
his  courage  failed  him,  and  he  turned  into  the 
igardens  of  the  Tuileries,  and  only  watched  the 
■windows  of  the  house.  Circumstances,  how- 
ever, favoured  him  ;  he  received  a  letter  from 
Oswald  Millbank ;  he  was  bound  to  communi- 
cate in  person  this  evidence  of  his  friend's 
existence ;  and  when  he  had  to  reply  to  the 
letter,  he  must  necessarily  inquire  whether  his 
friend's  relatives  had  any  message  to  transmit  to 
hira.  These,  however,  were  only  shght  advan- 
What  assisted  Coningsby  in  his  plans 
and  wishes  was  the  great  pleasure  which 
"ij^pia,  with  whom  he  passed  a  great  deal  of 
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his  time,  took  in  the  society  of  the  Wallingera 
and  Iheir  niece.  Sidonia  presented  Lady  Wal- 
linger  with  his  opera-box  during  her  stay  ai 
Paris  ;  invited  them  frequently  to  his  agreeable 
dinner-parties;  and  announced  his  detetmina- 
tion  to  give  a  ball,  which  Lady  Wallinge* 
esteemed  a  delicate  attention  to  Edith  ;  while 
Lady  Monmouth  flattered  herself  that  th« 
festival  sprang  from  the  desire  she  had  expressed 
of  seeing  the  celebrated  hotel  of  Sidonia  tQ 
advantage. 

Coningsby  was  very  happy.  His  momii^ 
visits  to  the  Rue  de  RivoH  seemed  always  wei 
come,  and  seldom  an  evening  elapsed  in  whid 
he  did  not  find  himself  in  the  society  of  EditiS 
She  seemed  not  to  wish  to  conceal  that  hi 
presence  gave  her  pleasure,  and  though  she  had 
many  admirers,  and  had  an  airy  graciousnesi 
for  all  of  them,  Coningsby  sometimes  indulged 
the  exquisite  suspicion  that  there  was  a  flatteil 
ing  distinction  in  her  carriage  to  himself.  Undd 
the  influence  of  these  feelings,  he  began  dailj 
to  be  more  conscious  that  separation  would  W 
an  intolerable  calamity ;  he  began  to  meditaH 
upon  the  feasibility  of  keeping  a  half-term,  ant 
of  postponing  his  departure  to  Cambridge  to  I 
period  nearer  the  time  when  Edith  would  prob* 
ably  return  to  England.  ■ 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  Parisian  world  taHe^ 
much  of  the  grand  ffice  which  was  about  to  be 
given  by  Sidonia.  Coningsby  heard  much  of  it 
one  day  when  dining  at  his  grandfather's,  lady 
Monmouth  seemed  very  intent  on  the  occasion^ 
Even  Lord  Monmouth  half  talked  of  goingj 


.-^ J 
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though,  for  his  part,  he  wished  people  would 
come  to  him,  and  never  ask  him  to  their  houses. 
That  was  his  idea  of  society.  He  Hked  the 
world,  but  he  liked  to  find  it  under  his  own 
roof.  He  grudged  them  nothing,  so  that  they 
would  not  insist  upon  the  reciprocity  of  cold- 
catching,  and  would  eat  his  good  dinners  instead 
of  insisting  on  his  eating  their  bad  ones. 

"But  Monsieur  Sidonia's  cook  is  a  gem,  they 
say,"  observed  an  Attache'  of  an  embassy. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it ;  Sidonia  is  a  man  of 
sense,  almost  the  only  man  of  sense  I  know,  I 
never  caught  him  tripping.  He  never  makes  a 
false  move.  Sidonia  is  eitactly  the  sort  of  man 
I  like ;  you  know  you  cannot  deceive  him,  and 
that  he  does  not  want  to  deceive  you.  I  wish 
he  liked  a  rubber  more.  Then  he  would  be 
perfect." 

"They  say  he  is  going  to  be  marrried,"  said 
the  Attache. 

"  Poh  I "  said  Lord  Monmouth, 

"Martied!"  exclaimed  Lady  Monmouth. 
"To  whom?" 

"To  your  beautiful  countrywoman,  'la  belle 
Anglaise,'  that  all  the  world  talks  of,"  said  the 
Attache. 

"And  who  may  she  be,  pray?"  said  the 
Marquess.    "  I  have  so  many  beautiful  country- 

"  Mademoiselle  Millbank,"  said  the  Attach^. 

"  Millbank  \ "  said  the  Marquess,  with  a 
lowering  brow.  "There  are  so  many  Mill- 
banks.  Do  you  know  what  Millbank  this  is, 
Harry?"  he  inquired  of  his  grandson,  who  had 
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listened  to  the  conversation  with  a  rather  em- 
barrassed and  even  agitated  spirit. 

"What,  sir;  yes,  Millbank?"  said  Con- 
ingsby. 

"  I  say,  do  you  know  who  this  Millbaak  is?" 

"  Oh  !  Miss  Millbank  :  yes,  I  believe,  that  is, 
I  know  a  daughter  of  the,  the  gentleman  who 
purchased  some  property  near  you." 

"  Oh !  that  fellow !  Has  he  got  a  daughter 
here  ? " 

"  The  most  beautiful  girl  in  Paris,"  said  the 
Attach^. 

"  Lady  Monmouth,  have  you  seen  this  beauty, 
that  Sidonia  is  going  to  marry? "  he  added,  with 
a  fiendish  laugh. 

"  I  ha*e  seen  the  young  lady,"  said  Lady 
Monmouth  ;  "but  I  had  not  heard  that  MoDsleui 
Sidonia  was  about  to  marry  her." 

"  Is  she  so  very  beautiful  ?  "  inquired  another 
gentleman, 

"  Yes,"  said  Lady  Monmouth,  calm,  but  pale. 

"  Poh  ! "  said  the  Marquess  again. 

"  I  assure  you  that  it  is  a  fact,"  said  the 
Attache,  "  not  at  least  an  on-dit.  I  have  it 
from  a  quarter  that  could  not  well  be  mis- 
taken." 

Behold  a  little  snatch  of  ordinary  dinner 
gossip  that  left  a  very  painful  impression  on  the 
minds  of  three  individuals  who  were  present 

The  name  of  Millbank  revived  in  Lord  Mon- 
mouth's mind  a  sense  of  defeat,  discomfiture, 
and  disgust;  Hellingsley,  lost  elections,  and 
Mr.  Rigby ;  three  subjects  which  Lord  Mon- 
mouth had  succeeded  for  a  time  in  expelling 
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from  his  sensations.  His  lordship  ttiought  that, 
in  all  probability,  this  beauty  of  whom  they 
spoke  so  highly  was  not  really  the  daughter  of 
his  foe ;  that  it  was  some  confusion  which  had 
arisen  from  the  similarity  of  names  :  nor  did  he 
believe  that  Sidonia  was  going  to  marry  her, 
whoever  she  might  be ;  but  a  variety  of  things 
had  been  said  at  dinner,  and  a  number  of 
images  had  been  raised  in  his  mind  that 
touched  his  spleen.  He  took  his  wine  freely, 
and,  the  usual  consequence  of  that  proceeding 
with  Lord  Monmouth,  became  silent  and 
sullen.  As  for  Lady  Monmouth,  she  had 
learnt  that  Sidonia,  whatever  might  be  the  re- 
sult, was  paying  very  marked  attention  to 
another  woman,  for  whom  undoubtedly  he  was 
giving  that  very  ball  which  she  had  flattered 
herself  was  a  homage  to  her  wishes,  and  for 
which  she  had  projected  a  new  dress  of  eclips- 
ing splendour. 

Coningsby  felt  quite  sure  that  the  story  of 
Sidonia's  marriage  with  Edith  was  the  most 
ridiculous  idea  that  ever  entered  into  the 
imagination  of  man ;  at  least  he  thought  he 
felt  quite  sure.  But  the  idlest  and  wilflest 
report  that  the  woman  you  love  is  about  to 
marry  another  is  not  comfortable,  Besides,  ht 
could  not  conceal  from  himself  that,  between 
the  Wallingers  and  Sidonia  there  existed  a  r-c 
markable  intimacy,  fully  extended  to  Ibta- 
niece.  He  had  seen  her  certainly  on  mw-- 
than  one  occasion  in  lengthened  and  Appn- 
ently  earnest  conversation  with  Sidoaw.  *ii 
i^-the-bye,  spoke  with  her  often     '    '         " 
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and  never  concealed  his  admiration  of  bet 
charms  ot  the  interest  he  found  in  her  society. 
And  Edith  ;  what,  after  all,  had  passed  between 
Edith  and  himself  which  should  at  all  gainsay 
this  report,  which  he  had  been  particularly 
assured  was  not  a  mere  report,  but  came  from  a 
quarter  that  could  not  well  be  mistaken  ?  She 
had  received  htm  with  kindness.  And  how 
should  she  receive  one  who  was  the  friend 
and  preserver  of  her  only  brother,  and  appa- 
rently the  intimate  and  cherished  acquaintance 
of  her  future  husband?  Coningsby  felt  that 
sickness  of  the  heart  that  accompanies  one's 
first  misfortune.  The  illusions  of  life  seemed 
to  dissipate  and  disappear.  He  was  miserable! 
he  had  no  confidence  in  himself,  in  his  future, 
After  all,  what  was  he?  A  dependent  on  a 
man  of  very  absolute  will  and  passions.  Could 
he  foi^et  the  glance  with  which  Lord  Mon- 
mouth caught  the  name  of  Millbank,  and  re- 
ceived the  intimation  of  Hellingsley?  It  was  a 
glance  for  a  Spagnoletto  or  a  Caravaggio  to 
catch  and  immortalise.  Why,  if  Edith  were 
not  going  to  marry  Sidonia,  how  was  he  ever  to 
marry  her,  even  if  she  cared  for  him  ?  Oh ! 
what  a  future  of  unbroken,  continuous,  inter- 
minable misery  awaited  him  !  Was  there  ever 
yet  born  a  being  with  a  destiny  so  dark  and 
dismal?  He  was  the  most  forlorn  of  men, 
utterly  wretched  !  He  had  entirely  mistaken 
his  own  character.  He  had  no  energy,  no 
abilities,  not  a  single  eminent  quality.     All  was 
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CHAPTER  V 

It  was  fated  that  Lady  Monmouth  should  not 
be  prescDt  at  that  ball,  the  anticipation  of  which 
had  occasioned  her  so  much  pleasure  and  some 
pangs. 

On  the  morning  after  that  slight  conversation, 
which  had  so  disturbed  the  souls,  though  un- 
consciously to  each  other,  of  herself  and 
Coningsby,  the  Marquess  was  driving  Lucretia 
up  the  avenue  Marigny  in  his  phaeton.  About 
the  centre  of  the  avenue  the  horses  took  fright, 
and  started  off  at  a  wild  pace.  The  Marquess 
was  an  experienced  whip,  calm,  and  with  exer- 
tion still  very  powerful.  He  would  have  soon 
mastered  the  horses,  had  not  one  of  the  reins 
unhappily  broken,  The  horses  swerved ;  the 
Marquess  kept  his  seat ;  Lucretia,  alarmed, 
sprang  up,  the  carriage  was  dashed  against  the 
trunk  of  a  tree,  and  she  was  thrown  out  of  it, 
at  the  very  instant  that  one  of  the  outriders  had 
succeeded  in  heading  the  equipage  and  check- 
ing the  horses. 

The  Marchioness  was  senseless.  Lord  Mon- 
mouth had  descended  from  the  phaeton;  several 
passengers  had  assembled ;  the  door  of  a  con- 
tiguous house  was  opened ;  there  were  offers  of 
service,  sympathy,  inquiries,  a  babble  of  tongues, 
great  confusion. 

"  Get  surgeons  and  send  for  her  maid,"  said 
Lord  Monmouth  to  one  of  his  servants. 

In    the    midst    of   this    distressing   tumult. 
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Sidonia,  on  horseback,  followed  by  a  groom, 
came  up  ihe  avenue  from  the  Champs  Elysees, 
The  empty  phaeton,  reins  broken,  horses  held 
by  strangers,  all  the  appearances  of  a  misad- 
venture, attracted  him.  He  recognised  the 
livery.  He  instantly  dismounted.  Moving 
aside  the  crowd,  he  perceived  Lady  Monmouth 
senseless  and  prostrate,  and  her  husband,  with- 
out assistance,  restraining  the  injudicious  efforts 
of  the  bystanders. 

"  Let  us  carry  her  in,  Lord  Monmouth,"  said 
Sidonia,  exchanging  a  recognition  as  he  took 
Lucrelia  in  his  arms,  and  bore  her  into  the 
dwelling  that  was  at  hand.  Those  who  were 
standing  at  the  door  assisted  him.  The  woman 
of  the  house  and  Lord  Monmouth  only  were 
present. 

"  I  would  hope  there  is  no  fracture,"  said 
Sidonia,  placing  her  on  a  sofa,  "  nor  does  it 
appear  to  me  that  Ihe  percussion  of  the  head, 
though  considerable,  could  have  been  fatally 
violent.  I  have  caught  her  pulse.  Keep  her 
in  a  horizontal  position,  and  she  will  soon  come 
to  herself." 

The  Marquess  seated  himself  in  a  chair  by 
the  side  of  the  sofa,  which  Sidonia  had  ad- 
vanced to  the  middle  of  the  room.  Lord 
Monmouth  was  silent  and  very  serious.  Si- 
donia opened  the  window,  and  touched  the 
brow  of  Lucretia  with  water.  At  this  moment 
M.  Villebecque  and  a  surgeon  entered  the 
chamber. 

"  The  brain  cannot  be  affected,  with  diat 
pulse,"  said  the  surgeon;  "there  is  no  fracture." 
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"  How  pa!e  she  is !  "  said  Lord  Monmouth, 
HP  if  he  were  examining  a  picture. 

"The  colour  seems  to  me  to  return,"  said 
Sidonta. 

The  surgeon  applied  some  restoratives  which 
he  had  brought  with  him.  The  face  of  the 
Marchioness  showed  signs  of  hfe;  she  stirred. 

"She  revives,"  said  the  surgeon. 

The  Marchioness  breathed  with  some  force ; 
again ;  then  half-opened  her  eyes,  and  then  in- 
stantly closed  them. 

"  If  I  could  but  get  her  to  lake  this  draught," 
said  the  surgeon. 

"  Slop  !  moisten  her  lips  first,"  said  Sidonia. 

They  placed  the  draught  to  her  mouth  ;  in  a 
moment  she  put  forth  her  hand  as  if  to  repress 
them,  then  opened  her  eyes  again,  and  sighed. 

"She  is  herself,"  said  the  surgeon. 

"  Lucretia  ! "  said  the  Marquess. 

"  Sidonia  ! "  said  the  Marchioness. 

Lord  Monmouth  looked  round  to  invite  his 
friend  to  come  forward. 

"  Lady  Monmouth ! "  said  Sidonia,  in  a  gentle 
voice. 

She  started,  rose  a  little  on  the  sofa,  stared 
around  her.     "  Where  am  I  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 

"  With  me,"  said  the  Marquess  ;  and  he  bent 
forward  to  her,  and  took  her  hand. 

"  Sidonia  ! "  she  again  exclaimed,  in  a  voice 
of  inquiry. 

"Is  here,"  said  Lord  Monmouth.  "He 
carried  you  in  after  our  accident." 

"  Accident !     Why  is  he  going  to  marry  ?  " 

The  Marquess  took  a  pinch  of  snutf. 
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There  was  an  awkward  pause  in  the  chamber. 

"  I  think  now,"  said  Sidonia  to  (be  surgeon, 
"  that  Lady  Monmouth  would  take  the  draught." 

She  refused  it. 

"Try  you,  Sidonia,"  said  the  Marquess, 
rather  drily. 

"You  feel  yourself  again?"  said  Sidonia, 
advancing. 

"  Would  I  did  not ! "  said  the  Marchioness, 
with  an  air  of  stupor.  "  What  has  happetied? 
Why  am  I  here  ?     Are  you  married  ?  " 

"  She  wanders  a  little,"  said  Sidonia. 

The  Marquess  look  another  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  I  could  have  borne  even  repulsion,"  said 
Lady  Monmouth,  in  a  voice  of  desolation,  "but 
not  for  another !  " 

"  M.  Viilebecque  !  "  said  the  Marquess. 

"My  Lord?" 

Lord  Monmouth  looked  at  him  with  that 
irresistible  scrutiny  which  would  daunt  a  gilley- 
slave ;  and  then,  after  a  short  pause,  said,  "  The 
carriage  should  have  arrived  by  this  time.  Lei 
us  get  home." 


CHAPTER  VI 

After  the  conversation  at  dinner  which  we 
have  noticed,  the  restless  and  disquieted  Con- 
ingsby wandered  about  Paris,  vainly  seeking  in 
the  distraction  of  a  great  city  some  relief  from 
the  excitement  of  his  mind.  His  first  lesolu- 
tion  was  immediately  to  depart  for  England; 
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but  when,  on  reflection,  he  was  mindful  that, 
after  all,  the  assertion  which  had  so  agitated 
him  might  really  he  without  foundation,  in 
spite  of  many  circumstances  that  to  his  regard- 
ful fancy  seemed  to  accredit  it,  his  firm  resolu- 
tion began  to  waver. 

These  were  the  first  pangs  of  jealousy  that 
Coningsby  had  ever  experienced,  and  they 
revealed  to  him  the  immensity  of  the  stake 
which  he  was  hazarding  on  a  most  uncertain 
die. 

The   next    morning   he   called   in   the   Rue 

I    Rivoii,  and  was  informed  that  the  family  were 

j    not   at   home.      He  was   returning  under  the 

]  arcades,  towards  the  Rue  St.  Florentin,  when 

1'   Sidonia  passed  him  in  an  opposite  direction,  on 

i    horseback,   and  at   a   rapid    rate.     Coningsby, 

;    who  was  not  observed  by  him,  could  not  resist 

a  strange  temptation  to  watch  for  a  moment 

\    his  progress.     He  saw  him  enter  the  court  of 

■   the    hotel  where   the   Wallinger   family  were 

'    staying.     Would  he  come  forth  immediately? 

No.     Coningsby  stood  still  and  pale.     Minute 

followed  minute.     Coningsby  flattered  himself 

that  Sidonia  was  only  speaking  to  the  porter. 

Then  he  would  fain  believe  Sidonia  was  writing 

a  note.     Then,  crossing  the  street,  he  mounted 

by   some    steps    the    terrace   of  the  Tuilenes, 

nearly  opposite  the  Hotel  of  the  Minister  of 

Fipance,  and  watched  the  house.     A  quarier 

of  an   hour  elapsed :    Sidonia  did   not    cone 

forth.     They  were  at  home  to  him  ;    only  to 

him.     Sick  at  heart,  uifinitely  wretched,  ftcaraety 

I  able  to  guide  his  steps,  dreading  even  to  mcex 
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an  acquaintance,  and  almost  feeling  that  his 
tongue  would  refuse  the  office  of  conversation, 
he  contrived  to  reach  his  grandfather's  hotel, 
and  was  about  to  burj'  himself  in  his  chamber, 
when  on  the  staircase  he  met  Flora. 

Coningsby  had  not  seen  her  for  the  last 
fortnight.  Seeing  her  now,  his  heart  smote 
him  for  his  neglect,  excusable  as  it  really  was. 
Any  one  else  at  this  time  he  would  have  hurried 
by  without  recognition,  but  the  gentle  and 
suffering  Flora  was  too  meek  to  be  rudely 
treated  by  so  kind  a  heart  as  Coningsby's. 

He  looked  at  her ;  she  was  pale  and  agitated. 
Her  step  trembled,  while  she  still  hastened  on. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  inquired  Coningsby 

"  My  Lord,  the  Marchioness,  are  in  danger, 
thrown  from  their  carriage."  Briefly  she  de- 
tailed to  Coningsby  all  that  had  occurred ;  that 
M.  Villebecque  had  already  repaired  to  them; 
that  she  herself  only  this  moment  had  learned 
the  intelligence  that  seemed  to  agitate  her  to 
the  centre.  Coningsby  instantly  turned  with 
her;  but  they  had  scarcely  emerged  from  the 
courtyard  when  the  carriage  approached  that 
brought  Lord  and  Lady  Monmouth  home. 
They  followed  it  into  the  court.  They  were 
immediately  at  its  door.  .. 

"All  is  right,  Harry,"  said  the  M&rqueis, 
calm  and  grave.  *. 

Coningsby  pressed  his  grandfather's  band. 
Then  he  assisted  Lucretia  to  alight. 

"I  am  quite  well,"  she  said,  "now," 

"But  you  must  lean  on  me,  dearest  Lady 
Monmouth,"    Coningsby   said    in    a    tone    of 
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,  tenderness,  as  he  felt  Lucreija.  aiatoK  SMitit^ 
from  him.  And  he  supported  bet  into  hw  ,Jn 
of  the  hotel. 

Lord     Monmouth      had        lingei«t;     ueiiMiC. 
Flora   crept   up   to    him,    and     wnJ     mmj^^^^ 
boldness   offered    her    arm      to     U.-.    -ti*»^m»^ 
He   looked   at  her  with    a    g[lant':  '■    -urpi^ 
and    then  a  softer  expression     '■■ 
an    almost  winning    sweetoes^ 
rare,  was  not  a  stranger    to     :> 
melted   his    features,    and     taki;^ 
humbly  presented,  he    said, 

"Ma  Petite,  you  look    mote  fii8&;**m^^L^ 
any  of  us.     Poor  child  !  '*  „. 

He  had  reached  the  top  <yf  tJie  %  .,  ■  .^^^ 
he  withdrew  his  arm  from    Floi. 
her  with  all  his  courtesy. 

"You  are  not  hurt,  then,  sir - 
to  ask  with  a  look  that  expr«; 
solicitude  which  her  tongue  did 
convey, 

" By  no  means,  my  good  hOic* 
■extended  his  hand  to  her,  w h-^-^  '^ 
.bent  over  and  embraced- 


CHAPTE  y 

When  Coningsby  had    r«r  ■. 
father's    hotel    that    mor' 
■determination  to  leave    i  ■ 
England;  but  the  accidc- 
Hiough,  as  it  ultimately  n-rr- 
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by  no  very  serious  consequences,  quite  dissi- 
pated this  intention.  It  was  impossible  Co  quit 
Ihem  so  crudely  at  such  a  moment.  So  he 
remained  another  day,  and  that  was  the  day 
preceding  Sidonia's  fete,  which  he  particularly 
resolved  not  to  attend.  He  felt  it  quite  im- 
possible that  he  could  again  endure  the  sight 
of  either  Sidonta  or  Edith,  He  looked  upon 
them  as  persons  who  had  deeply  injured  him; 
though  they  really  were  individuals  who  had 
treated  him  with  invariable  kindness.  But  he 
felt  their  existence  was  a  source  of  mortification 
and  misery  to  him.  With  these  feelings,  saun- 
tering away  the  last  hours  at  Paris,  disquieted, 
uneasy ;  no  present,  no  future ;  no  enjoyment, 
no  hope;  really,  positively,  undeniably  un- 
happy; unhappy  too  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life ;  the  first  unhappiness ;  what  a  companion 
piece  for  the  first  love !  Coningsby,  of  all 
places  in  the  world,  in  the  gardens  of  the 
Luxembourg,  encountered  Sir  Joseph  Wal- 
linger  and  Edith. 

To  avoid  them  was  impossible;  they  met 
face  to  face  ;  and  Sir  Joseph  stopped,  and 
immediately  reminded  him  that  it  was  three 
days  since  they  had  seen  him,  as  if  to  reproach 
him  for  so  unprecedented  a  neglect.  And  it 
seemed  that  Edith,  though  she  said  not  as 
much,  felt  the  same.  And  Coningsby  turned 
round  and  walked  with  them.  He  told  them 
he  was  going  to  leave  Paris  on  the  morrow. 

"And  miss  Monsieur  de  Sidonia's  fSte,  of 
which  we  have  all  talked  so  much  ! "  said  Edith, 
with  unaffected  suipme,  at\i  Mi  ex^TCssion  of 
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disappoiatment  which  she  in  vain  attempted  to 
conceal. 

"  The  festival  will  not  be  less  gay  for  my 
absence,"  said  Coningsby,  with  that  plaintive 
moroseness  not  unusual  to  despairing  lovers. 

"  If  we  were  all  to  argue  from  the  same 
premises,  and  act  accordingly,"  said  Edith,  "  the 
saloons  would  be  empty.  But  if  any  person's 
absence  would  he  remarked,  I  should  really 
have  thought  it  would  be  yours.  I  thought 
you  were  one  of  Monsieur  de  Sidonia's  great 
friends  ?  " 

"  He  has  no  friends,"  said  Coningsby,  "  No 
wise  man  has.     What  are  friends  ?     Traitors." 

Edith  looked  much  astonished.  And  then  she 
said, 

"  I  am  sure  you  have  not  quarrelled  with 
Monsieur  de  Sidonia,  for  we  have  just  parted 
with  him." 

"I  have  no  doubt  you  have,"  thought  Con- 
ingsby. 

"  And  it  is  impossible  to  speak  of  another  ir 
higher  terms  than  he  spoke  of  you."  Sir 
Joseph  observed  how  unusual  it  was  for  iSiab- 
sjeur  de  Sidonia  to  express  himself  so  vaia^. 

"Sidonia  is  a  great  man,  and  carries  e»cn 
thing  before  him,"  said  Coningsby.  "3  ^S 
nothing ;  I  cannot  cope  with  him  ;  'J  -ttii^ 
from  the  field." 

"  What  field  ?  "  inquired  Sir  Joeepc.  i«i»>ifc 
not  clearly  catch  the  drift  of  these  oii^sioa^K. 
"  It  appears  to  me  that  a  field  hr  jamr  ^ 
exactly  what  Sidonia  wants.  T^Kf-  ~  -*■  JJ 
for  his   abilities  and  inteUigerr:-.      -     - 
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his  energy  in  travelling  from  capital  to  capital 
liite  a  King's  messenger.     The  morning  a* 
his  f6le  he  is  going  to  Madrid." 

This  brought  some  reference  Co  their  mutual 
movements.  Edith  spoke  of  her  return  to 
Lancashire,  of  her  hope  that  Mr.  Coningsby 
would  soon  see  Oswald ;  but  Mr.  Coningsby 
informed  her  that  Chough  he  was  going  to  leave 
Paris,  he  had  no  intention  of  returning  to 
England ;  that  he  had  not  yet  quite  tnade 
up  his  mind  whither  he  should  go  ;  but  thougtd 
that  he  should  travel  direct  to  St.  Petersburg- 
He  wished  to  travel  overland  to  Astrachan. 
That  was  the  place  he  was  particularly  anxious 
to  visit. 

After  this  incomprehensible  announcement, 
they  walked  on  for  some  minutes  in  silence, 
broken  only  by  occasional  monosyllables,  with 
which  Coningsby  responded  at  hazard  to  the 
sound  remarks  of  Sir  Joseph.  As  they  ap- 
proached the  Palace  a  party  of  English  who 
were  visiting  the  Chamber  of  Peers,  and  who 
were  acquainted  with  Che  companions  of  Con- 
ingsby, encountered  them.  Amid  Che  mutual 
recognitions,  Coningsby  was  about  to  take  his 
leave  somewhat  ceremoniously,  but  Edith  held 
forth  her  hand,  and  said, 

"  Is  this  indeed  farewell  ?  " 

His  heart  was  agitated,  his  countenance 
changed ;  be  retained  her  hand  amid  the 
chattering  tourists,  too  full  of  their  criticisms 
and  their  egotistical  commonplaces  to  notice 
whac  was  passing.  A  sentimental  ebullition 
seemed  to  be  on  the  point  of  taking  place. 
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Their  eyes  met.  The  look  of  Edith  was 
mouinful  and  inquiring. 

"We  will  say  farewell  at  the  ball,"  said 
Coningsby,  and  she  rewarded  him  with  a  radiant 
smile. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

SiDONiA  lived  in  the  Fatjbourg  St.  Gei 
a.  large  hotel  that,  in  old  days,  had  belonged  to 
the  Crillons  ;  but  it  had  received  at  his  hands 
such  extensive  alterations,  that  nothing  of  the 
original  decoration,  and  little  of  its  arrange- 
ment, remained. 

A  flight  of  marble  steps,  ascending  from  a 
vast  court,  led  into  a  hall  of  great  dimensions, 
which  was  at  the  same  time  an  orangery  and  a 
gallery  of  sculpture.  It  was  illumined  b)-  a 
distinct,  yet  soft  and  subdued  light,  which  har- 
monised with  the  beautiful  repose  of  the  kc- 
rounding  forms,  and  with  the  exotic  peifna**_ 
that  was  wafted  about.  A  gallery  led  fro»r.  *zm 
hall  to  an  inner  hall  of  quite  a  different  -■jje 
acter ;  fantastic,  glittering,  variegated  iu!  ^ 
strange  shapes  and  dazzling  objects. 

The  roof  was  carved  and  gilt  in  tix:  nimi^^ 
comb  style  prevalent  in  the  Saracenic  u 
the  walls  were  hung  with  leatbei  flMq 
rich  and  vivid  patterns  ;  the  flow_««.  -^ 
of  mosaic ;  about  were  stati*e»  •■  a^ 
human  size  with  faces  of  wild  yai^^mt 
holding    in    their   outstret**"*   a*^ 
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tosches    that    blazed   with   an    almost    painful 
brilliancy. 

From  this  inner  hall  a  double  staircase  at 
white  marble  led  to  the  grand  suite  of  apait- 

These  saloons,  lofty,  spacious,  and  numerous, 
had  been  decorated  principally  in  encaustic  by 
the  most  celebrated  artists  of  Munich.  The 
three  principal  rooms  were  only  separated  from 
each  other  by  columns,  covered  with  rich 
hangings,  on  this  night  drawn  aside.  Tbe 
decoration  of  each  chamber  was  appropriate  tt 
its  purpose.  On  the  walls  of  the  bail-room 
nymphs  and  heroes  moved  in  measure  m 
Sicilian  landscapes,  or  on  the  azure  shores  of 
^gean  waters,  yrom  the  ceiling  beautiful 
divinities  threw  garlands  on  the  guests,  who 
seemed  surprised  that  the  roses,  unwilling  t 
quit  Olympus,  would  not  descend  on  earth. 
The  general  effect  of  this  fair  chamber  was 
heightened,  loo,  by  that  regulation  of  the  house 
which  did  not  permit  any  benches  in  the  ball- 
room. That  dignified  assemblage  who 
always  found  ranged  in  precise  discipline  against 
the  wall,  did  not  here  mar  the  flowing  grace  of 
the  festivity.  The  chaperons  had  no  cause  to 
complain.  A  large  saloon  abounded  in  otto- 
mans and  easy  chairs  at  their  service,  where 
their  delicate  charges  might  rest  when  weary, 
or  find  distraction  when  not  engaged 

All  the  world  were  at  this  fete  of  Sidonia. 
exceeded  ia  splendour  and  luxury  every  enti 
tainment  that  had  yet  been  given.    The  highest 
tank,  even  Princes  of  the  blood,  beauty,  fashion. 
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fame,  all  assembled  in  a  magnificent  and  illu- 
<  minated  palace,  resounding  with  exquisite 
I  melody. 

Coningsby,  though  somewhat  depressed,  was 
'not  insensible  to  the  magic  of  the  scene.  Since 
the  passage  in  the  gardens  of  the  Luxembourg, 
,that  tone,  that  glance,  he  had  certainly  felt 
'(Duch  relieyed,  happier.  And  yet  if  all  were, 
with  regard  to  Sidonia,  as  unfounded  as  he 
could  possibly  desire,  where  was  he  then  ?  Had 
he  forgotten  his  grandfather,  that  fell  look,  that 
voice  of  intense  detestation  ?  What  was  Mili- 
bank  to  hiin  ?  Where,  what  was  the  mystery  ? 
for  of  some  he  could  not  doubt.  The  Spanish 
parentage  of  Edith  had  only  more  perplexed 
Coningsby.  It  offered  no  solution.  There 
could  be  no  connection  between  a  Catalan 
family  and  his  mother,  the  daughter  of  a  clergy- 
man in  a  midland  county.  That  there  was  any 
relationship  between  the  Millbank  family  and 
his  mother  was  contradicted  by  the  conviction 
in  wiiich  he  had  been  brought  up,  that  his 
mother  bad  no  relations ;  that  she  returned  to 
England  utterly  friendless  ;  without  a  relative, 
a  connection,  an  acquaintance  to  whom  she 
could  appeal.  Her  complete  forlornness  was 
stamped  upon  his  brain.  Tender  as  were  his 
years  when  he  was  separated  from  her,  he  could 
yet  recall  the  very  phrases  in  which  she  deplored 
her  isolation  ;  and  there  were  numerous  pas- 
sages in  her  letters  which  alluded  to  it,  Con- 
ingsby had  taken  occasion  to  sound  the 
WalUngers  on  this  subject ;  but  he  felt  assured, 
from  the  manner  in  which  his  advances  were 
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met,  that  they  knew  nothing  of  his  di >—■ ^™ 

attributed  the  hostility  of  Mr.  Millbanlc  to  H* 
grandfather  solely  to  political  emulation  and 
local  rivalries.  Still  there  were  the  portrait 
and  the  miniature.  That  was  a  fact;  a  clue 
which  ultimately,  he  was  persuaded,  Diust  lead 
to  some  solution. 

Coningsby  had  met  with  great  social  success 
at  Paris.  He  was  at  once  a  favourite.  The 
Parisian  dames  decided  in  his  favour.  He  was 
a  specimen  of  the  highest  style  of  English 
beauty,  which  is  popular  in  France.  His  »ii 
was  acknowledged  as  distinguished.  The  men 
also  liked  him ;  he  had  not  quite  arrived  U 
that  age  when  you  make  enemies.  The  moment, 
therefore,  that  he  found  himself  in  the  saloons 
of  Sidonia,  he  was  accosted  by  many  whose 
notice  was  flattering ;  but  his  eye  wandered, 
while  he  tried  to  be  courteous  and  attempted  to 
be  sprightly.  Where  was  she?  He  had  nearly 
reached  the  ball-room  when  he  met  her.  She 
was  on  the  arm  of  Lord  Beaumanoir,  who  bad 
made  her  acquaintance  at  Rome,  and  origi- 
nally claimed  it  as  the  member  of  a  family 
who,  as  the  reader  may  perhaps  not  forget, 
had  experienced  some  kindnesses  from  the 
Mi  11  banks. 

There  were  mutual  and  hearty  recognitions 
between  the  young  men ;  great  explanations 
where  they  had  been,  what  they  were  doing 
where  they  were  going.  Lord  Beaumanoir  told 
Coningsby  he  had  introduced  stee pie-chases  at 
Rome,  and  had  parted  with  Sunbeam  to  the 
nephew   of  a   Cardinal.      Coningsby    securing 
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£^th'E  hand  for  the  next  dance,  they  all  moved 
on  together  to  het  aunt. 

Lady  Wallinger  was  indulging  in  some 
Roman  reminiscences  with  the  Marquess. 

"And  you  are  not  going  to  Astrachan  to- 
morrow?" said  Edith. 

"  Not  to-morrow,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  You  know  that  you  said  once  that  life  was 
too  stirring  in  these  days  to  permit  travel  to  a 
man  ?  " 

"  I  wish  nothing  was  stirring,"  said  Coningsby, 
"  I  wish  nothing  to  change.  All  that  I  wish  is, 
that  this  fete  should  never  end," 

"Is  it  possible  that  you  can  be  capricious? 
You  perplex  me  very  much." 

"  Am  I  capricious  because  I  dislike  change  ?  " 

"  But  Astrachan  ?  " 

"It  was  the  air  of  the  Luxembourg  that 
reminded  me  of  the  Desert,"  said  Coningsby. 

Soon  after  this  Coningsby  led  Edith  to  the 
dance.  It  was  at  a  ball  that  he  had  first  met 
her  at  Paris,  and  this  led  to  other  reminiscences  ; 
all  most  interesting.  Coningsby  was  perfectly 
happy.  All  mysteries,  all  difficulties,  were 
driven  from  his  recollection;  he  lived  only  in 
the  exciting  and  enjoyable  present.  Twenty- 
one  and  in  love ! 

Some  time  after  this,  Coningsby,  who  was 
inevitably  separated  from  Edith,  met  his  host, 

"  Where  have  you  been,  child,"  said  Sidonia, 
"that  I  have  not  seen  you  for  some  daysi"  I 
am  going  to  Madrid  to-morrow." 

"And  I  must  think,  I  suppose,  of  Cam- 
bridge." 
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"  Well,  you  have  seen  something ;  you  will 
find  it  more  profitable  when  you  have  digested 
it ;  and  you  will  have  opportunity.  That's  the 
true  spring  of  wisdom  ;  meditate  over  the  past. 
Adventure  and  Contemplation  share  out  being 
like  day  and  night." 

The  resolute  departure  for  England  on  the 
morrow  had  already  changed  into  a  supposed 
necessity  of  thinking  of  returning  to  Cambridge. 
In  fact,  Coningsby  felt  that  to  quit  Paris  and 
Edith  was  an  impossibility.  He  silenced  the 
remonstrance  of  his  conscience  by  the  expedieol 
of  keeping  a  half-term,  and  had  no  difficulty  in 
persuading  himself  that  a  short  delay  in  taking 
his  degree  could  not  really  be  of  the  slightest 
consequence. 

It  was  the  hour  for  supper.  The  guests  at  a 
French  ball  are  not  seen  to  advantage  at  this 
period.  The  custom  of  separating  the  sexes 
for  this  refreshment,  and  arranging  that  the 
Indies  should  partake  of  it  by  themselves, 
though  originally  founded  in  a  feeling  of  con- 
sideration and  gallantry,  and  with  the  deter- 
mination to  secure,  under  all  circumstances, 
the  convenience  and  comfort  of  the  fair  sex,  is 
really,  in  its  appearance  and  its  consequeoces, 
anything  but  European,  and  produces  a  scene 
which  rather  reminds  one  of  the  harem  of  t 
sultan  than  a  hall  of  chivalry.  To  judge  from 
the  countenances  of  the  favoured  fair,  ihey 
are  not  themselves  particularly  pleased ;  ana 
when  their  repast  is  over  they  necessarily  re- 
turn to  empty  halls,  and  are  deprived  of  the 
dance  at  the  very  momem,  when  they  may  fed 
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poost  inclined  to  participate  in  its  giacdal  et- 

;    citeraent. 

These  somewhat  ungracious  arcantaOacxs, 
however,  were  not  attendant  oo  the  fesdvml  of 
this  night.  There  w^  opened  in  tfie  Hotel 
of  Sidonia  for  the  first  time  a  baoqaetiog-nxxn 

.  which  could  contain  with  coavemence  aU  tbe 
guests.  It  was  avast  chamber  of  white  marU^ 
the  golden  panels  of  tbe  walb  cootainiag  fesbve 
sculptures  by  Scbwantbater,  rdiered  b<r  encaoitic 
tinting.  In  its  centre  was  a  fountara,  a  gronp 
of  Bacchantes  endiciing  CHonTKW;  and  fron 
this  fountain,  as  from  a  Star,  dnttfiei  tbe 
various  tables  liom  wfaid>  fpfai^  oraag&4ices 
in  fruit  and  flower. 

Tbe  banquet  had  bat  one  faak ;  Cooiagibr 
was  separated  firom  Edith.  Tbe  Docbes*  of 
Gntnd  Cairo,  tbe  beautiM  wife  of  the  beir  ol 
one  of  the  Imperial  illvstrauont,  had  detei- 
mined  to  appropriate  Coningsbf  as  her  ca»atw 
for  the  moment.  Dbtracted,  be  made  his 
escape ;  but  his  wandering  eje  co^U  not  find 
the  object  of  its  search ;  and  be  Ml  prisooer  to 
the  charming  Princess  de  Petitpoia,  a  Cai&« 
chieftain,  whose  witty  words  i 
of  fallen  dynasties  and  a  1 

Behold  a  scene  brilliant  i 
in  splendour !     All  the 
at  this  moment  were  such  as 
the  imagination  of  Coning 
Edith,  he  had  still  the 
the  paragon  of  that  btigM 
summate   being   whom    he  adcneil 


J 


F 
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serenade,  and  had  bestowed  on  him  a  glance 
than  moonlight  I  The  lord  of  the  ^lac^ 
more  distinguished  even  for  his  capacity  than 
his  boundless  treasure,  was  his  chosen  friend; 
gained  under  circumstances  of  romantic  in- 
terest, when  the  reciprocal  influeoce  of  thdr 
personal  qualities  was  affected  by  no  accessor; 
knowledge  of  tbeir  worldly  positions.  He  him- 
self waj  in  the  very  bloom  of  youth  and 
health ;  the  child  of  a  nobie  house,  rich  for  hij 
present  wants,  and  with  a  future  of  considerable 
fortunes.  Entrancing  love  and  dazzling  frieod- 
ship,  a  high  ambition  and  the  pride  of  know- 
ledge, the  consciousness  of  a  great  prosperity, 
the  vague,  daring  energies  of  the  high  pulse 
of  twenty-one,  all  combined  to  stimulate  his 
sense  of  existence,  which,  as  he  looked  around 
him  at  the  beautiful  objects  and  listened  to  the 
delicious  sounds,  seemed  to  him  a  dispensation 
of  almost  supernatural  ecstasy. 

About  an  hour  after  this,  the  ball-rooui  still 
full,  but  the  other  saloons  gradually  emptying 
Coningsby  entered  a  chamber  which  seemed 
deserted.  Yet  he  heard  sounds,  as  it  were,  of 
earnest  conversation.  It  was  a  voice  that 
invited  his  progress ;  he  advanced  another  step, 
then  suddenly  stopped.  There  were  two  indi- 
viduals in  the  room,  by  whom  he  was  unnoticed. 
They  were  Sidooia  and  Miss  Millbank.  They 
were  sitting  on  a  sofa,  Sidonia  holding  her  hand 
and  endeavouring,  as  it  seemed,  to  soothe  her. 
Her  tones  were  tremulous ;  but  the  expression 
of  her  face  was  fond  and  confiding.  It  was  all 
the  work  of  a  moment.     Coningsby  instantly 
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withdrew,  yet  could  not  escape  hearing  an 
earnest  request  from  Edith  to  her  companion 
that  he  would  write  to  her. 

In  a  few  seconds  Coningsby  had  quitted  the 
hotel  of  Sidonia,  and  the  next  day  found  him 
on  his  road  to  England. 


END  OF   BOOK   VI 
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CHAPTER    I 


2 


It  was  one  of  those  gorgeous  and  enduring 
sunsets  that  seemed  to  linger  as  if  they  wished 
to  celebrate  the  mid-period  of  the  year.  Per- 
haps the  beautiful  hour  of  impending  twilight 
never  exercises  a  more  effective  influence  on 
the  soul  than  when  it  descends  on  the  aspect  of 
some  distant  and  splendid  city.  What  a  con- 
trast between  the  serenity  and  repose  of  oui 
own  bosoms  and  the  fierce  passions  and 
destructive  cares  girt  in  the  walls  of  that  multi- 
lude  whose  domes  and  towers  rise  in  purple 
lustre  against  the  resplendent  horizon  ! 

And  yet  the  disturbing  emotions  of  existence' 
and  the  bitter  inheritance  of  humanity  should 
exercise  but  a  modified  sway,  and  entail  but 
a  light  burden,  within  the  circle  of  the  city  into 
which  the  next  scene  of  our  history  leads  us.. 
For  it  is  the  sacred  city  of  study,  of  learning, 
and  of  faith  ;  and  the  declining  beam  is  resting. 
on  the  dome  of  the  Radcliffe,  lingering  on  thfe 
towers  of  Christchurch  and  Magdalen,  sanof! 
tifying  the  spires  and  pinnacles  of  holy  St. 
Mary's, 

I  A  young  Oxonian,  who  had  for  some  time; 

^^^  been  watching  the  city  in  the  sunset,  from  s 
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rlsiDg  ground  in  its  vicinity,  lost,  as  ii  would 
seem,  in  meditation,  suddenly  rose,  and  looking 
at  his  watch,  2s  if  remindful  of  some  cngage- 

nt,  hastened  his  return  at  a  rapid  pace.  He 
reached  the  High  Street  as  the  Blenheim  light 
post  coach  dashed  up  to  the  Star  Hotel,  with 
that  brilliant  precision  which  even  the  Ntw 
Generation  can  remember,  and  yet  which 
already  ranks  among  the  traditions  of  English 
manners.  A  peculiar  and  most  animating  spec- 
tacle used  to  be  the  arrival  of  a  first-rate  light 

ich  in  a  country  town  !  The  small  machine, 
crowded  with  so  many  passengers,  the  foaming 
and  curvetting  leaders,  the  wheelers  more  steady 
and  glossy,  as  if  they  had  not  done  their  ten 
miles  in  the  hour,  the  triumphant  bugle  of  the 
guard,  and  the  haughty  routine  with  which  the 
driver,  as  he  reached  his  goal,  threw  his  whip 
to  the  obedient  ostlers  in  attendance ;  and,  not 
least,  the  staring  crowd,  a.  little  awestruck,  and 
looking  for  the  moment  at  the  lowest  official  of 
the  stable  with  considerable  respect,  altogether 
made  B  picture  which  one  recollects  with  cheer- 
fulness, and  misses  now  in  many  a  dreary 
market-town. 

Our  Oxonian  was  a  young  man  about  the 
noiddle  height,  and  naturally  of  a  thoughtful 
expression  and  rather  reserved  mien.  The 
general  character  of  his  countenance  was, 
indeed,  a  little  stern,  but  it  broke  into  an 
almost  bewitciiing  smile,  and  a  blush  suffused 
his  face,  as  he  sprang  forward  and  welcomed 
an  individual  about  the  same  age,  who  had 
jumped  off  the  Blenheim. 
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■     •••  "Well,  Coningsby! "he  exclaimed,  extending  1 

'         both  his  hands.  I 

"  By  Jove !  my  dear  Millbank,  we  bave  met    I 

at  !asV'  said  his  friend.  | 

And  here  we  must  for  a  moment  revMt  to 
what  had  occurred  to  Coningsby  since  he  so 
suddenly  quitted  Paris  at  the  beginning  of  the 
year.  The  wound  he  had  received  was  deep  to 
one  unused  to  wounds.  Yet,  after  all,  none  bad 
outraged  his  feelings,  no  one  had  betrayed  his 
hopes.  He  had  loved  one  who  had  loved 
another.  Misery,  but  scarcely  tiumiliadoa 
And  yet  'tis  a  bitter  pang  under  any  circum- 
stances to  find  another  preferred  to  yourwlf- 
It  is  about  the  same  blow  as  one  would  probably 
feel  if  falling  from  a  balloon.  Youi  Icaiiao 
Sight  melts  into  a  grovelling  existence,  scarcely 
superior  to  that  of  a  sponge  or  a  coral,  or 
redeemed  only  from  utter  insensibility  by  your 
frank  detestation  of  your  rival.  It  is  quite 
impossible  to  conceal  that  Coningsby  bad 
imbibed  for  Sidonia  a  certain  degree  of  aver- 
sion, which,  in  these  days  of  exaggerated  phrase, 
might  even  be  described  as  hatred.  And  Edith 
was  so  beautiful !  And  there  had  seemed  be- 
tween them  a  sympathy  so  native  and  spon- 
taneous, creating  at  once  the  charm  of  intimacy 
without  any  of  the  disenchanting  attributes  that 
are  occasionally  its  consequence.  He  would 
recall  the  tones  of  her  voice,  the  expression  of 
her  soft  dark  eye,  the  airy  spirit  and  frank 
graciousness,  sometimes  even  the  flattering 
blush,  with  which  she  had  ever  welcomed  one 
of  whom  she  had  heard  so  long  and  so  kindly- 
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It  seemed,  to  use  a  sweet  and  homely  phrase, 
that  they  were  made  for  each  other ;  the  cir- 
cumstances of  their  mutual  destinies  might 
have  combined  into  one  enchanting  fate. 

And  yet,  had  she  accorded  him  that  peerless 
boon,  her  heart,  with  what  aspect  was  he  to 
communicate  this  consummation  of  ail  his 
hopes  to  his  grandfather,  ask  Lord  Monmouth 
for  his  blessing,  and  the  gracious  favour  of  an 
establishment  for  the  daughter  of  his  foe,  of  a 
man  whose  name  was  never  mentioned  except 
to  cloud  his  visage?  Ah !  what  was  that  mystery 
that  connected  the  haughty  house  of  Coningsby 
with  the  humble  blood  of  the  Lancashire  manu- 
facturer ?  Why  was  the  portrait  of  his  mother 
beneath  the  roof  of  Millbank  ?  Coningsby  had 
delicately  touched  upon  the  subject  both  with 
Edith  and  the  Wallingers,  but  the  result  of  his 
inquiries  only  involved  the  question  in  deeper 
gloom.  Edith  had  none  but  maternal  relatives  : 
more  than  once  she  had  mentioned  this,  and 
the  Wallingers,  on  other  occasions,  had  con- 
firmed the  remark.  Coningsby  had  sometimes 
drawn  the  conversation  to  pictures,  and  he 
would  remind  her  with  playfulness  of  their  first 
unconscious  meeting  in  the  gallery  of  the  Rue 
Tronchet ;  then  he  remembered  that  Mr.  Mill- 
bank  was  fond  of  pictures ;  then  he  recollected 
some  specimens  of  Mr.  Millbank's  collection, 
and  after  touching  on  several  which  could  not 
excite  suspicion,  he  came  to  "a  portrait,  a 
portrait  of  a  lady ;  was  it  a  portrait  or  an  ideal 
countenance  ? " 

Edith  thought  she  had  heard  it  was  a  portrait. 


ame    \ 
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but  she  was  by  no  means  certain,  and  raosi  | 
assuredly  was  quite  unacquainted  with  the  name 
of  the  original,  if  there  were  an  original 

Coningsby  addressed  himself  to  the  point 
with  Sir  Joseph.  He  inquired  of  the  uncle 
explicitly  whether  be  knew  anything  00  the  , 
subject,  Sir  Joseph  was  of  opinion  that  it 
was  something  that  Millbank  had  somewhere  J 
"picked  up,"  MiUbank  used  often  to  "pickup" 
pictures. 

Disappointed  in  his  love,  Coningsby  s 
refuge  in  the  excitement  of  study,  and  i 
brooding  imagination  of  an  aspiring  spirit  Tb 
softness  of  his  heart  seemed  to  have  quitte 
him  for  ever.  He  recurred  to  his  habitiu 
reveries  of  political  greatness  and  public  < 

tinction.     And  as  it  ever  seemed  to  him  t1  

no  preparation  could  be  complete  for  the  cuee 
which  he  planned  for  himself,  he  devoted  bin 
self  with  increased  ardour  to  that  digestion  ( 
knowledge  which  converts  it  into  wisdom.  Hi 
life  at  Cambridge  was  now  a  life  of  seclnsioi 
With  the  exception  of  a  few  Eton  friends,  b 
avoided  all  society.  And,  indeed,  his  acquis 
tions  during  this  term  were  such  as  few  hai 
equalled,  and  could  only  have  been  mastere 
by  a  mental  discipline  of  a  severe  and  exalte 
character.  At  the  end  of  the  term  Coningsb 
took  his  degree,  and  in  a  few  days  was  about  I 
quit  thai  university  where,  on  the  whole,  he  h* 
passed  three  serene  and  happy  years  in  tb 
society  of  fond  and  faithful  friends,  and  | 
ennobling  pursuits.  He  had  many  plans  fa 
his  impending  movements,  yet  m 
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yery  mature  ones.  Lord  Vere  wished  Con- 
jngsby  to  visit  his  family  in  the  north,  and 
afterwards  to  go  to  Scotland  together:  Con- 
ingsby  was  more  inclined  to  travel  for  a  year. 
Amid  this  hesitation  a  circumstance  occurred 
which  decided  him  to  adopt  neither  of  these 
courses. 

It  was  Commencement,  and  coming  out  of 
the  quadrangle  of  St.  John's,  Coningsby  came 
suddenly  upon  Sir  Joseph  and  Lady  Wallinger, 
who  were  visiting  the  marvels  and  rarities  of  the 
university.  They  were  alone.  Coningsby  was 
fi  little  embarrassed,  for  he  could  not  forget  the 
abrupt  manner  in  which  he  had  parted  from 
them  ;  but  they  greeted  him  with  so  much  cor- 
diality that  he  instantly  recovered  himself,  and, 
turning,  became  their  companion.  He  hardly 
ventured  to  ask  after  Edith:  at  length,  in  a 
depressed  tone  and  a  hesitating  manner,  he 
inquired  whether  they  had  lately  seen  Miss 
Millbank.  He  was  himself  surprised  at  the 
extreme  light h carted ness  which  came  over  him 
the  moment  he  heard  she  was  in  England,  at 
Millbank,  with  her  family.  He  always  very 
much  liked  Lady  Wallinger,  but  this  morning 
be  hung  over  her  like  a  lover,  lavished  on  her 
unceasing  and  the  most  delicate  attentions, 
seemed  to  exist  only  in  the  idea  of  making  the 
■Wallingers  enjoy  and  understand  Cambridge ; 
no  one  else  was  to  be  their  guide  at  any  place 
or  under  any  circumstances.  He  told  them 
exactly  what  they  were  to  see ;  how  they  were 
fo  see  it ;  when  they  were  to  see  it.  He  told 
them    of   things    which    nobody   did  see,  but 
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which  ihey  should.  He  insisled  that  Sir  Joseph 
should  dine  with  him  in  hall ;  Sir  Joseph  could 
not  think  of  leaving  Lady  VVallinger;  Lady  Wal- 
linger  could  not  think  of  Sir  Joseph  missing  an 
opportunity  that  might  never  offer  again.  Be- 
sides, they  might  both  join  her  after  dinner. 
Except  to  give  her  husband  a  dinner,  Coningsby 
evidently  intended  never  to  leave  her  side. 

And  the  next  morning,  the  occasion  favour- 
able, being  alone  with  the  lady,  Sir  Joseph 
bustling  about  a  carriage,  Coningsby  said 
suddenly,  with  a  countenance  a  little  disturbed, 
and  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  was  pleased,  I  meai 
surprised,  to  hear  that  there  was  still  a  Mi* 
Millbank;  I  thought  by  this  time  she  migb 
have  borne  another  name  ?  " 

Lady  Wallinger  looked  at  him  with  »a  e 
pression  of  some  perplexity,  and  theo  sai( 
"  Yes,  Edith  was  much  admired ;  but  she  net 
not  be  precipitate  in  marrying.  Mani^e  13  fi 
a  woman  t/ie  event,  Edith  is  too  precious  f 
be  carelessly  bestowed." 

"  But  I  understood,"  said  Coningsby,  ' 
I  left  Paris,"  and  here  he  became  very  cotlAise 
"  that  Miss  Millbank  was  engaged,  on  the  ^Mib 
of  marriage." 

"With  whom?" 

"Our friend  Sidonia." 

"I  am  sure  that  Edith  would  never  b 
Monsieur  de  Sidonia,  nor  Monsieur  de  Sidoui 
Edith.    'Tis  a  preposterous  idea ! "  said  L 
Wallinger. 

"  But   he   very   much    admired    her  ? "   I 
Coningsby  with  a  searching  eye. 


;  very  atteotive  to  I 
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"Possibly,"  said  Lady  Wj^ 
never  even  intimated  his  :   ' 

"But   he  ' 
bank?" 

"Not    more   than    our  iotimat^ 
authorized,  and  might  expect." 

"  You  have  known  Sidonia  a  lonj;  Liiij-_ 

"  It  was  Monsieur  de  Sidonia'a  [aii«ii  ■ 
troduced  us  to  the  care  of  Mr.  WaiUdfjcr  __ 
I^dy  WaUinger,  "and  therd'oie  I  luv:  miu' 
entertained  for  his  son  a  sincere  re^rc.  Lcnslci, 
I  loolc  upon  him  as  a  compatriot, 
has  beeD  even  more  than  usually  kiri 
especially  to  Edith.  While  we  « 
recovered  for  her  a  great  numlie:  j 
which  had  been  left  to  her  by  be:  , 
Spain ;  and,  what  she  prized  inlimidi 
the  whole  of  her  mother's  conesponiit:i 
she  maintained  with  this  relative  „'i 
marriage.  Nothing  but  the  toflueacc  t.< 
could  have  effected  this.  Therefoti_-,  •;' 
Edith  is  attached  to  him  almost  a: 
I  am.  In  short,  he  is  our  deaiest  J 
counsellor  in  all  our  cares.  But  aa  ~ 
him,  the  idea  is  ridiculous  to  1  _  _ 
Monsieur  Sidonia.  No  earthl)'  t 
would  ever  induce  him  to  ' 
race  on  which  he  ptidi.-; 
there  are  other  obvious  oi, . 
render  an  alliance  betwei:i 
Utterly  impossible :  Edith  i; 
her  religion  as  Monsieur  Si^ 
race." 

A  ray  of    light    flashed   gQ.J 
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Coningsbjr  as  Lady  Wallinger  said  these  wocdi 
The  agitated  interview,  which  never  could  be 
explained  away,  already  appeared  in  quite  i 
different  point  of  view.  He  became  pensive, 
remained  silent,  was  relieved  when  Sir  Josejrii, 
whose  return  he  had  hitherto  deprecated, 
appeared.  Coningsby  learnt  in  the  course 
the  day  that  the  Wallingers  were  about  to  mat^ 
and  immediately,  a  visit  to  Hellingsley;  thai 
first  visit ;  indeed,  this  was  the  first  year  that 
Mr.  MiUbank  had  taken  up  his  abode  there. 
He  did  not  much  like  the  change  of  life,  Sir 
Joseph  told  Coningsby,  but  Edith  was  delighted 
with  Hellingsley,  which  Sir  Joseph  understood 
was  a  very  distinguished  place,  with  fine  garden* 
of  which  his  niece  was  particularly  fond. 

When  Coningsby  returned  to  his  rooms, 
those  rooms  which  he  was  soon  about  to  qnit 
for  ever,  in  arranging  some  papers  preparaioij 
to  his  removal,  his  eye  lighted  on  a  too-long 
unanswered  letter  of  Oswald  Millbank.  Cod- 
in[;sby  had  often  projected  a  visit  to  Oxford, 
which  he  much  desired  to  make,  but  hitherto 
it  had  been  impossible  for  him  to  effect  it, 
except  m  the  absence  of  Millbank  ;  and  he  M 
frequently  postponed  it  that  he  might  combine 
his  first  visit  to  that  famous  seat  of  learning 
with  one  to  his  old  schoolfellow  and  friend. 
Now  that  was  practicable.  And  immediately 
Coningsby  wrote  to  apprise  Millbank  that  he 
had  taken  his  degree,  was  free,  and  prepared  to 
pay  to  him  immediately  the  long -projected  visit 
Three  years  and  more  had  elapsed  since  thef 
had  quitted  Eton.     How  much  had  happened 
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1  the  interval !  What  new  ideas,  new  feelings, 
ast  and  novel  knowledge  !  Though  they  had 
,Dt  met,  they  were  nevertheless  familiar  with 
the  progress  and  improvement  of  each  other's 
minds.  Their  suggestive  correspondence  was 
too  valuable  to  both  of  them  to  have  been 
otherwise  than  cherished.  And  now  they  were 
to  meet  on  the  eve  of  entering  that  world  for 
which  they  had  made  so  sedulous  a  preparation. 


CHAPTER    II 

There  are  few  things  in  life  more  interesting 
than  an  unrestrained  interchange  of  ideas  with 
a  congenial  spirit,  and  there  are  few  things  more 
rare.  How  very  seldom  do  you  encounter  in 
the  world  a  man  of  great  abilities,  acquirements, 
experience,  who  will  unmask  his  mind,  unbutton 
his  brains,  and  pour  forth  in  careless  and  pic- 
turesque phrase  all  the  results  of  his  studies 
and  observation  ;  his  knowledge  of  men,  books, 
and  nature.  On  the  contrary,  if  a  man  has 
by  any  chance  what  he  conceives  an  original 
idea,  he  hoards  it  as  if  it  were  old  gold ;  and 
rather  avoids  the  subject  with  which  he  is  most 
conversant,  from  fear  that  you  may  appropriate 
his  best  thoughts.  One  of  the  principal  causes 
of  our  renowned  dulness  in  conversation  is  our 
extreme  intellectual  jealousy.  It  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  in  this  respect  authors,  but  especially 
poets,  bear  the  palm.  They  never  think  they 
are  sufficiently  appreciated,  and  live  in  tremor 


remor         J 
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lest  a  brother  should  distinguish  himsetf. 
Artists  have  the  repute  of  being  nearly  as  bad 
And  as  tor  the  small  rising  politician,  a  clever 
speech  by  a  supposed  rival  or  suspected  can- 
didate foroffice  destroys  his  appetite  and  disturbs 
his  slumbers. 

One  of  the  chief  delights  and  benefits  of 
travel  is,  that  one  is  perpetually  meeting  men  of 
great  abilities,  of  original  mind,  and  rare  acquire- 
ments, who  will  converse  without  reserve.  In 
these  discourses  the  intellect  mstkes  daring 
leaps  and  marvellous  advances.  The  tone  that 
colours  our  after-life  is  often  caught  in  these 
chance  colloquies,  and  the  bent  given  that 
shapes  a  career. 

And  yet  perhaps  there  is  no  occasion  whea 
the  heart  is  more  open,  Che  brain  more  quick, 
the  memory  more  rich  and  happy,  or  the  tongue 
more  prompt  and  eloquent,  than  when  two 
school-day  friends,  knit  by  every  sympathy  of 
intelligence  and  aiTection,  meet  at  the  close 
of  their  college  careers,  after  a  long  separation, 
hesitating,  as  it  were,  on  the  verge  of  active  life, 
and  compare  together  their  conclusions  of  [he 
interval ;  impart  to  each  other  all  their  thought! 
and  secret  plans  and  projects  ;  high  fancies  and 
noble  aspirations ;  glorious  visions  of  personal 
fame  and  national  regeneration. 

Ah  !  why  should  such  enthusiasm  ever  die  I 
Life  is  too  short  to  be  little.  Man  is  never 
so  manly  as  when  he  feels  deeply,  acts  boldly, 
and  expresses  himself  with  frankness  and  with 
fervour. 

Most  assuredly  there  never  was  a  congress  of 
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friendship  wberem  more  was  said  and  Telt  than 
in  this  meeting,  so  long  projected,  and  yet  per- 
haps on  the  whole  so  happily  procrastinated, 
between  Coningsby  and  Millbank,  In  a  moment 
they  seemed  as  If  they  had  never  parted.  Theit 
faithful  correspondence  indeed  had  maintained 
the  chain  of  sentiment  unbroken.  But  details 
are  only  for  conversaiion.  Each  poured  forth 
his  mind  without  stint.  Not  an  author  that 
had  influenced  their  taste  or  judgment  but  was 
canvassed  and  criticised  ;  not  a  iheory  they  had 
framed  or  a  principle  they  had  adopted  that 
was  not  confessed.  Often,  with  boyish  glee  still 
lingering  with  their  earnest  purpose,  they  shouted 
as  they  discovered  that  they  had  formed  the  same 
opinion  or  adopted  the  same  conclusion.  They 
Ulked  all  day  and  late  into  the  night.  They 
condensed  into  a  week  the  poignant  conclusions 
of  three  years  of  almost  unbroken  study.  And 
one  night,  as  they  sat  together  in  Millbank's 
rooms  at  Oriel,  their  conversation  having  for 
some  time  taken  a  political  colour,  Millbank  said, 

"  Now  tell  me,  Coningsby,  exactly  what  you 
conceive  to  be  the  state  of  parties  in  this 
country ;  for  it  seems  to  me  that  if  we  pene- 
trate the  surface,  the  classification  must  he 
more  simple  than  their  many  names  would 
intimate." 

"The  principle  of  the  exclusive  constitution 
of  England  having  been  conceded  by  the  Acts 
of  1827-8-32,"  said  Coningsby,  "a  party  has 
arisen  in  the  State  who  demand  that  the 
principle    of    poUtical    liberalism  shall  conse- 

>fidy  he  carried    to   its  extent ;    which   it 
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appears  to  ihetn  is  impossible  without  getting 
rid  of  the  fr^menls  of  the  old  constitution  thit 
remaiu.  This  is  the  destructive  party;  a  party 
with  distinct  and  inteUigible  principles.  They 
seek  a  specific  for  the  evils  of  our  social  system 
in  the  general  suffrage  of  the  population. 

"They  are  resisted  by  another  party,  who, 
having  given  up  exclusion,  would  only  embrace 
as  much  liberalism  as  is  necessary  for  the 
moment;  who,  without  any  embarrassing  pro- 
mulgation of  principles,  wish  to  keep  things  as 
they  find  them  as  long  as  they  can,  and  then  . 
will  manage  thetn  as  they  find  them  as  well  as 
they  can  :  but  as  a  party  must  have  the  sem- 
blance of  principles,  they  take  the  names  of 
v'  the  things  that  they  have  destroyed.  Thus  they 
A  are  devoted  to  the  prerogatives  of  the  Crown, 
although  in  truth  the  Crown  has  been  stripped 
of  every  one  of  its  prerogatives ;  they  affect  a 
great  veneration  for  the  constitution  in  Church 
and  Stale,  though  every  one  knows  that  the  con- 
stitution in  Church  and  State  no  longer  exists ; 
they  are  ready  to  stand  or  fall  with  the  •  inde- 
pendence of  the  Upper  House  of  Parhament,' 
though,  in  practice,  they  are  perfectly  awaie 
that,  with  their  sanction,  'the  Upper  House' 
has  abdicated  its  initiatory  functions,  and  now 
serves  only  as  a  court  of  review  of  the  legisla^ 
tion  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Whenever 
pubhc  opinion,  which  this  party  i^ver  attempts 
to  form,  to  educate,  or  to  lead,  falls  into  some 
violent  perplexity,  passion,  or  caprice,  this  party 
yields  without  a  struggle  to  the  impulse,  and, 
when  the  storm  has  passed,  attempts  to  obstruct 
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and  obviate  the  logical  and,  ultimately,  the  in- 
evitable results  of  the  very  measures  tbey  have 
themselves  originaleii,  or  to  which  they  have 
consented.     This  is  the  Conservative  party. 

"  I  care  not  whether  men  are  called  Whigs  or 
Tories,  Radicals  or  Chartists,  or  by  what  nick- 
name a  bustling  and  thoughtless  race  may 
designate  themselves ;  but  these  two  divisions 
comprehend  at  present  the  English  nation. 

"With  regard  to  the  first  school,  I  for  one 
have  no  faith  in  the  remedial  quaUties  of  a 
government  carried  on  by  a  neglected  de- 
mocracy, who,  for  three  centuries,  have  received 
no  education.  What  prospect  does  it  offer  us 
of  those  high  principles  of  conduct  with  which 
we  have  fed  our  imaginations  and  strengthened 
our  will  ?  I  perceive  none  of  the  elements  of 
government  that  should  secure  the  happiness  of 
a  people  and  the  greatness  of  a  realm. 

"But  in  my  opinion,  if  Democracy  be  com- 
bated only  by  Conservatism,  Democracy  must 
triumph,  and  at  no  distant  date.  This,  then,  is 
our  position.  The  man  who  enters  public  life 
at  this  epoch  has  to  choose  between  Political 
Infidelity  and  a  Destructive  Creed." 

"This,  then," said  Millbank,  "is  the  dilemma 
to  which  we  are  brought  by  nearly  two  centuries 
of  Parliamentary  Monarchy  and  Parliamentary 
Church." 

"'Tis  true,"  said  Coningsby.  "We  cannot 
conceal  it  from  ourselves,  that  the  first  has 
made  Government  detested,  and  the  second 
Religion  disbelieved." 

"  Many  men  in  this  country,"  said  Millbank, 
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"  and  especially  in  tbe  class  to  which  I  belong, 
are  reconciled  to  the  contemplation  of  de- 
mocracy ;  because  they  have  accustomed  them- 
selves to  believe,  that  it  is  the  only  power  by 
which  we  can  sweep  away  thofe  sectional 
privileges  and  interests  thai  impede  the  in- 
telligence and  industry  of  the  community." 

"And  yet,"  said  Coningsby,  "the  only  way 
to  terminate  what,  in  the  language  of  the 
present  day,  is  called  Class  Legislation,  is  not 
to  entrust  power  to  classes.  Vou  would  find  a 
locofogp  majority  as  much  addicted  to  Class 
~  'TJegislation  as  a  factitious  aristocracy.  The 
only  power  that  has  no  class  sympathy  is  the 
Sovereign." 

"But  suppose  the  case  of  an  arbitraiy 
Sovereign,  what  would  be  your  check  against 
him?" 

"The  same  as  against  an  arbitrary  Parlisr 
ment." 

"  But  a  Parliament  is  responsible." 

"  To  whom  ? " 

"  To  their  constituent  body." 

"  Suppose  it  was  to  vote  itself  perpetual  ?  " 

"  But  public  opinion  would  prevent  that." 

"  And  is  public  opinion  of  less  influence  on 
an  individual  than  on  a  body?" 

"  But  public  opinion  may  be  indifferent  A 
nation  may  be  misled,  may  be  corrupt." 

"  If  the  nation  ihat  elects  the  Parliament  be 
corrupt,  the  elected  body  will  resemble  it.  The 
nation  that  is  corrupt  deserves  to  fall.  But 
this  only  shows  that  there  is  something  to 
be  considered  beyond  forms  of  government. 
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national  chaiacter.  And  herein  mainly  should 
we  repose  our  hopes.  If  a  nation  be  led  to 
aim  at  the  good  and  the  great,  depend  upon  it, 
whatever  be  its  form,  the  government  will 
leapond  to  its  convictions  and  its  sentiments." 

"  Do  you  then  declare  against  Parliamentary 
government  ? " 

"  Far  from  it :  I  look  upon  political  change 
as  the  greatest  of  evils,  for  it  comprehends  all. 
But  if  we  have  no  faith  in  the  permanence  of 
the  existing  settlement ;  if  the  very  individuals 
who  established  it  are,  year  after  year,  proposing 
their  modifications  or  their  reconstructions;  so 
also,  while  we  uphold  what  exists,  ought  we  to 
prepare  ourselves  for  the  change  we  deem  im- 
pending ? 

"  Now  I  would  not  that  either  ourselves,  or 
our  fellow-citizens,  should  be  taken  unawares  as 
in  1832,  when  the  very  men  who  opposed  the 
Reform  Bill  offered  contrary  objections  to  it 
which  destroyed  each  other,  so  ignorant  were 
they  of  its  real  character,  its  historical  causes, 
its  political  consequences.  We  should  now  so 
act  that,  when  the  occasion  arrives,  we  should 
clearly  comprehend  what  we  want,  and  have 
formed  an  opinion  as  to  the  best  means  by 
which  that  want  can  be  supplied. 

"For  this  purpose  I  would  accustom  the 
public  mind  to  the  contemplation  of  an  existing 
though  torpid  power  in  the  constitution,  capable 
of  removing  our  social  grievances,  were  we  to 
transfer  to  it  those  prerogatives  which  the  Par- 
liament has  gradually  usurped,  and  used  in  a 
manner  which  has  produced  the  present  material 
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and  moral  disorgauisation.  (The  House  of 
Commons  is  the  house  of  a  few;  the  Sovereign 
is  the  sovereign  of  all.  The  proper  leader  of 
the  people  is  the  individual  who  sits  upon  the 
throne."  ) 

"  Then  you  abjure  the  Representative  prin- 
ciple?" 

"  Why  so  ?  (Representation  is  not  necessarily, 
or  even  in  a  principal  sense.  Parliamentary, 
Parliament  is  not  sitting  at  this  moment,  and 
yet  the  nation  is  represented  in  its  highest  as 
well  as  in  its  most  minute  interestsA  Not  a 
grievance  escapes  notice  and  redress.  I  see  in 
the  newspaper  this  morning  ihat  a  pedagc^e 
has  brutally  chastised  his  pupil.  It  is  a  fact 
known  over  all  England.  We  must  not  forget 
that  a  principle  of  government  is  reserved  for 
our  days  that  we  shall  not  find  in  our  Aristotles, 
or  even  in  the  forests  of  Tacitus,  nor  in  our 
Saxon  Witten  age  motes,  nor  in  our  Plantagenet 
parliaments.  Opinion  is  now  supreme,  and 
Opinion  speaks  in  print.  iThe  representation 
of  the  Press  is  far  more  complete  than  the 
representation  of  Parliament.)  Parliamentary 
representation  was  the  happy  device  of  a  ruder 
age,  to  which  it  was  admirably  adapted  :  an  age 
of  semi-civilisation,  when  there  was  a  leading 
dass  in  the  community;  but  it  exhibits  many 
symptoms  of  desuetude.  It  is  controlled  by  a 
system  of  representation  more  vigorous  and 
comprehensive ;  which  absorbs  its  duties  and 
fulfils  them  more  efficiently,  and  in  which  dis- 
cussion is  pursued  on  fairer  terms,  and  often 
with  more  depth  and  information." 
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"And  to  what  power  would  you  entrust  the 
function  of  Taxation  ?  " 

"  To  some  power  that  would  employ  it  more 
discreetly  than  in  creating  our  present  amount 
of  debt,  and  in  establishing  our  present  system 
of  imposts. 

"In  a  word,  true  wisdom  hes  in  the  policy 
that  would  effect  its  ends  by  the  influence  of 
opinion,  and  yet  by  the  means  of  existing 
forms.  Nevertheless,  if  we  are  forced  to  re- 
volutions, I  let  us  propose  to  our  consideration 
the  idea  of  a  free  monarchy,  established  on 
fundamenlal  laws,  itself  the  apex  of  a  vast  pile 
of  municipal  and  local  government,  ruling  an 
educated  people,  represented  by  a  free  and 
intellectual  prcss-'i  Before  such  a  royal  authority, 
supported  by  such  a  national  opinion,  the 
sectional  anomalies  of  our  country  would  dis- 
appear. Under  such  a  system,  where  qualifica- 
tion would  not  be  parliamentary,  but  personal, 
even  statesmen  would  be  educated ;  we  should 
have  no  more  diplomatists  who  could  not  speak 
French,  no  more  bishops  ignorant  of  theology, 
no  more  gen erals-in -chief  who  never  saw  a.  field. 

"  Now  there  is  a  polity  adapted  to  our  laws, 
our  institutions,  our  feelings,  our  manners,  our 
traditions ;  a  polity  capable  of  great  ends  and 
appealing  to  high  sentiments;  a  polity  which, 
in  my  opinion,  would  render  government  an 
object  of  national  affection,  which  would  ter- 
minate sectional  anomalies,  assuage  religious 
heats,  and  extinguish  Chartism." 

"You  said  to  me  yesterday,"  said  Millbank 
after  a  pause,  "  quoting  the  words  of  aaother. 
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which  you  adopted,  that  Man  was  made  i 
adore  and  to  obey.  Now  you  have  shown 
to  me  the  means  by  which  you  deem  it  possible 
that  government  might  become  no  longer  odious 
to  the  subject ;  you  have  shown  how  man  may 
be  induced  to  obey.  But  there  are  duties  and 
interests  for  man  beyond  political  obedience, 
and  social  comfort,  and  national  greatness, 
higher  interests  and  greater  duties.  How  would 
you  deal  with  their  spiritual  necessities  ?  Yon 
think  you  can  combat  political  infidelity  in  > 
nation  by  the  principle  of  enlightened  loyalty; 
how  would  you  encounter  religious  infidelity  in 
t  state?  By  what  means  is  the  principle  0! 
profound  reverence  to  be  revived  ?  How,  1 
short,  IS  man  to  be  led  to  adore?" 

"Ah!  that  is  a  subject  which  I  have  not  for- 
gotten," replied  Coningsby.  "I  know  from 
your  letters  how  deeply  it  has  engaged  yooi 
thoughts.  I  confess  to  you  that  it  has  often 
filled  mine  with  perplexity  and  depression. 
When  we  were  at  Eton,  and  both  of  us  im- 
pregnated with  the  contrary  prejudices  in  which 
we  had  been  brought  up,  there  was  still  between 
us  one  common  ground  of  sympathy  and  trust; 
we  reposed  with  confidence  and  alTection  in  the 
bosom  of  our  Church.  Time  and  thought,  with 
both  of  us,  have  only  matured  the  spontaneous 
veneration  of  our  boyhood.  But  time  and 
thought  have  also  shown  me  that  the  Church 
of  our  heart  is  not  in  a  position,  as  regards  the 
community,  consonant  with  its  original  and 
essential  character,  or  with  the  welfare  of  the 
nation." 
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"The  character  of  a  Church  is  universality," 
replied  Millhank.  "Once  ihe  Church  in  this 
country  was  universal  in  priuciple  and  practice  ; 
when  wedded  to  the  State,  it  continued  at  least 
universal  in  principle,  if  not  in  practice.  What  ' 
is  it  now  ?  All  ties  between  the  State  and  th&% 
Church  are  abolished,  except  those  which  tend 
to  its  danger  and  degradation. 

"What  can  be  more  anomalous  than  the 
present  connection  between  State  and  Church? 
Every  condition  on  which  it  was  originally  con- 
sented to  has  been  cancelled.  That  original 
alliance  was,  in  my  view,  an  equal  calamity  for 
the  nation  and  the  Church  ;  but,  at  least,  it  was 
an  intelligible  compact.  Parliament,  then  con- 
sisting only  of  members  of  the  Established 
Church,  was,  on  ecclesiastical  matters,  a  lay 
synod,  and  might,  in  some  points  of  view,  be 
esteemed  a  necessary  portion  of  Church  goTera- 
menC.  But  you  have  effaced  this  exclusive 
character  of  Parliament ;  you  have  determined 
that  a  communion  with  the  Established  Church  ' 
shall  no  longer  be  part  of  the  qualification  for 
sitting  in  the  House  of  Commons.  There  is  no 
reason,  so  far  as  the  constitution  avails,  why 
every  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  should 
not  be  a  dissenter.  But  the  whole  power  of 
the  country  is  concentrated  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  The  House  of  Lords,  even  the 
Monarch  himself,  has  openly  announced  and 
confessed,  within  these  ten  years,  that  the  will 
of  the  House  of  Commons  is  supreme.  A 
single  vote  of  the  House  of  Commons,  in  1832, 
made  the  Duke  of  Wellington  declajct,  i 
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House  of  Ix)rd5,  that  he  was  obliged  to  abandon 
bis  sovereign  in  'the  most  difficult  and  dis- 
tressing circum stances.'  (The  House  of  Com- 
mons is  absolute.  It  is  the  State.  '  L'^tat 
c'cst  moi.'  >  The  House  of  Commons  viituaUj 
appoints  the  bishops.  A  sectarian  assembly 
appoints  the  bishops  of  the  Established  Church. 
They  may  appoint  twenty  Hoadleys.  James  IL 
was  espelled  the  throne  because  he  appointed  a 
Roman  Catholic  to  an  Anglican  see.  A  Par- 
liameci  might  do  this  to-morrow  with  impunity. 
And  this  is  the  constitution  in  Church  and  State 
which  Conservative  dinners  toast !  The  only 
consequences  of  the  present  union  of  Church 
and  State  are,  that,  on  the  side  of  the  State, 
there  is  perpetual  interference  in  ecclesiastical 
government,  and  on  the  side  of  the  Church  i 
sedulous  avoidance  of  all  those  principles  on 
which  alone  Church  government  can  be  estab- 
lished, and  by  the  influence  of  which  alone 
can  the  Church  of  England  again  become 
universal." 

"  But  it  is  urged  that  the  State  protects  its 
revenues  ?  " 

"  No  ecclesiastical  revenues  should  be  safe 
that  require  protection.  Modem  history  ii 
a  history  of  Church  spoliation,  And  by 
whom  ?  Not  by  the  people ;  not  by  the 
democracy.  No ;  it  is  the  emperor,  the  king, 
the  feudal  baron,  the  court  minion.  The 
Bstzi£--o(  the  Church_is__the_  £slate_Qf_jhe 
people,-SQ-lflng  as  the  Church  is -governed  on 
its  real  principles.  The  Church  is  the  medium 
by  which  the  despised  a^ii  ift^adsd  classes 
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assert  the  native  equality  of  man,  and  vindicate 
the  rights  and  power  of  intellect,  It  made,  in 
the  darkest  hour  of  Norman  rule,  the  son  of 
a  Saxon  pedlar  Pnmate  of  England,  and 
placed  Nicholas  Break  spear,  a  Hertfordshire 
peasant,  on  the  throne  of  the  C;esars.  It 
would  do  as  great  things  now,  if  it  were 
divorced  from  the  degrading  and  tyrannical 
connection  that  enchains  it.  You  would  have 
other  sons  of  peasants  Bishops  of  England, 
instead  of  men  appointed  to  that  sacred  office 
solely  because  they  were  the  needy  scions  of 
a  factitious  aristocracy;  men  of  gross  ignorance, 
profligate  habits,  and  grinding  extortion,  who 
have  disgraced  the  episcopal  throne,  and  pro- 
faned the  altar." 

"But  surely  you  cannot  justly  extend  such 
a  description  to  the  present  bench  ? " 

"  Surely  not :  I  speak  of  the  past,  of  the  past 
that  has  produced  so  much  present  evil.  We  \ 
live  in  decent  times ;  frigid,  latitudinarian, 
alarmed,  decorous.  A  priest  is  scarcely  deemed 
in  our  days  a  6t  successor  to  the  authors  of  the 
gospels,  if  he  be  not  the  editor  of  a  Greek 
play ;  and  he  who  follows  St,  Paul  must  now  at 
least  have  been  private  tutor  of  some  young 
nobleman  who  has  taken  a  good  degree  !  And 
then  you  arc  all  astonished  that  the  Church  is 
not  universal !  Why !  nothing  but  the  inde- 
structibleness  of  its  principles,  however  feebly 
pursued,  could  have  maintained  even  the  dis- 
organised body  that  still  survives. 

"And  yet,  my  dear  Coningsby,  with  all  its 
It  errors  and  all  its  present  deficiencies,  it  is 
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by  the  Church ;  I  would  have  said  until  I 
listened  to  you  to-night ;  (by  the  Church  alone 
,  that  I  see  any  chance  of  regenerating  the 
'v  national  character.")  The  parochial  system, 
though  shaken  by  the  fata rpo or-IawpiT'sHIl 
the  most  ancient,  the  most  compreheasive, 
and  the  most  popular  institution  of  the 
country;  {the  younger  priests  are,  in  general, 
men  whose  souls  are  awake  to  the  high  mission 
which  they  have  to  fulfil,  and  which  their  pre- 
decessors so  neglected  ;^there  is,  I  think,  a 
rising  feeling  in  the  community,  that  parlia- 
mentary intercourse  in  matters  ecclesiastical 
has  not  tended  either  to  the  spiritual  or  the 
material  elevation  of  the  humbler  orders, 
Divorce  the  Church  from  the  State,  and  the 
spiritual  power  that  struggled  against  the  brute 
force  of  the  dark  ages,  against  tyrannical 
monarchs  and  barbarous  barons,  will  struggle 
again  in  opposition  to  influences  of  a  different 
form,  but  of  a  similar  tendency ;  equally  selfish, 
equally  insensible,  equally  barbarising.  The 
priests  of  God  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people. 
O,  ignorant!  that  with  such  a  mission  they 
should  ever  have  cringed  in  the  antechambers 
of  ministers,  or  bowed  before  parliamentary 
committees  1 " 

"The  Utilitarian  system  is  dead,"  said 
Coningsby.  "  It  has  passed  through  the 
heaven  of  philosophy  like  a  hailstorm,  cold, 
noisy,  sharp,  and  peppering,  and  it  has  melted 
away.  And  yet  can  we  wonder  that  it  found 
some  success,  when  we  consider  the  poUtical 
igiurance  and  social  torpor  which  it  assailed? 
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Anointed  kings  turned  into  chief  magistrates, 
and  therefore  much  overpaid;  estates  of  the 
realm  changed  into  parliaments  of  virtual 
representation,  and  therefore  requiring  real 
reform  ;  holy  Church  transformed  into  national 
establishment,  and  therefore  grumbled  at  by  all 
the  nation  for  whom  it  was  not  supported. 
What  an  inevitable  harvest  of  sedition, 
radicalism,  infidelity !  I  really  think  there  is 
no  society,  however  great  its  resources,  that 
could  long  resist  the  united  influences  of  chief 
magistrate,  virtual  representation,  and  Church 
establishment ! " 

||'  I  have  immense  faith  in  the  new  genera-  yt 
tioh,"  said  Millbank,  eagerly.)  ^ 

"  It  is  a  holy  thing  to  see  a  state  saved  by  its 
youth,"  said  Coningsby  ;  and  then  he  added,  in 
a  tone  of  humility,  if  not  of  depression, 
"  But  what  a  task  !  VVhat  a  variety  of  qualities, 
what  a  combination  of  circumstances  is  re- 
quisite !  What  bright  abilities  and  what  noble 
patience !  VVhat  confidence  from  the  people, 
what  favour  from  the  Most  High  ! " 

"But  He  will  favour  us,"  said  Millbank. 
"And  I  say  to  you  as  Nathan  said  unto 
David,  '  Thou  art  the  man  ! '  You  were  our 
leader  at  Eton ;  the  friends  of  your  heart  and 
boyhood  still  cling  and  cluster  round  you  !  they 
are  all  men  whose  position  forces  them  into 
public  life.  It  is  a  nucleus  of  honour,  faith, 
and  power.  Vou  have  only  to  dare.  And  will 
you  not  dare?  It  is  our  privilege  to  live 
in  an  age  when  the  career  of  the  highest 
ambition  is  identified  with  the  perforioance  of 
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the  greatest  good  Of  the  present  epoch  it 
may  be  truly  said,  'Who  dares  to  be  good, 
dares  to  be  gteai.'" 

"  Heaven  is  above  all,"  said  Coningsbf. 
"  The  curuin  of  our  fate  is  still  undrawn.  We 
are  happy  in  our  friends,  dear  MiUbank,  and 
whatever  lights,  we  will  stand  together.  For 
myself,  I  prefer  fame  to  life  j  and  yet,  the  con- 
sciousness of  heroic  deeds  to  the  most  wide- 
spread celebrity." 


CHAPTER  III 

The  beautiful  light  of  summer  had  never 
shone  on  a  scene  and  surrounding  landscape 
which  recalled  happier  images  of  English 
nature,  and  better  recollections  of  English 
maiucTs,  than  that  to  which  we  would  now 
introduce  our  readers.  One  of  those  true  old 
English  Halls,  now  unhappily  so  rare,  built  ia 
the  time  of  the  Tudors,  and  in  its  elaborate 
timber-framing  and  decorative  woodwork  indi- 
cating, perhaps,  the  scarcity  of  brick  and  stone 
at  the  period  of  its  structure,  as  much  as  the 
grotesque  genius  of  its  fabricator,  rose  on  a 
terrace  surrounded  by  ancient  and  very  formal 
gardens.  The  hall  itself,  during  many  genera- 
tions, had  been  vigilantly  and  tastefully  pre- 
served by  its  proprietors.  There  was  not  a 
point  which  was  not  as  fresh  as  if  it  had  been 
renovated  but  yesterday.  It  stood  a  huge  and 
strange  blending  of  Grecian,  Gothic,  and  Italian 
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architecture,  with  a  wild  dash  of  the  fantastic 
in  addition.  The  lantern  watch-towers  of  a 
baronial  castle  were  placed  in  juxtaposition 
with  Doric  columns  employed  for  chimneys, 
while  under  oriel  windows  might  be  observed 
Italian  doorways  with  Grecian  pediments. 
Beyond  the  extensive  gardens  an  avenue  of 
Spanish  chestnuts  at  each  point  of  the  compass 
approached  the  mansion,  or  led  into  a  small 
park  which  was  table-land,  its  limits  opening 
on  all  sides  to  beautiful  and  extensive  valleys, 
sparkling  with  cultivation,  except  at  one  point, 
where  the  river  Darl  formed  the  boundary  of 
the  domain,  and  then  spread  in  many  a 
winding  through  the  rich  country  beyond. 

Such  was  Hellingsley,  the  new  home  that 
Oswald  MiUbank  was  tibout  to  visit  for  the  first 
time.  Coningsby  and  himself  had  travelled 
together  as  far  as  Darlford,  where  their  roads 
diverged,  and  they  had  separated  with  an  en- 
gagement on  the  part  of  Coningsby  to  visit 
Hellingsley  on  the  morrow.  As  they  travelled 
along,  Coningsby  had  frequently  led  the  con- 
versation to  domestic  topics;  gradually  he  had 
talked,  and  talked  much,  of  Edith.  Without 
an  obtrusive  curiosity,  he  extracted,  uncon- 
sciously to  his  companion,  traits  of  her 
character  and  early  days,  which  filled  him  with 
a  wild  and  secret  interest.  The  thought  that 
in  a  few  hours  he  was  to  meet  her  again, 
infused  into  his  being  a  degree  of  transport, 
which  the  very  necessity  of  repressing  before 
his  companion  rendered  more  magical  and 
thrilling.     How  often  it  happens  in  life  that  we 
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have  wilh  a  grave  face  to  discourse  of  c 
topics,    while    all     ihe    lime    our    heait    ; 
memory  are  engrossed  with  some  1 
secret ! 

The  castle  of  his  grandfather  presented  a  fail 
different  scene  on  the  arrival  of  Coningshj 
from  that  which  it  had  offered  on  his  first  visit 
The  Marquess  had  giren  him  a  formal  per- 
mission to  repair  to  it  at  his  pleasure,  and  had 
instructed  the  steward  accordingly.  But  lit 
came  without  notice,  at  a  season  of  the  yen 
when  the  absence  of  all  sports  made  hjB 
arrival  unexpected.  The  scattered  and  saunto- 
ing  household  roused  themselves  into  action, 
and  contemplated  ihe  conviction  that  it  might 
be  necessary  to  do  some  service  for  thrir 
wages.  There  was  a  stir  in  that  vast,  sleepy 
castle.  At  last  the  steward  was  found,  and 
came  forward  to  welcome  their  young  master, 
whose  simple  wants  were  limited  to  the  roomi 
he  had  formerly  occupied. 

Coningsby  reached  the  castle  a  little  before 
sunset,  almost  the  same  hour  that  he  had 
arrived  there  more  than  three  years  ago.  Hoir 
much  had  happened  in  the  interval !  Coningsfq' 
had  already  lived  long  enough  to  find  interert 
in  pondering  over  the  past.  That  past  loff 
must  inevitably  exercise  a  great  influence  ova 
his  present.  He  recalled  his  morning  drive 
with  his  grandfather,  to  the  brink  of  that  liver 
which  was  the  boundary  between  his  owb 
domain  and  Hellingsley,  Who  dwelt  at  Hd- 
lingsley  now  ? 

Restless,  excited,  not  insensible  to  the  diA 
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culties,  perhaps  the  dangers,  of  his  position, 
yet  full  of  an  entrancing  emotion  in  which  all 
thoughts  and  feelings  seemed  to  nie^ge, 
Coningsby  went  forth  into  the  fair  gardens  to 
muse  over  his  love  amid  objects  as  beautiful. 
A  rosy  light  hung  over  the  rare  shrubs  and  tall 
fantastic  trees ;  while  a  rich  yet  darker  tint 
suffused  the  distant  woods.  This  euthanasia 
of  the  day  exercises  a  strange  influence  on  the 
hearts  of  those  who  love.  Who  has  not  felt 
it  ?  Magical  emotions  that  touch  the  immortal 
part! 

But  as  for  Coningsby,  the  mitigating  hour 
that  sofiens  the  heart  made  his  spirit  brave. 
Amid  the  ennobling  sympathies  of  nature,  the 
pursuits  and  purposes  of  worldly  prudence  and 
conventional  advantage  subsided  into  their 
essential  nothingness.  He  willed  to  blend  his 
life  and  fate  with  a  being  beautiful  as  that 
nature  that  subdued  him,  and  he  felt  in  his 
own  breast  the  intrinsic  energies  that  in  spite 
of  all  obstacles  should  mould  such  an  imagina- 
tion into  reality. 

He  descended  the  slopes,  now  growing 
dimmer  in  the  fleeting  light,  into  the  parlc. 
The  stillness  was  almost  supernatural :  the 
jocund  sounds  of  day  had  died,  and  the 
voices  of  the  night  had  not  commenced. 
His  heart  too  was  still.  A  sacred  calm  had 
succeeded  to  that  distraction  of  emotion  which 
had  agitated  him  the  whole  day,  while  he  had 
mused  over  his  love  and  the  infinite  and  in- 
surmountable barriers  that  seemed  to  oppose 
his  will.     Now  he   felt    one   of    those   strong 
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groundless  convictions  that  are  the  iospirations 
o(  passion,  that  all  would  yield  to  him  as  it 
one  holding  an  enchanted  wand. 

Onward  he  strolled ;  it  seemed  without  pin- 
pose,  yet  always  proceeding.  A  pale  and  th»i 
gleaming  tint  stole  over  the  masses  of  m^ 
limber;  and  soon  a  glittering  light  flooded  ll^ 
lawns  and  glades.  The  moon  was  high  in  ha 
summer  heaven,  and  stilt  Coningsby  strolled  on. 
He  crossed  the  broad  lawns,  he  traversed 
the  bright  glades :  amid  the  gleaming  lod 
shadowy  woods  he  traced  his  prescient  way. 

He  came  to  the  bank  of  a  rushing  river, 
foaming  in  the  moonlight,  and  wafting  oa  ils 
blue  breast  the  shadow  of  a  thousand  stats. 

"  O  river ! "  he  said,  "  that  rollest  to  my 
mistress,  bear  her,  bear  her  my  heart ! " 


^  CHAPTER    IV 

Lady  Wallinger  and  Edith  were  together  in 
the  morning  room  of  Hellingsley,  the  morrow 
after  the  arrival  of  Oswald.  Edith  was  arranging 
flowers  in  a  vase,  while  her  aunt  was  embroider- 
ing a  Spanish  peasant  in  correct  costume.  Tht 
daughter  of  Millbank  looked  as  bright  and 
fragrant  as  the  fair  creations  that  surrounded 
her.  Beautiful  to  watch  as  she  arranged  theit 
forms  and  composed  their  groups  ;  to  mark  h« 
eye  glance  with  gratification  at  some  bappj 
combination  of  colour,  or  to  listen  to  ba 
delight  as  they  wafted  to  her  in  gratitude  theif 
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perfume.     Oswald  and  Sir  Josqih  irere  warref- 

ing  the  stabies ;  Mr.  Millbank,  who  had  beeo 
daily  expected  for  the  last  weelt  fram  (be 
factories,  had  not  yet  arrived. 

"  I  must  say  he  gained  my  heart  from  the 
first,"  said  Lady  Wallinger. 

"  I  wish  the  gardener  would  send  ub  more 
roses,"  said  Edith. 

"  He  is  so  very  superior  to  any  young  man  I 
ever  met,"  continued  Lady  Wallinger. 

"  I  think  we  must  have  this  vase  entirely 
of  roses  ;  don't  you  think  so,  aunt  ?  "  inquired 
her  niece. 

"  I  am  fond  of  roses,"  said  Lady  WaUu^tw. 
"  What  beautiful  bouquets  Mr,  Coningsby  bm« 
us  at  Paris,  Edith ! " 

"  Beautiful  I " 

"  I  must  say,  I  was  very  happy  when  J  JUV 
Mr.  Coningsby  at  Cambridge,"  swd  iMJf 
Wallinger.  "  It  gave  me  much  greater  pinWMg 
than  seeing  any  of  the  colleges." 

"  How  delighted  Oswald  seems  at  b»w>tt'  'Mt~ 
Coningsby  for  a  companion  again  - '"  »»«!  MflB. 

"And  very  naturally,"  said  Lady  W Btlwupt 
"  Oswald  ought  to  deem  himself  lanMtfat  'im 
having  such  a  friend.  I  am  >5Ut»^  i*^  «i'<mw 
of  Mr.  Coningsby  when  iv^  '"-'  '  ■■  •  "  t^ 
bridge  is  what  I   never  ■  ae 

always  was   my  favouriti;  -ae 

I    saw   him   at  Paris.      H'  -tft. 

I  liked  him  best  of  all  you^ 

"Oh!  no,  aunt,"  said    h:.  -wt 

more  than  Lord  Eeauman  -va^ 

great  favourite,  Lord  Beaon-i^:'-- 


502  Coningsby  ;    or 

"But  1  did  not  know  Mr.  Coningsbj  tt 
Rome,"  said  Lady  Wallinger ;  "  I  cannot  agree 
that  anybody  is  equal  to  Mr.  Coningsby.  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  pleased  I  am  that  he  is  out 
neighbour  1 " 

As  Lady  Wallinger  gave  a  finishing  stroke  lo 
the  jacket  of  her  Andalusian,  Edith,  vividlj 
blushing,  yet  speaking  in  a  voice  of  affected 
calmness,  said, 

"  Here  is  Mr.  Coningsby,  aunt." 

And,  truly,  at  this  moment  our  hero  might  be 
discerned,  approaching  the  hall  by  one  of  the 
avenues ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  there  was  i 
ringing  at  the  hall  bell,  and  then,  after  a  short 
pause,  the  servants  announced  Mr.  Coningsby, 
and  ushered  him  into  the  moming-room, 

Edith  was  embarrassed  ;  the  frankness  aod 
the  gaiety  of  her  manner  had  deserted  her; 
Coningsby  was  rather  earnest  than  self-possessed 
Each  felt  at  first  that  the  presence  of  LadJ 
Wallinger  was  a  relief  The  ordinary  topics  tiS 
conversation  were  in  sufficient  plenty  ;  remiiiis- 
ceoces  of  Paris,  impressions  of  Hellingsley,  hii 
visit  to  Oxford,  Lady  Wallinger's  visit  to  Cam- 
bridge. In  ten  minutes  their  voices  seemed  to 
sound  to  each  other  as  they  did  in  the  Rue  ii 
RivoSi,  and  their  mutual  perplexity  had  in  a 
great  d^ree  subsided. 

Oswald  and  Sir  Joseph  now  entered  the 
room,  and  the  conversation  became  general 
Hellingsley  was  the  subject  on  which  Coningsby 
dwelt;  he  was  charmed  with  all  that  he  had  seen  t 
wished  to  see  more.  Sir  Joseph  was  quite  pis- 
pared  Co  accompany  him  ;  but  Lady  Wallingo',, 
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■who  seemed  to  read  Coningsby's  wishes  in  his 
eyes,  proposed  that  the  inspection  should  be 
general:  and  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour 
Coningsby  was  walking  by  the  side  of  Edith, 
and  sympathising  with  all  the  natural  charms  to 
which  her  quick  taste  and  lively  expression 
called  his  notice  and  appreciation.  Few  things 
more  delightful  than  a  country  ramble  with 
a  sweet  companion  !  Exploring  woods,  wan- 
dering over  green  commons,  loitering  in  shady 
lanes,  resting  on  rural  stiles ;  the  air  full  of 
perfume,  the  heart  full  of  bliss ! 

It  seemed  to  Coningsby  that  he  had  never 
been  happy  before.  A  thrilling  joy  pervaded 
his  being.  He  could  have  sung  hke  a  bird. 
His  heart  was  as  sunny  as  the  summer  scene. 
Past  and  Future  were  absorbed  in  the  flowing 
hour  ;  not  an  allusion  to  Paris,  not  aspeculation 
on  what  might  arrive ;  but  infinite  expressions  of 
agreement,  sympathy ;  a  multitude  of  slight 
phrases,  that,  however  couched,  had  but  one 
meaning,  congeniality,  He  felt  each  moment 
his  voice  becoming  more  tender;  his  heart 
gushing  in  soft  expressions ;  each  moment 
he  was  more  fascinated ;  her  step  was  grace, 
her  glance  was  beauty,  Now  she  touched  him 
by  some  phrase  of  sweet  simplicity  ;  or  carried 
him  spell-bound  by  her  airy  merriment. 

Oswald  assumed  that  Coningsby  remained  to 
dine  with  them.  There  was  not  even  the  cere- 
mony of  invitation.  Coningsby  could  not  but 
remember  his  dinner  at  Millbank,  and  the 
rimid  hostess  whom  he  then  addressed  so  often 
in  vain,  as  he  gazed  upon  the  bewitching  and 
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accomplished  woman  whom  he  now  pstsskifr 
ately  loved.  It  was  a  most  agreeable  dinna 
Oswald,  happy  in  his  friend  being  bis  guo^ 
under  bis  owo  roof,  indulged  in  unwonted  gaie^ 

The  ladies  withdrew ;  Sir  Joseph  began  to 
talk  politics,  although  the  young  men  hai 
threatened  their  fair  companions  immediate!;  U 
follow  them.  This  was  the  period  of  the  Bed- 
chamber Plot,  when  Sir  Robert  Peel  accepted 
and  resigned  power  in  the  course  of  three  daj& 
Sir  Joseph,  who  had  originally  made  up  bil 
mind  to  support  a  Conservative  government 
when  be  deemed  it  inevitable,  had  for  the  last 
month  endeavoured  to  compensate  for 
trifling  error  by  vindicating  the  conduct  of  hii 
friends,  and  reprobating  the  behaviour  of  those 
who  would  deprive  her  Majesty  of  the  "friend^ 
of-her-youth-"  Sir  Joseph  was  a  most  chival- 
rous champion  of  the  "friends-of-ber-youth" 
principle.  Sir  Joseph,  who  was  always  moderate 
and  conciliatory  in  his  talk,  though  he  would  go, 
at  any  time,  any  lengths  for  his  party,  expressed 
himself  lo-day  with  extreme  sobriety,  as  he  was 
determined  not  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  Mr. 
Coaingsby,  and  he  principally  confined  himself 
to  urging  temperate  questions,  somewhat  in  the 
foltowing  fashion : — 

"  I  admit  that,  00  the  whole,  under  ordinary 
drcumstaoces,  it  would  perhaps  have  been  more 
convenient  that  these  appointments  should  have 
cemained  with  Sir  Robert ;  but  don't  you  think 
ttutt,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances,  being 
Mends  of  her  Majesty's  youth  ?  "  etc  etc 

Sir  Joseph  was  extremely  astonished  when 
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^Coningsby  replied  that  be  thought,  under  no 
1  circumstances,  should  any  appointment  in  the 
Royal  Household  be  dependent  on  the  voice  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  though  he  was  far 
from  admiring  the  "  friends-of-her-youth  "  princi- 
ple, which  he  looked  upon  as  impertinent 

"But  surely,"  said  Sir  Joseph,  "the  Minister 
being  responsible  to  ParUament,  it  must  follow 
that  all  great  offices  of  State  should  be  filled  at 
his  discretion." 

"But  where    do  you  find    this  principle  of 
Ministerial  responsibility  ?  "  inquired  Coningsby. 
"  And  is  not  a  Minister  responsible  to  his 
Sovereign  ?"  inquired  Millbank. 

Sir  Joseph  seemed  a  little  confused.    He  had 

always  heard  that  Ministers  were  responsible  to 

jParliameni ;  and    he  had  a  vague  conviction, 

■  lotwithstanding  the  reanimating  loyalty  of  the 

led-Chamber  Plot,  that  the  Sovereign  of  Eng- 

nd   was    a   nonentity.      He   took    refuge   in 

[definite    expressions,    and    observed,    "  The 

.esponsibility  of  Ministers  is  surely  a  coustilu- 

inal  doctrine." 

"The  Ministers  of  the  Crown  are  responsible 
their  master ;  they  are  not  the  Ministers  of 
'arliament," 

But    then    you   know   virtually,"   said    Sir 
[oseph,  "  the  Parliament,  that  is,  the  House  of    ^ 
'ommons,  governs  the  country,"  /\ 

"  It  did  before  1832,"  said  Coningsby ;  "  but 
■at  is  all  past  now,  We  got  rid  of  that  with 
le  Venetian  Constitution." 

The    Venetian    Constitution  1 "    said    Sir 
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To  be  sure,"  said  MUIbank.  "  We  weie 
governed  in  this  country  bj  the  Venetian  Conio- 
tion  from  the  accession  of  the  House  of  Utmo- 
ver.  But  that  yoke  is  past.  And  now  I  hope 
we  are  in  a  state  of  transition  from  the  Italia 
Dogeship  to  the  English  Monarchy." 

"  Kings,  Lords,  and  Commons,  the  Venetiaa 
Constitution  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Joseph. 

"  But  they  were  phrases,"  said  Cooingsbf: 
"  not  facts.  The  King  was  a  Doge ;  the  Cabinel 
the  Council  of  Ten.  Your  Parliament,  that  yoa 
call  Lords  and  Commons,  was  nothing  mo« 
than  the  Great  Council  of  Nobles." 

"The  resemblance  was  complete,"  said  Mill- 
bank,  "  and  no  wonder,  for  it  was  not  acddenul  i 
the  Venetian  Constitution  was  Intentioiully 
copied." 

"We  should  have  had  the  Venetian  Republic 
in  1640,"  said  Coningsby,  "had  it  not  been  for 
the  Puritans.     Geneva  beat  Venice." 

"  I  am  sure  these  ideas  are  not  very  geneTsUf 
known,"  said  Sir  Joseph,  bewildered. 

"  Because  you  have  had  your  history  wtitte* 
by  the  Venetian  party,''  said  Coningsby,  "and 
it  has  been  their  interest  to  conceal  them." 

"  I  will  venture  to  say  that  there  are  very  fol 
men  on  our  side  in  the  House  of  Commons," 
said  Sir  Joseph,  "  who  are  aware  that  they  w 
born  under  a  Venetian  Constitution." 

"Let  us  go  to  the  ladies,"  said  Millbank, 
smiling. 

Edith  was  reading  a  letter  as  they  entered. 

"  A  letter  from  papa,"  she  exclaimed,  looking^ 
up  at  her  brother  with  great  animation.     "  W< 
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may  expect  him  every  day  ;  and  yet,  alas!  he 
Dannot  fix  one." 

They  now  all  spoke  of  Millbank,  and  Con- 
Ingsby  was  happy  that  he  was  familiar  with  the 
Rceoe.  At  length  he  ventured  to  say  to  Edith, 
"  You  once  made  me  a  promise  which  you  never 
falfilled.     I  shall  claim  it  to-night." 

"And  what  can  that  be?" 

"  The  song  that  you  promised  me  at  Millbank 
teore  than  three  years  ago." 
'    "Your  memory  is  good." 
'    "  It  has  dwelt  upon  the  subject." 

They  then  spoke  for  awhile  of  other  recollec- 
tions, and  ihen  Coningsby  appealing  to  Lady 
Wallinger  for  her  influence,  Edith  rose  and  took 
hp  her  guitar.  Her  voice  was  rich  and  sweet ; 
ttie  »ir  she  sang  gay,  even  fantastically  frolic, 
Such  as  the  girls  of  Granada  chaunt  trooping 
home  from  some  country  festival;  her  soft. 
Bark  eye  brightening  with  joyous  sympathy ; 
tad  ever  and  anon,  with  an  arch  grace,  she 
beat  the  guitar,  in  chorus,  with  her  pretty 
band. 

The  moon  wanes ;  and  Coningsby  must  leave 
ttiese  enchanted  halls.  Oswald  walked  home- 
ward with  him  until  he  reached  the  domain 
irf  his  grandfather.  Then  mounting  his  horse, 
Coningsby  bade  his  friend  farewell  till  the 
lorrow,  and  made  his  best  way  to  the  Castle. 
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CHAPTER    V 


r 

^^^  There  is  a  romance  in  every  life.     The  e 
f  blazoned   page   of   Coningsby's    existence  n 

f  now   open.     It   had   been    prosperous   1 

I  with    some   moments  of  excitement,  ! 

delight ;   but  they  had  all  found,  as  it  wen 
their  origin  in  worldly  considerations,  or  b 
inevitably  mixed  up  with  them.     At  Paris,  ft 
example,  he  loved,  or  thought  he  lored. 
there    not  an    hour   could   elapse  without  I 
meeting  some    person,  or   hearing    i 
which  disturbed  the  beauty  of   bis   emotion 
or  broke  his  spell-bound  thoughts.      There  m 
his  grandfather  hating  the  Millbanks,  or  Sidonil 
loving   them ;    and   common    people,   in  the 
common  world,  making  common  observadou 
on  them  ;  asking  who  they  were,  or  telling  wto 
they  were  ;  and  brushing  the  bloom  off  all  BfA 
fresh  delicious  fancies  with  their  coarse  handling 
But    now    his    feelings    were    ethereal.     He 
loved   passionately,  and  he  loved  in  a  sceno 
and   in   a   society  as   sweet,  as    pure,   and  u 
refined  as  his  imagination  and  his  heart.    There 
was  no  malicious  gossip,  no  callous  chatter  ts. 
profane  his  ear  and  desecrate   his   sentim 
All  that  he  heard  or  saw  was  worthy  of  ti., 
summer  sky,  the  still  green  woods,  the  guslunj 
river,  the  gardens  and  terraces,  the  stately  ai 
fantastic  dwellings,  among  which  his  life  i 
glided  as  in  some  dainty  and  gorgeous  i 
All  the  soft,  social,  domestic  sympathiei  Q 
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nature,  which,  however  abundant,  had  r 
n  cultivated,  were  developed  hy  the  life  be 
i  now  leading.  It  was  not  merely  that  he 
id  in  the  constant  presence,  and  under  the 
istant  influence  of  one  whom  he  adored,  that 
de  him  so  happy.  He  was  surrounded  by 
ngs  who  found  felicity  in  the  interchange  of 
d  feelings  and  kind  words,  in  the  cultivation 
lappy  talents  and  refined  tastes,  and  the  en- 
menl  of  a  life  which  their  own  good  sense 
I  their  own  good  hearts  made  them  both 
nprehend  and  appreciate.  Ambition  lost 
ch  of  its  splendour,  even  his  lofty  aspirations 
lething  of  their  hallowing  impulse  of  para- 
unt  duty,  when  Coningsby  felt  how  much 
lobling  delight  was  consistent  with  the  seclu- 
1  of  a  private  station  ;  and  mused  over  an 
itence  to  be  passed  amid  woods  and  water- 
s  with  a  fair  hand  locked  in  his,  or  sur- 
Dded  by  his  friends  in  some  ancestral  hall. 
Che  morning  after  his  first  visit  to  Hellingsley 
lingsby  rejoined  his  friends,  as  he  had  pro- 
led  Oswald  at  their  breakfast-table ;  and  day 
ir  day  he  came  with  the  early  sun,  and  left 
m.  only  when  the  late  moon  silvered  the 
p  of  Coningsby  Castie.  Mr.  Millbank,  who 
ite  daily,  and  was  daily  to  be  expected,  did 

arrive.  A  week,  a  week  of  unbroken  bliss, 
1  vanished  away,  passed  in  long  rides  and 
ger  walks,  sunset  saunterings,  and  some- 
es  moonlit  strolls ;  talking  of  flowers,  and 
iking  of  things  even  sweeter ;  listening  to 
icious  songs,  and  sometitnes  reading  aloud 
'    "  [bt  romance  or  some  inspiring  lay. 
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One  day  Coningsby,  who  had  arrived  at  tt 
hall   unexpectedly   late ;    indeed    it    was 
hours  past  noou,  for  he  had  been  detained 
despatches  which  arrived  at   the    Castle 
Mr.  Rigby,  and  which  required   his  interpofr 
tion ;  found  the  ladies  alone,  and  was  told  thit 
Sir  Joseph   and   Oswald  were  at    the  Sshing- 
cottage  where  they  wished  him  to  join  them 
He  was   in   no   haste  to  do    this  ;    and  L 
Wallinger  proposed  that  when  they  felt  indi 
to  ramble  they  should  all  walk   down  to 
fishing-cottage    together.     So,    seating    hini 
by  the  side  of  Edith,  who  was  tinting  a  skt 
which  she  had  made  of  a  rich  oriel  of  H< 
lingsley,  the  morning  passed  away  in  that  sli^ 
and  yet  subtle  talk  in  which  a  lover  delight 
and  in  which,  while  asking  a  thousand  qi 
tions,  that  seem  at  the  first  glance  sufiSdeid 
trifling,  he  is  indeed  often  conveying  a 
that  is  not  expressed,  or  attempting  to 
a  feeling  that  is  hidden.  And  these  are  ( 
when  glances  meet  and  glances  are  withdrawn 
the  tongue  may  speak  idly,  the  eye  is  mi 
eloquent,  and  often  more  true. 

Coningsby  looked  up  ;  Lady  Wallinger,  W 
had  more  than  once  announced  that  she  n 
going  to  put  on  her  bonnet,  was  gone.  Yi 
still  he  continued  to  talk  trifles  ;  and  still  Edil 
listened. 

"  Of  all  that  you  have  told  me,"  said  Edit! 
"  nothing  pleases  me  so  much  as  your  descr^ 
tion  of  St  Genevieve.  How  much  I 
like  to  catch  the  deer  at  sunset  on  the  height^ 
What  a  pretty  drawing  it  would  make  ' " 
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"You  would  like  Eustace  Lyie,"  said  Coq- 
ingsby.     "He  is  so  shy  and  yet  so  ardent." 

"  You  have  such  a  band  of  friends  !  Oswald 
was  saying  this  morning  there  was  no  one  who 
had  so  many  devoted  friends." 

"We  are  all  united  by  sympathy.  It  is  the 
only  bond  of  friendship ;  and  yet  friend- 
ship^-^" 

"  Edith,"  said  Lady  Wallinger,  looking  into 
the  room  from  the  garden,  with  her  bonnet  on, 
"  you  wil!  find  me  roaming  on  the  terrace." 

"  We  come,  dear  aunt." 

And  yet  they  did  not  move.  There  were  yet 
a  few  pencil  touches  to  be  given  to  the  tinted 
sketch ;  Coningsby  would  cut  the  pencils. 

"  Would  you  give  me,"  he  said,  "  some  slight 
memorial  of  Heliingsley  and  your  art?    1  would 

t  venture  to  hope  foe  anything  half  so  beauti- 
ful as  this ;  but  the  slightest  sketch,  It  would 
make  me  so  happy  when  away  to  have  it  hanging 
in  my  room." 

A  blush  suffused  the  cheek  of  Edith ;  she 
turned  her  head  a  little  aside,  as  if  she  were 
arranging  some  drawings-  And  then  she  said, 
in  a  somewhat  hushed  and  hesitating  voice, 

"  I  am  sure  I  will  do  so ;  and  with  pleasure. 

view  of  the  Hall  itself ;  J  think  that  would 
be  the  best  mecnorial.  Where  shall  we  take 
it  from?  We  will  decide  in  our  walk?"  and 
she  rose,  and  promising  immediately  to  return, 
left  the  room. 

Coningsby  leant  over  the  mantel- piece  in  deep 
abstraction,  gazing  vacantly  on  a  miniature  of 
the  father  of  Edith.     A  light  step  roused  him. 


F       she 


Coningsby  ;   or 

she  had  relumed.     Unconsciously  he  greeted 
her  with  a  glance  of  ineffable  tenderness. 

They  went  forth ;  il  was  a  grey,  sultry  day. 
Indeed  it  was  the  covered  sky  which  had  led 
to  the  fishing  scheme  of  the  moroing.  Sr 
Joseph  was  an  expert  and  accomplished  angler, 
and  the  Darl  was  renowned  for  its  sport.  TTiey 
lingered  before  they  reached  the  terrace  wh«6 
they  were  to  find  Lady  \Va!!inger,  observingi 
the  different  points  of  view  which  the  Halt 
presented,  and  debating  which  was  to  form 
the  subject  of  Coningsby's  drawing;  for  alreadjf 
it  was  to  be  not  merely  a  sketch,  but  a  drawing, 
the  most  finished  that  the  bright  and  effectiife 
pencil  of  Edith  could  achieve.  If  it  really  we 
to  be  placed  in  his  room,  and  were  to  be 
memorial  of  Hellingsley,  her  artistic  reputatian 
demanded  a  masterpiece. 

They  reached  the  terrace  :  Lady  Wallinger 
was  not  there,  nor  could  they  observe  her  ' 
the  vicinity.  Coningsby  was  quite  certain  tbi 
she  had  gone  onward  to  the  fishing-cottage,  an 
expected  them  to  follow  her;  and  he  convinced 
Edith  of  the  justness  of  his  opinion.  To  tbe 
fishing-cottage,  therefore,  they  bent  their  steps. 
They  emerged  from  the  gardens  into  the  park, 
sauntering  over  the  table  land,  and  seeking  as 
much  as  possible  the  shade,  in  the  soft  but 
oppressive  atmosphere.  At  the  limit  of  the 
table  land  their  course  lay  by  a  wild  but 
winding  path  through  a  gradual  and  wooded 
declivity.  While  they  were  yet  in  this  craggy 
and  romantic  woodland,  the  big  fervent  drops 
began  to  fall.     Coningsby  urged  Edith  to  seek 
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at  once  a  natural  shelter ;  but  sbe,  who  knew 
the  country,  assured  him  that  the  fishing-cottage 
was  close  by,  and  that  they  might  reach  it  before 
the  rain  could  do  them  any  harm. 

And  truly,  at  this  moment  emerging  from  the 
wood,  they  found  themselves  in  the  valley  of 
the  Darl,  The  river  here  was  nanow  and  wind- 
ing, but  full  of  life ;  rushing,  and  clear  but  for 
the  dark  sky  it  reflected ;  with  high  banks  of 
turf  and  tall  trees ;  the  silver  birch,  above  all 
others,  in  clustering  groups  ;  infinitely  pictur- 
esque. At  the  turn  of  the  river,  about  two 
hundred  yards  distant,  Coningsby  observed  the 
low,  dark  roof  of  the  fishing-cottage  on  its 
banks.  They  descended  from  the  woods  to 
the  margin  of  the  stream  by  a  flight  of  turfen 
steps,  Coningsby  holding  Edith's  hand  as  he 
guided  her  progress. 

The  drops  became  thicker.  They  reached, 
ai  a  rapid  pace,  the  cottage.  The  absent  boat 
indicated  that  Sir  Joseph  and  Oswald  were  on 
the  river.  ,  The  cottage  was  an  old  building  of 
rustic  logs,  with  a  shelving  roof,  so  that  you 
might  obtain  sufScient  shelter  without  entering 
its  walls.  Coningsby  found  a  rough  garden 
seat  for  Edith.     The  shower  was  now  violent. 

Nature,  like  man,  sometimes  weeps  froth 
gladness.  It  is  the  joy  and  tenderness  of  her 
heart  that  seek  relief;  and  these  are  summer 
showers.  In  this  instance  the  vehemence  of 
her  emotion  was  transient,  though  the  tears 
kepi  stealing  down  her  cheek  for  a  long  time, 
I  and  gentle  sighs  and  sobs  might  for  some 
jjetiod  be  distinguished.    The  oppressive  atmo- 
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sphere  had  evaporated ;  the  grey,  sullen  tint  had 
disappeared  ;  a  soft  breeze  came  dancing  up 
the  stream  ;  a  glowing  light  fell  upon  the  woods 
and  waters;  the  perfume  of  trees  and  flowers 
and  herbs  floated  around.  There  was  a  carol- 
ling of  birds  ;  a  hum  of  happy  insects  in  the 
air ;  freshness  and  stir,  and  a  sense  of  joyous 
life,  pervaded  all  things  ;  it  seemed  that  the 
heart  of  all  creation  opened. 

Coningsby,  after  repeatedly  watching 
shower  with  Edith,  and  speculating  on  its  prO 
gress,  which  did  not  much  annoy  them,  hai 
seated  himself  on  a  iog  almost  at  her  feet 
And  assuredly  a  maiden  and  a  youth 
beautiful  and  engaging  had  seldom  met  befort 
in  a  scene  more  fresh  and  fair.  Edith  on  hs| 
rustic  seat  watched  the  now  blue  and  foamioj 
river,  and  the  birch-trees  with  a  livelier  tiiili 
and  quivering  in  the  sunset  air;  an  expressiM 
of  tranquil  bliss  suffused  her  beautiful  brow; 
and  spoke  from  the  thrilling  tenderness  of  h( 
soft  dark  eye.  Coningsby  gazed  on  tia 
countenance  with  a  glance  of  entranced  rapture 
His  cheek  was  flushed,  his  eye  gleamed  with 
dazzling  lustre.  She  turned  her  head ;  she 
met  that  glance,  and,  troubled,  she  withdrew 
her  own. 

"  Edith ! "  he  said  in  a  tone  of  trerauli 
passion.  "  Let  me  call  you  Edith  I  Yes,' 
continued,  gently  taking  her  hand,  "let  tne 
you  my  Edith  !     I  love  you  ! " 

She  did  not  withdraw  her  hand  ;  but  turtw 
away  a  face  flushed  as  tiie  impending  twilight.' 
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was  past  the  dinner  hour  when  Edith  and  ' 

iDingsby  reached  the  Hall  ]  an  embarrassing 
cumstance,  but  mitigated  by  the  conviction 
it  they  had  not  to  encounter  a  very  critical 
.paction.  What,  then,  were  their  feelings 
en  the  first  servant  that  ihey  met  informed 
jm  that  Mr.  Millbank  had  arrived !  Edith 
i-er  could  have  believed  that  the  return  of 
r  beloved  father  to  his  home  could  ever  have 
2n  to  her  other  than  a  cause  of  delight.  And 
.  now  she  trembled  when  she  heard  the 
aouncement.  The  mysteries  of  love  were 
t  involving  her  exiHtence.  But  this  was  not 
;  season  of  meditation.  Her  heart  was  still 
tated  by  the  tremulous  admission  that  she 
ponded  to  thai  fervent  and  adoring  love 
ose  eloquent  music  still  sounded  in  her  ear, 
i  the  pictures  of  whose  fanciful  devotion 
ted  over  her  agitated  vision.  Unconsciously 
i  pressed  the  arm  of  Coningsby  as  the  servant 
)ke,  and  then,  without  looking  into  his  face, 
ispering  him  to  be  quick,  she  sprang  away. 
As  for  Coningsby,  notwithstanding  the  elation 
his  heart,  and  the  ethereal  joy  which  Bowed 
all  his  veins,  the  name  of  Mr.  Millbank 
mded  something  like  a  knell  However, 
B  was  not  the  time  to  reflect.  He  obeyed 
!  hint  of  Edith ;  made  the  most  rapid  toilet 
fi-  ever-  was  consummated  by  a  happy  lover, 
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and  in  a  few  minutes  entered  the  drawing-room 
of  Hellingsiey,  to  encounter  the  gentleman 
whom  he  hoped  by  some  means  or  other,  quiie 
inconceivable,  might  some  day  be  rransformed 
into  his  father-in-law,  and  the  fulfilment  of  his 
consequent  duties  towards  whom  he  had  com- 
menced by  keeping  htm  waiting  for  dinner, 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Millbank, 
extending  his  hand  to  Coningsby.  "  You  seen 
to  have  taken  a  long  walk." 

Coningsby  looked  round  to  the  kind  Lady 
Wailinger,  and  half  addressed  his  murmured 
answer  to  her,  explaining  how  they  had  loS 
her,  and  their  way,  and  were  caught  in  a  stona 
or  a  shower,  which,  as  it  terminated  about  IhteC 
hours  back,  and  the  fishing  cottage  was  litElt 
more  than  a  mile  from  the  Hall,  very  salifr 
factorily  accounted  for  their  not  being  in  tin* 
for  dinner. 

Lady  Wailinger  then  said  something  abott 
the  lowering  clouds  having  frightened  her  fr(»4 
ihe  terrace,  and  Sir  Joseph  and  Oswald  talked 
a  little  of  their  sport,  and  of  their  having  sewi 
an  otter :  but  there  was,  or  at  least  there  seemej 
to  Coningsby,  a  tone  of  general  embarrassmeot 
which  distressed  him.  The  fact  is,  keepii 
people  from  dinner  under  any  circumstances 
distressing,  They  are  obliged  to  talk  at  th( 
very  moment  when  they  wish  to  use  thai 
powers  of  expression  for  a  very  different  purposa 
They  are  faint,  and  conversation  makes  iheo 
■e  exhaustetl.  A  gentleman,  too,  fond  d 
family,  who  in  turn  are  devoted  to  hiiq 
making  a  great  and  inconvenient  effort  to 


The  New  Generation      517 

them  by  dinner  time,  to  please  and  auqjrise 
them ;  and  finding  them  all  dispersed,  dinner 
so  late  that  he  might  have  reached  home  in 
good  time  without  any  great  inconvenient 
effort .:  his  daughter,  whom  he  has  wished  a 
thousand  times  to  embrace,  taking  a  singularly 
long  ramble  with  no  other  companion  than  a 
young  gentleman,  whom  he  did  not  exactly 
expect  to  see ;  all  these  are  circumstances, 
individually  perhaps  slight,  and  yet,  encountered 
collectively,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they 
would  not  a  little  ruffle  even  the  sweetest 
temper. 

Mr.  Millbank,  too,  had  not  the  sweetest 
temper,  though  not  a  bad  one;  a  little  quick 
and  fiery.  But  then  he  had  a  kind  heart. 
And  when  Edith,  who  had  providentially  sent 
down  a  message  to  order  dinner,  entered  and 
embraced  him  at  the  very  moment  that  dinn» 
was  announced,  her  father  forgot  everything  in 
his  joy  in  seeing  her,  and  his  pleasure  in  being 
surrounded  by  his  friends.  He  gave  his  hand 
to  Lady  Wallinger.  and  Sir  Joseph  led  away 
his  niece.  Coningsby  put  his  arm  around  the 
astonished  neck  of  Oswald,  as  if  they  were  once 
mwe  in  the  playing  fields  of  Eton. 

"  By  Jove !  my  dear  fellow,"  he  exda.imed, 
"I  am  so  st>rr>'  we  kept  your  father  from 
dinner." 

As  Edith  headed  her  father's  uble,  according 
to  his  rigid  rule,  Contngshy  was  on  one  side  of 
her.  They  never  spoke  so  httle  ;  Coningsby 
would  have  never  unclosed  his  lips,  had  he 
ftgowed  his  humour.      He  was  m  a  stapoi 
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happiness;  the  dining-rooca  took  the  appear- 
ance of  the  fishing  cottage  ;  and  he  saw  nothing 
but  the  Sowing  river.  I^dy  Waliinger  "at. 
however,  next  to  him,  and  ^at  was  a  relief, 
for  he  felt  always  she  was  his  friend-  Sir 
Joseph,  a  good-hearted  man,  and  on  subjecif 
with  which  he  was  acquainted  full  of  sound 
sense,  was  invaluable  lo-day,  for  he  entirely 
kept  up  the  conversation,  speaking  of  things 
which  greatly  interested  Mr.  Millbank.  ADd 
so  their  host  soon  recovered  his  good  temper; 
he  addressed  several  times  his  observations  to 
Coningsby,  and  was  careful  to  take  wine  with 
him.  On  the  whole,  affairs  went  on  fiowinglj' 
enough.  The  gentlemen,  indeed,  stayed  much 
longer  over  their  wine  than  on  the  preceding 
days,  and  Coningsby  did  not  venture  on  the 
liberty  of  quitting  the  room  before  his  host. 
It  was  as  well.  Edith  required  repose.  She 
tried  to  seek  it  on  the  bosom  of  her  aunt,  as 
she  breathed  to  her  the  delicious  secret  of  her 
life.  When  the  gentlemen  returned  to  the 
drawing-room  the  ladies  were  not  there. 

This  rather  disturbed  Mr,  Millbank  again  i 
he  had  not  seen  enough  of  his  daughter;  be 
wished  to  hear  her  sing.  But  Edith  managed 
to  reappear ;  and  even  to  sing.  Then  Con- 
ingsby went  up  to  her  and  asked  her  to  sing 
the  song  of  the  Girls  of  Granada.  She  said  in 
a  low  voice,  and  with  a  fond  yet  serious  look — 

"  I  am  not  in  the  mood  for  such  a  song,  but 
if  you  wish  me " 

She  sang  it,  and  with  inexpressible  grace, 
and    with    an    arch    vivacity,    that    to    a    fine 
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observer  would  have  singularly  contrasted  with 
the  almost  solemn  and  even  troubled  expression 
of  her  countenance  a  moment  afterwards, 

The  day  was  about  to  die ;  the  day  the  most 
iraporlanl,  the  most  precious  in  the  lives  of 
Harry  Coningshy  and  Edith  Millbank.  Words 
had  been  spoken,  vows  breathed,  which  were 
to  influence  their  careers  for  ever.  For  tJiem 
hereafter  there  was  to  be  but  one  life,  one 
destiny,  one  world,  Each  of  them  was  still  in 
such  a  state  of  tremulous  excitement,  that  neither 
had  found  time  or  occasion  to  ponder  over  the 
mighty  result.  They  both  required  solitude; 
they  both  longed  to  be  alone.  Coningshy  rose 
to  depart.  He  pressed  the  soft  hand  of  Edith, 
and  his  glance  spoke  his  soul. 

"We  shall  see  you  at  breakfast  to-morrow, 
Coningshy ! "  said  Oswald,  very  loud,  knowing 
that  the  presence  of  his  father  would  make 
Coningshy  hesitate  about  coming.  Edith's  bean 
fluttered;  but  she  said  nothing.  It  was  with 
delight  she  heard  her  father,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  say — 
-    ^'  Oh  I  I  beg  we  may  have  that  pleasure." 

"  Not  quite  at  so  early  an  hour,"  said  Con- 
ingshy: "'but  if  you  will  permit  me,  I  hope  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  you  to- 
morrow, sir,  that  your  journey  has  not  fatigued 
you." 


Coningsby  ; 


mGHAWBR  VII 


I 

f  To  be  alone ;  lo  have  no  need  of  feigning  a 
tranquillity  hecouldnot  feel ;  of  coining  common- 
place courtesy  when  his  heart  was  gushing  with 
rapture :  this  was  a  great  relief  to  Coningsby 
though  gained  by  a  separation  from  Edith. 

The  deed  was  done ;  he  had  breathed  his 
long  -  brooding  passion,  he  had  received  the 
sweet  expression  of  her  sympathy,  he  had  gained 
the  long-coveted  heart.  Youth,  beauty,  love, 
the  innocence  of  unsophisticated  breasts,  and 
the  inspiration  of  an  exquisite  nature,  combined 
lo  fashion  the  spell  that  now  entranced  his  life; 
He  turned  to  gaze  upon  the  moonlit  towers  and 
peaked  roofs  of  Hellingsley.  Silent  and  dream- 
hke,  the  picturesque  pile  rested  on  its  broad 
terrace  flooded  with  the  silver  light  and  sur- 
rounded by  the  quaint  bowers  of  its  fantaitie 
gardens  tipped  with  the  glittering  beam.  Half 
hid  in  deep  shadow,  hall  sparkling  in  the  mid- 
night blaze,  he  recognised  the  oriel  window  that 
had  been  the  subject  of  the  morning's  sketi^li. 
Almost  he  wished  there  should  be  some  sound 
to  assure  him  of  his  reality.  But  nothing  broke 
the  all-pervading  stillness.  Was  his  life  to  be 
as  bright  and  as  tranquil?     And  what  was  lo 

'  be  his  life  ? 

Whither  was  he  to  bear  the  beautiful  bride 
he  had  gained  ?  Were  the  portals  of  Coningsby 
the  proud  and  hospitable  gates  that  were  to 
greet  her?     How  long  would  they  greet  him 
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after  the  achievement  of  the  last  four-and-twenty 
hours  was  known  to  their  lord  ?  Was  this  the 
return  for  the  confiding  kindness  of  his  grand- 
sire?  That  he  should  pledge  his  troth  to  the 
daughter  of  that  graEdsire's  foe? 

Away  with  such  dark  and  scaring  visions! 
Is  it  not  the  noon  of  a  summer  night  fragrant 
with  the  breath  of  gardens,  bright  with  the 
beam  that  lovers  love,  and  soft  with  the  breath 
of  Ausoniaii  breezes  ?  Within  that  sweet  and 
stately  residence,  dwells  there  not  a  maiden 
fair  enough  to  revive  chivalry ;  who  is  even  now 
thinking  of  him  as  she  leans  on  her  pensive 
hand,  or,  if  perchance  she  dream,  recalls  him 
in  her  visions?  And  himself,  is  he  one  who 
would  cry  craven  with  such  a  lot?  What  avail 
his  golden  youth,  his  high  blood,  his  daring 
and  devising  spirit,  and  all  his  stores  of  wisdom, 
if  they  help  not  now?  Does  not  he  feel  the 
energy  divine  that  can  confront  Fate  and  carve 
out  fortunes  ?  Besides,  it  is  nigh  Midsummer 
Eve,  and  what  should  fairies  reign  for  but  to 
aid  such  a  bright  pair  as  this  ? 

He  recalls  a  thousand  times  the  scene,  the 
moment,  in  which  but  a  few  hours  past  he 
dated  to  tel!  her  that  he  loved :  he  recalls  a 
thousand  times  the  still,  small  voice,  that  mur- 
mured her  agitated  felicity ;  more  than  a  thou- 
sand times,  for  his  heart  clenched  the  idea  as 
a  diver  grasps  a  gem,  he  recalls  the  enraptured 
yet  gentle  embrace,  that  had  sealed  upon  her 
blushing  cheek  his  mystical  and  delicious 
JoTCttigQty. 


Coningsby  ;    or 


CHAPTER   VIII 

^E  morning  broke  loweriog  and  thundenjus; 
small  white  clouds,  dull  and  immovable,  studded 
the  leaden  sky ;  the  waters  of  the  rushing  Darl 
seemed  to  have  become  black  and  almost  stag- 
nant ;  the  tertaces  of  Hellingsley  looked  like 
the  hard  lines  of  a  model ;  and  the  mansion 
itself  had  a  harsh  and  metallic  character. 
Before  the  chief  portal  of  bis  Hall,  the  eldet 
Millbank,  with  an  air  of  some  anxiety,  surveyed 
the  landscape  and  the  heavens^  as  If  he  w^e 
speculating  on  the  destiny  of  the  day. 

Often  his  eye  wandered  over  the  park  ;  often 
with  an  uneasy  and  restless  step  he  paced  the 
raised  walk  before  him.  The  clock  of  Hellings- 
ley church  bad  given  the  chimes  of  noon, 
His  son  and  Coningsby  appeared  at  the  end  of 
one  of  the  avenues.  His  eye  lightened;  his 
lip  became  compressed;  he  advanced  to  meet 
tbem. 

"  Are  you  going  to  fish  to-day,  Oswald?"  he 
inquired  of  his  son. 

"  We  had  some  thoughts  of  it,  sir." 

"A  fine  day  for  sport,  I  should  think,"  he 
observed,  as  he  turned  towards  the  Hall  with 
them. 

Coningsby  remarked  the  fanciful  beauty  of 
the  portal ;  its  twisted  columns,  and  Caryatides  J 
carved  in  dark  oak. 

"  Yes,  it's  very  well,"  said  Millbank ;  "  but  I  J 
really   do  not  know  why  I  came  here; 
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presence  is  an  effort.     Oswald  does  not  care 
for  the  place ;  none  of  us  do,  I  believe." 
-  "Oh  !  I  like  it  now,  father;  and  Edith  doats 
on  it" 

"She  was  very  happy  at  Millbaak,"  said  the 
father,  rather  sharply. 

"  We  are  all  of  us  happy  at  Millbank,"  said 
Oswald. 

"  I  was  much  struck  with  the  valley  and  the 
whole  settlement  when  I  first  saw  it,"  said 
Coningsby. 

"Suppose  you  go  and  see  about  the  tackle, 
Oswald,"  said  Mr.  Millbank,  "and  Mr.  Con- 
ingsby and  I  will  take  a  stroll  on  the  terrace  in 
the  meantime." 

The  habit  of  obedience,  which  was  supreme 
in  this  family,  instantly  carried  Oswald  away, 
though  he  was  rather  puzzled  why  his  father 
should  be  so  anxious  about  the  preparation  of 
the  fishing-tackle,  as  he  rarely  used  it.  His 
son  had  no  sooner  departed  than  Mr.  Millbank 
turned  to  Coningsby,  and  said  very  abruptly — 

"You  have  never  seen  my  own  room  here, 
Mr.  Coningsby;  step  in,  for  I  wish  to  say  a 
word  to  you."  And  thus  speaking,  he  advanced 
before  the  astonished,  and  rather  agitated  Con- 
ingsby, and  led  the  way  through  a  door  and 
long  passage  to  a  room  of  moderate  dimen- 
sions, partly  furnished  as  a  library  and  fuU  of 
parliamentary  papers  and  blue-books.  Shutting 
the  door  with  some  earnestness  and  pointing  to 
a  chair,  he  begged  his  guest  to  be  seated. 
Both  in  their  chairs,  Mr.  Millbank,  clearing  his 
throat,  said  without  preface,  "  I  have  reason  to 
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believe,  Mr.  Coningsby,  thai  you  are  attached 

to  my  daughter?" 

"  I  have  been  attached  to  her  for  a  long 
time  most  ardently,"  replied  Coningsby,  in  a 
calm  and  rather  measured  tone,  but  looking 
very  pale. 

"And  I  have  reason  to  believe  thai  she 
returns  your  attachment  ? '"  said  Mr.  Millbank. 

"  I  believe  she  deigns  not  to  disregard  it," 
said  Coningsby,  his  white  cheek  becoming 
scarlet. 

"  It  is  then  a  mutual  attachment,  which,  if 
cherished,  must  produce  mutual  unhappiness," 
said  Mr.  Millbank. 

"  I  would  fain  believe  the  reverse,"  said 
Coningsby. 

"  Why  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Millbank, 

"  Because  I  believe  she  possesses  every 
charm,  quahty,  and  virtue,  that  can  bless  man ; 
and  because,  though  I  can  make  her  no  equiva- 
lent return,  I  have  a  heart,  if  I  know  myself, 
that  would  struggle  to  deserve  her." 

"  I  know  you  to  he  a  man  of  sense  ;  1  brieve 
you  to  be  a  man  of  honour,"  replied  Mr.  Mill- 
bank.  "As  the  first,  you  must  feel  that  an 
union  between  you  and  my  daughter  is  im- 
possible ;  what  then  should  be  your  duty  as  a 
man  of  correct  principle  is  obvious." 

"  I  could  conceive  that  our  union  might  be 
attended  with  difficulties."  said  Coningsby,  in  a 
somewhat  deprecating  tone. 

"Sir,  it  is   impossible,'  repealed  Mr.   Mill- 
bank,  interrupting  him,  though  not  with  harBh- 
"that  is  to  say,  there  is  no  c^nc^vable 
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marriage  which  could    be    efiected   at   greater 
sacrifices,  and  which    would    occasion   greater 

"The  sacrifices  are  more  apparent  to  me 
than  the  misery,"  said  Coningsby,  "and  even 
they  may  be  imaginary.'' 

"The  sacrifices  and  Che  misery  are  certain 
and  inseparable,"  said  Mt.  MiUbank.  ''Come 
now,  see  bow  we  stand  !  I  speak  without 
reserve,  foi  this  is  a  subject  which  cannot 
permit  misconception,  but  with  no  feelings 
towards  you,  sir,  but  fair  and  friendly  ones. 
You  are  the  grandson  of  my  Lord  Monmouth ; 
at  present  enjoying  his  favour,  but  dependent 
on  his  bounty.  You  may  be  the  heir  of  his 
wealth  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow  you  may  be 
the  object  of  his  hatred  and  persecution.  Your 
grandfather  and  myself  are  foes ;  bitter,  irre- 
claimable, to  the  death.  It  is  idle  to  mince 
phrases;  I  do  not  vindicate  our  mutual  feelings, 
I  may  regret  that  they  have  ever  arisen  ;  I  may 
regret  it  especially  at  this  exigency.  They  are 
not  the  feelings  of  good  Christians ;  they  may 
be  altogether  to  be  deplored  and  unjustifiable ; 
but  they  exist,  mutually  exist ;.  and  have  not 
been  confined  to  words.  Lord  Monmouth 
would  crush  me,  had  he  the  power,  like  a 
worm  i  and  I  have  curbed  his  proud  fortunes 
often.  Were  it  not  for  this  feeling  I  should 
not  be  here ;  I  purchased  this  estate  merely  to 
annoy  him,  as  I  have  done  a  thousand  other 
acts  merely  for  his  discomfiture  and  mortiiica- 
tion.  In  our  long  encounter  I  have  done  him 
iofioitely  more  injury  than  he  could  do  me;  I 
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have  been  on  the  spot,  I  am  active,  vigilant, 
the  maker  of  m;  fortuaes.  He  is  an  epicurean, 
continually  in  foreign  parts,  obliged  to  leave  the 
fulfilment  of  his  will  to  others.  But,  for  these 
very  reasons,  his  hate  is  more  intense.  I  can 
afford  to  hate  him  less  than  he  hates  me ;  I 
have  injured  him  more.  Here  are  feelings  lo 
exist  between  human  beings !  But  they  do 
exist ;  and  now  you  are  to  go  to  this  man,  and 
ask  his  sanction  10  marry  my  daughter  !  " 

"  But  I  would  appease  these  hatreds  ;  I  would 
allay  these  dark  passions,  the  origin  of  which  1 
know  not,  but  which  never  could  justify  the 
end,  and  which  lead  to  so  much  misery.  I 
would  appeal  to  my  grandfather  ;  I  would  show 
him  Edith," 

"  He  has  looked  upon  as  fair  even  as  Edith," 
said  Mr.  Millbank,  rising  suddenly  from  his 
seat,  and  pacing  the  room,  "and  did  that  melt 
his  heart?  The  experience  of  your  own  lot 
should  have  guarded  you  from  the  perils  that 
you  have  so  rashly  meditated  encountering,  and 
the  misery  which  you  have  been  preparing  for 
others  besides  yourself.  Is  my  daughter  to  be 
treated  like  your  mother?  And  by  the  same 
hand?  Your  mother's  family  were  not  Lord 
Monmouth's  foes.  They  were  simple  and 
innocent  people,  free  from  all  the  bad  passions 
of  our  nature,  and  ignorant  of  the  world's  ways. 
But  because  they  were  not  noble,  because  they 
could  trace  no  mystified  descent  from  a  foreign 
invader,  or  the  sacrilegious  minion  of  some 
spoliating  despot,  their  daughter  was  hunted 
from  the  family  which  should  have  exulted  to 
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I  receive  her,  and  the  land  of  which  she  was  the 
pxe  ornament.  Why  should  a  happier  lot 
jut  you  than  fell  to  your  parents  ?  You  are 
f  the  same  position  as  your  father ;  you 
fiditate  the  same  act.  The  only  difference 
being  aggravating  circumstances  in  your  cast, 
which,  even  if  I  were  a  member  of  the  same 
order  as  my  Lord  Monmouth,  would  prevent 
the  possibility  of  a  prosperous  union.  Marry 
Edith,  and  you  blast  all  the  prospects  of  your 
life,  and  entail  on  her  a  sense  of  unceasing 
humiliation.  Would  you  do  this?  Should  I 
permit  you  to  do  this?" 

Coningsby,  with  his  head  resting  on  his  arm, 
his  face  a  httle  shaded,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  listened  in  silence.  There  was  a 
pause;  broken  by  Coningsby,  as  in  a  low  voice, 
without  changing  his  posture  or  raising  his 
glance,  he  said,  "  It  seems,  sir,  that  you  were 
acquainted  with  my  mother  !  " 

"  I  knew  sufficient  of  her,"  replied  Mr.  J£Ui- 
bank,  with  a  kindling  cheek,  "to  '^™  »■ 
misery  that  a  woman  may  entail  on  heneS  zm 
marrying  out  of  her  condition.  I  ha»t  ^^jg 
my  children  in  a  respect  for  their  fin.  £, 
believe  they  have  imbibed  my  feeluig;  1 
it  is  strange  how  in  the  commerce  od  im- 
chance,  in  their  friendsHip! 
baffled  my  designs." 

"Oh!  do  not  say    it     is 
Coningsby,  looking  up,  and  ^1 
fervour.      "The  feelings    thai 
wards    your    family    are     nc< 
chance;  they  are   the    err-— 
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tried  by  time,  tested  by  thought.       _^^^ 

they    perish  ?     Can   they   perish  ?     TTiey  1 

inevitable ;  they   are  indestructible.     Ves,  5 
it  is  in  vain  to  speak  of  the  enmities  that  a 
fostered  between  you  and  ray  grandfather : 
love  that  exists  between  your  daughter  and  my- 1 
seif  is  stronger  than  all  your  hatreds." 

"  You  speak  like  a  young  man,  and  a  yoong  I 
man  that  is  in  love,"  said  Mr,  Millbank. 
is  mere  rhapsody ;  it  will  vanish  in  an  instant  I 
before  the  reality  of  life.  And  yoa  have  aiTi\-ed  I 
at  that  reality,"  he  continued,  speakin^ 
emphasis,  leaning  over  the  back  of  his"  chair,  I 
and  looking  steadily  at  Coningsby  with  his  grcj', 
sagacious  eye ;  "  my  daughter  and  yoarself  car  I 
meet  no  more." 

"It  is  impossible  you  can  be  so  cruel!" 
exclaimed  Coningsby. 

"  So  kind  :  kind  to  you  both ;  for  I  wirfi  to 
be  kind  to  you  as  well  as  to  her.  You  are 
entitled  to  kindness  from  us  all ;  though  I  t 
tell  you  now,  that,  years  ago,  when  the  nci'S 
arrived  that  my  son's  life  had  been  saved,  and 
had  been  saved  by  one  who  bore  the  name  of 
Coningsby,  1  had  a  presentiment,  great  as  was 
the  blessing,  that  it  might  lead  to  unhappi- 
ness," 

"  I  can  answer  for  the  misery  of  one,"  said 
Coningsby,  in  a  tone  of  great  despondency, 
"  I  feel  as  if  my  sun  were  set.  Oh  I  why  should 
there  be  such  wretchedness?  Why  are  there 
family  hatreds  and  party  feuds?  Why  am  I 
the  most  wretthed  of  men?"  ' 

"  My  good   young  friend,   you   will  jjsq 


The  New  Generation      529 

doubt  not,  to  be  a  happy  one.  Happiness  is 
not,  as  we  are  apt  to  fancy,  entirely  dependent 
on  these  contingencies.  It  is  the  lot  of  most 
men  to  endure  what  you  are  now  suffering, 
and  they  can  look  back  to  such  conjunctures 
through  the  vista  of  years  witli  calmness." 

"  I  may  see  Edith  now  ? " 

"Frankly,  I  should  say,  no.  My  daughter 
is  in  her  rootn ;  I  have  had  some  conversation 
with  her.  Of  course  she  suffers  not  less  than 
yourself.  To  see  her  again  will  only  aggravate 
woe.  You  leave  under  this  roof,  sir,  some  sad 
rtieraories,  but  no  unkind  ones.  It  is  not  likely 
that  I  can  serve  you,  or  that  you  may  want  my 
aid ;  but  whatever  may  be  in  my  power,  re- 
member you  may  command  it ;  without  reserve 
and  without  restraint.  If  I  control  myself  now, 
it  is  not  because  I  do  not  respect  your  affliction, 
but  because,  in  the  course  of  my  life,  I  have 
felt  loo  much  not  to  be  able  to  command  my 
feelings." 

"  Vou  never  could  have  felt  what  I  feel  now," 
said  Coningsby,  in  a  tone  of  anguish. 

"You  touch  on  delicate  ground,"  said  Mill- 
bank;  "yet  from  me  you  may  learn  to  suffer. 
There  was  a  being  once,  not  less  fair  than  the 
peerless  girl  that  you  would  fain  call  your  own, 
and  her  heart  was  my  proud  possession.  There 
were  no  family  feuds  to  baffle  our  union,  nor 
was  I  dependent  on  anything,  but  the  energies 
which  had  already  made  me  flourishing.  What 
happiness  was  mine  !  It  was  the  first  dream  of 
(ny  life,  and  it  was  the  last ;  my  solitary  passion, 
^ffiememory  of  which  softens  my  heart,   .^ft* 
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you  dreambg  scholars,  and  fine  gentlemea 
who  saunter  through  life,  you  thmk.  there  is  n^ 
/  romance  in  the  loves  of  a  man  who  lives  in  Ibe 
"^  toil  and  turmoil  of  business.  You  are  in  deep, 
error.  Amid  my  career  of  travail,  there  was 
ever  a  bright  form  which  animated  exertion, 
inspired  my  invenrion,  nerved  my  energy,  and 
to  gain  whose  heart  and  life  I  first  made  many 
of  those  discoveries,  and  entered  into  many  of 
those  speculations,  that  have  since  been  the 
foundation  of  my  wide  prosperity, 

"  Her  faith  was  pledged  to  lae  ;  I  lived  upoo 
her  image ;  the  day  was  even  talked  of  when  I 
should  bear  her  to  the  home  that  I  had  proudly 
prepared  for  her. 
V  "There  came  a  young  noble,  a  warrior  who 
had  never  seen  war,  glittering  with  gewgaws; 
He  was  quartered  in  the  town  where  the 
mistress  of  my  heart,  and  who  was  soon  to 
share  my  life  and  my  fortunes,  resided.  Th<i' 
tale  is  loo  bitter  not  to  be  brief.  He  saw  her^ 
he  sighed ;  I  will  hope  that  he  loved  her  ;  she 
give  him  with  rapture  the  heart  which  perhapt 
she  found  she  had  never  given  to  me;  anj 
instead  of  bearing  the  name  I  had  once  hopedi 
to  have  called  her  by,  she  pledged  her  faith  at 
the  altar  to  one  who,  like  you,  was  called. 
CoNmcsBV." 

"My  mother!" 

"  You  see,  I  too  have  had  my  griefs." 

"  Dear  sir,"  said  Coningsby,  rising  and  talcinj 
Mr.  Miilbank's  hand,  "I  am  most  wretched ( 
and  yet  I  wish  to  part  from  yoti  even  wiil^ 
iSfeciioa.     Vou  have  explained  circumstancof 
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Ihat  have  long  perplexed  me.  A  curse,  I  fear, 
is  on  our  families.  I  have  not  mind  enough  ai 
this  moment  even  to  ponder  on  my  situation, 
My  head  is  a  chaos.  I  go ;  yes,  I  quit  this 
Hellingsley,  where  I  came  to  be  so  happy, 
where  I  have  been  so  happy.  Nay,  let  me  go, 
dear  sir !  I  must  be  alone,  I  must  try  to  think. 
And  tell  her,  no,  tell  her  nothing.  God  wiil 
guard  over  us ! " 

Proceeding  down  the  avenue  with  a  rapid 
and  distempered  step,  his  countenance  lost,  as 
it  were,  in  a  wild  abstraction,  Coningsby  en- 
countered Oswald  Millhank.  He  stopped,  col- 
lected his  turbulent  thoughts,  and  throwing  on 
Oswald  one  look  that  seemed  at  the  same  time 
to  communicate  woe  and  to  demand  sympathy, 
flung  himself  into  his  arms. 

"  My  friend ! "  he  exclaimed,  and  then  added, 
in  a  broken  voice,  "  I  need  a  friend." 
■  Then  in  a  hurried,  impassioned,  and  some- 
what incoherent  strain,  leaning  on  Oswald's 
arm,  as  they  walked  on  together,  he  poured 
forth  all  that  had  occurred,  all  of  which  he  had 
dreamed  ;  his  baffled  bliss,  his  actual  despair. 
Alas !  there  wis  little  room  for  solace,  and  yet 
all  that  earnest  affection  could  inspire,  and  a 
sagacious  brain  and  a  brave  spirit,  were  oflfered 
for  his  support,  if  not  his  consolation,  by  the 
friend  who  was  devoted  to  him. 

In  the  midst  of  this  deep  communion,  teem- 
ing with  every  thought  and  sentiment  that  could 
enchain  and  absorb  the  spirit  of  man,  they  came 
to  one  of  the  park-gates  of  Coningsby.  Mill- 
bank  stopped.      The  command  of  hia  father 
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was  peremptory,  that  no  member  of 
under  any  circumstaaces,  or  for  any  coi 
[ion,  should  set  his  foot  on  that  domaia. 
Wallioger  had  once  wished  to  have  seen  t 
Castle,  and  Coningsby  was  only  too  happy 
the  prospect  of  escorting  her  and  Edith  over 
ihe  place  i  but  Oswald  had  then  at  once  put' 
his  veto  on  the  project,  as  a  thing  forbidden; 
and  which,  if  put  in  practice,  his  father  would 
never  pardon.  So  it  passed  off,  and  now 
Oswald  himself  was  at  the  gates  of  that  very 
domain  with  his  friend  who  was  about  to  eoiei 
ihem,  bis  friend  whom  he  might  never  see 
again ;  that  Coningsby  who,  from  their  boyish 
days,  had  been  the  idol  of  his  life  ;  whom  be 
had  Lived  to  see  appeal  to  his  affections  and  his 
sympathy,  and  whom  Oswald  was  now  going 
to  desert  in  the  midst  of  his  lonely  and  uit- 
solaced  woe. 

"  I  ought  not  to  enter  here,"  said  Oswald, 
holding  the  hand  of  Coningsby  as  he  hesitated 
to  advance;  "and  yet  there  are  duties  more 
sacred  even  than  obedience  to  a  father.  I 
cannot  leave  you  thus,  friend  of  my  best 
heart ! " 

The  morning  passed  away  in  unceasing  yet 
fruitless  speculation  on  the  future.  One  moment 
something  was  to  happen,  the  next  nothing 
couid  occur.  Sometimes  a  beam  of  hope 
flashed  over  the  fancy  of  Coningsby,  and  jump- 
ing up  from  the  turf,  on  which  they  were 
reclining,  he  seemed  to  exult  in  his  renovated 
enei^ies ;  and  then  this  sanguine  paroxysm  was 
succeeded  by  a  fit  of  depression  so  dark  and 
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dejected  that  nothing  but  the  presence  of 
Oswald  seemed  to  prevent  Coniogsby  from 
flinging  himself  into  the  waters  of  the  Darl. 

The  day  was  fast  declining,  and  the  inevitable 
monaent  of  separation  was  at  hand.  Oswald 
wished  to  appear  at  the  dinner-table  of  Hel- 
lingsley,  that  no  suspicion  might  arise  in  the 
mind  of  his  father  of  his  having  accompanied 
Coningsby  home.  But  just  as  he  was  beginning 
to  mention  the  necessity  of  his  departure,  a 
flash  of  lightning  seemed  to  transfix  the  heavens. 
The  sky  was  very  dark  ■  though  studded  here 
and  there  with  dingy  spots.  The  young  men 
sprang  up  at  the  same  time. 

"  We  had  better  get  out  of  these  trees,"  said 
Oswald. 

"We  had  belter  get  to,  the  Castle,"  said 
Coningsby. 

A  clap  of  thunder  that  seemed  to  make  the 
park  quake  broke  over  their  heads,  followed  by 
some  thick  drops.  The  Castle  was  close  at 
hand ;  Oswald  had  avoided  entering  it ;  hut  the 
impending  storm  was  so  menacing  that,  hurried 
on  by  Coningsby,  he  could  make  no  resistance ; 
and,  in  a  few  minutes,  the  conipanioas  were 
watching  the  tempest  from  the  windows  of  a 
room  in  Coningsby  Castle, 

The  forked  lightning  flashed  and  scintillated 
from  every  quarter  of  the  horizon  :  the  thunder 
broke  over  the  Castle,  as  if  the  keep  were 
rocking  with  artillery ;  amid  the  momentary 
pauses  of  the  explosion,  the  rain  was  heard 
descending  like  dissolving  water-spouts. 

Nor  was  this  one  of  those  transient  tempests 
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Book  Vill  " 

CHAPTER    I 

It  was  the  heart  of  the  London  season,  nearly 
four  years  ago,  twelve  months  having  almost 
elapsed  since  the  occurrence  of  those  painful 
passages  at  Hellingsley  which  closed  the  last 
book  of  this  history,  and  long  lines  of  caniagw 
an  hour  before  oiidnighc,  up  the  classic  mount 
of  St.  James  and  along  Piccadilly,  intimated 
that  the  world  were  received  at  some  grand 
entertainment  in  Arlington  Street. 

It  was  the  town  mansion  of  the  noble  fainil; 
beneath  whose  roof  at  Beaumanoir  we  have 
more  than  once  introduced  the  reader,  to  gala 
whose  courtyard  was  at  this  moment  the  object 
of  emulous  coachmen,  and  to  enter  whose 
saloons  was  to  reward  the  martyr-like  padeocc 
of  their  lords  and  ladies. 

Among  the  fortunate  who  had  already  suc- 
ceeded in  bowing  to  their  hostess  were  two 
gentlemen,  who,  ensconced  in  a  good  position,. 
surveyed  the  scene,  and  made  their  observationt 
on  the  passing  guests.  They  were  gentlemed 
who,  to  judge  from  their  general  air  and  the 
great  consideration  with  which  they  were  treated 
by  those  who  were  occasionally  in  their  vicinity, 
r^re  personages  whose  critmsm  boTe  authority, 
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"I  Say,  Jemmy,"  said  the  eldest,  a  dandy 
yrixQ  had  dined  with  the  Kegetit,  but  who  was 
still  a  dandy,  and  who  enjoyed  Hfe  almost  aa 
much  as  in  the  days  when  Carlton  Hoase 
occupied  the  terrace  which  still  bears  its  name, 
*'  I  say.  Jemmy,  what  a  load  of  young  fellows 
there  are  i  Don't  know  their  names  at  all. 
Begin  to  think  fellows  are  younger  than  they 
used  to  be.  Amazing  load  of  young  fellows, 
indeed ! " 

At  this  moment  aa  individual  who  carae 
under  the  fortunate  designation  of  a  young 
fellow,  but  whose  assured  carriage  hardly  in- 
timated that  this  was  his  hr^t  season'  in  London, 
up  to  the  junior  of  the  two  critics,  and 
eaid,  "  A  pretty  turn  you  played  us  yesterday  at 
White's,  Melton.  We  waited  dinner  nearly  an 
hdur," 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  am  infinitely  sorry  ;  but  I 
was  obliged  to  go  down  to  Windsor,  and  1 
missed  the  return  train.  A  good  dinner?  Who 
had  you  ? " 

"A  capital  party,  only  you  were  wantedi 
We  had  Beaumanoir  and  Vere,  and  Jack  Tufton 
and  Spraggs." 

"  Was  Spraggs  rich  ?  ''  ■ 

"  Wasn't  he  !  I  have  not  done  laughing  yet. 
He  told  us  a  story  about  the  httle  BLton  who 
was  over  here  last  year ;  I  knew  her  at  Paris  ; 
and  an  Indian  screen.  Killing  I  Get  him  to 
tell  it  you.  The  richest  thing  you  ever  heard  1 " 
_■  "Who's  your  friend?  "inquired  Mr.  Melton's 
Companion,  as  the  young  man  moved  away. 

'Sir  Charles  Buckhuist." 
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That  is  Sir  Charles   : 
Glad  to  have  seen  him.     Tbey  say  be  ifp 
it." 

"He  knows  what  he  is  about." 

"  Egiid  I  so  they  all  do.  A  young  felli 
now  of  two  or  three  and  twenty  knows  1 
world  as  men  used  to  do  after  as  many  yea 
of  scrapes.  1  wonder  where  there  i 
thing  as  a  greenhorn.  Efiie  Crabbs  says  th< 
reason  he  gives  up  his  house  is,  that  he  hA 
cleaned  out  the  old  generation,  and  that  tl 
new  generation  would  clean  him." 

"Buckhurst  is  not  in  that  sort  of  way:  be 
swears  by  Henry  Sydney,  a  younger  son  of  the 
Duke,  whom  you  don't  know ;  and  young  Con- 
ingsby ;  a  sort  of  new  set ;  new  ideas  and  > 
".  that  sort  of  thing.  Beau  tells  me  a  good  dd 
N.  about  it;  and  when  I  was  staying  with  tt 
ETeringhams,  at  Easter,  they  were  full  of 
Coningsby  had  just  returned  from  his  travels 
and  they  were  quite  on  the  ^ui  vme. 
Everingham  is  one  of  their  set.  I  dont  know 
what  it  is  exactly  ;  but  I  think  we  shall  hen 
more  of  it." 

"  A  sort  of  animal  magnetism,  or  unknowtt 
tongues,  1  take  it  from  your  description,"  satj 
his  companion. 

"Well,  1  don't  know  what  it  is,"  said  Mr. 
Melton  ;  "  but  it  has  got  bold  of  all  the  young 
fellows  who  have  just  come  out.  Beau  is  < 
little  bit  himself.  I  had  some  idea  of  givitig 
my  mind  to  it,  they  made  such  a  fuss  alxiut  it 
at  Everingham  ;  but  it  requires  a  devilish  deal 
of  history,  I  believe,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,"] 
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joa  what,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby,  MI^HV 
wiM  oij  -md  solemn,  "  I  should  not  be  stnprflfcl  1 
i^  ^me  day  or  another,  we  have  a  history  about 
Lady  Eveting ham  and  young  Coningsby." 

"Poh!"  said  Mr.  Melton;  "he  is  engaged 
to  be  married  to  her  sister,  Lady  Theresa." 

"  The  deuce  !  "  said  Mr.  Ormsby ;  "  well,  you 
are  a  friend  of  the  family,  and  I  suppose  you 
know." 

**  He  is  a  devilish  good-looking  fellow,  Ibtt 
young  Coningsby,"  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  "Al! 
the  women  are  in  love  with  him,  tbey  say. 
Lady  Eleanor  Ducie  quite  raves  about  him." 

"  By-the-bye,  his  grandfather  has  been  very 
unwell,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby,  looking  mysteri- 
ously. 

"I  saw  Lady  Monmouth  here  just  now," 
said  Mr,  Melton. 

"  Oh !    he  is   quite  well   again,"  said   Mr. 
Ormsby. 
I         "  Got  an  odd   story  at  White's  that  Lord 
I     Monmouth  was  going  to  separate  from  ■  her," 
said  Mr.  Cassilis. 

"  No  foundation,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby,  shaldi^ 
his  head. 

"  They  are  not  going  to  separate,  I  believe" 
said  Mr.   Melton;  "but  I  rather  think  tbete 
was  a  foundation  for  the  rumour," 
I         Mr.  Ormsby  still  shook  his  head. 

"Well,"  continued  Mr.  Mellon,  "all  I  know 
5,  that  it  was  looked  upon  last  winter  at  Paiii 
as  a  settled  thing." 

"There  was  some  story  about  some  Hun- 

-"     'asiSa. 
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No,  that  blew  over,"  said  Mr.  Melton  ;  "  it 
Was  Trautsmansdorff  the  row  was  about." 

All  this  time  Mr.  Ormsby,  as  the  friend  of 
lx)rd  and  Lady  Monmouth,  remained  shaking 
bis  head;  but  as  a  member  of  society,  and 
therefore  delighting  in  small  scandal,  appropriat- 
■ing  the  gossip  with  the  greatest  avidity. 
'  "I  should  think  old  Monmouth  was  not  the 
sort  of  fellow  to  blow  up  a  woman,"  said  Mr. 
Cassihs. 

"  Provided  she  would  leave  him  quietly,"  said 
■Mr.  Melton, 

"  Yes,  Lord  Monmouth  never  could  live  with 
a  woman  more  than  two  years, "said  Mr.  Ormsby, 
pensively,  "And  that  I  thought  at  the  time 
rathet  an  objection  to  his  marriage." 

We  must  now  briefly  revert  to  what  befell 
our  hero  after  those  unhappy  occurrences  in  the 
midst  of  whose  first  woe  we  left  him. 

The  day  after  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Rigby  at  the 
Castle,  Coningsby  quitted  it  for  London,  and 
before  a  week  had  elapsed  had  embarked  for 
Cadiz.  He  felt  a  romantic  interest-in  visiting 
the  land  to  which  Edith  owed  some  biood,  and 
in  acquiring  the  language  which  he  had  ofteT 
admired  as  she  spoke  it.  A  favourable  oppor- 
tunity permitted  him  in  the  autumn  to  \isit 
Athens  and  the  /Egean,  which  be  much  desired. 
In  the  pensive  beauties  of  that  delicate  land, 
where  perpetual  autumn  seems  to  reign,  Con- 
ingsby found  solace.  There  is  something  in 
the  character  of  Grecian  scenery  which  blends 
with  the  humour  of  the  mdancholy  and  the 
feelings  of  the  sorrowful.     Coningsby  passed 
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his  winter  at  Rome.  The  wish  of  his  grand- 
father had  rendered  it  necessary  for  him  10 
leturn  to  Eogland  somewhat  abruptly.  Lord 
Monmouth  had  not  visited  his  native  counDj 
since  his  marriage  j  but  (he  period  that  had 
elapsed  since  that  event  had  considerably  im- 
proved the  prospects  of  his  party.  The  niajorilj 
of  the  Whig  Cabinet  in  the  House  of  Commom 
by  1S40  had  become  little  more  than  nominjij 
and  though  it  was  circulated  among  their  friendi^. 
as  if  from  the  highest  authority,  that  "  one  mi. 
enough,"  there  seemed  daily  a  better  chance  of 
their  being  deprived  even  of  that  magical  unit 
For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  this  country 
since  the  introduction  of  the  system  of  parlia- 
mentary sovereignty,  the  Government  of  Eng- 
land depended  on  the  fate  of  single  elections: 
and  indeed,  by  a  single  vote,  it  is  remarkable  to 
observe,  ihe  fate  of  the  Whig  Government  was 
ultimately  decided. 

This  critical  state  of  affairs,  duly  reported  to 
Lord  Monmouth,  revived  his  political  passions, 
and  oSered  him  that  excitement  which  he  was 
ever  seeking,  and  yet  for  which  he  had  often 
sighed.     The    Marquess,    too,    was    weary    of  1 
Paris.     Every  day  he  found    it  more  difficult  I 
to  be  amused.     Lucrttia  had  lost  her  charm.  I 
He,  from  whom  nothing  could  be  concealed,  [ 
perceived    that    often,    while    she    elaborately  1 
attempted  to  divert  him,  her  mind  was  wander*  I 
ing  elsewhere.      Lord    Monmouth   was   quite  1 
superior  to  all  petty  jealousy  and  the  vulgar  I 
feelings   of  inferior    mortals,   but   his   sublime  J 
selfishness  required  devotion.     He  had  calcu- J 
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lated  that  a  wife  or  mistress  who  might  be  in 
love  with  another  man,  however  powerfully 
fheir  interests  might  prompt  them,  could  not 
be  so  agreeable  or  amusing  to  their  friends  and 
husbands  as  if  they  had  no  such  distracting 
hold  upon  their  hearts  or  their  fancy.  Latterly 
at  Paris,  while  Lucretia  became  each  day  more 
involved  in  the  vortex  of  society,  where  all 
admired  and  some  adored  her,  Lord  Monmouth 
fell  into  the  easy  habit  of  dining  in  his  private 
rooms,  sometimes  tete-Ji-tete  with  Villebecque, 
whose  inexhaustible  tales  and  adventures  about 
a  tind  of  society  which  Lord  Monmouth  had 
always  preferred  infinitely  to  the  polished  and 
somewhat  insipid  circles  in  which  he  was  born, 
had  rendered  him  the  prime  favourite  of  his 
great  patron.  Sometimes  Villebecque,  too, 
brought  a  friend,  male  or  otherwise,  whom  he 
thought  invested  with  the  rare  faculty  of  dis- 
traction :  Lord  Monmouth  cared  not  who  or 
what  they  were,  provided  they  were  diverting. 

Villebecque  had  written  to  Coningsby  at 
Rome,  by  his  grandfather's  deshre,  to  beg  him 
to  return  to  England  and  meet  Lord  Monmouth 
there.  The  letter  was  couched  with  all  the 
respect  and  good  feeling  which  Villebecque 
really  entertained  for  him  whom  he  addressed  ; 
still,  a  letter  on  such  a  subject  from  such  a 
person  was  not  agreeable  to  Coningsby.  and  his 
reply  to  it  was  direct  to  his  grandfather ;  Lord 
Monmouth,  however,  had  entirely  given  over 
writing  letters. 

Coningsby  had  met  at  Paris,  on  his  way  to 
England,  Lord  and  Lady  Everingham,  and  he 
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had  returned  with  them.  This  levivaJ  of  s.a  old 
acquaintance  was  both  agreeable  and  fortunate 
i'or  our  ht:ro.  The  vivacity  of  a  clever  and  chaira-? 
ing  n'oman  pleasantly  disturbed  tbe  brooding 
memory  of  Coningsby.  There  is  no  mortifica- 
tion however  keen,  no  misery  however  desperate, 
which  the  spirit  of  woman  cannot  in  some 
degree  hghten  or  alleviate.  About,  too,  to 
make  his  formal  entrance  into  the  great  workL 
he  could  not  have  secured  a  more  valuable  and 
accomplished  female  friend.  She  gave 
every  instruction,  every  intimation  that  was' 
necessary  ;  cleared  the  social  difficulties  whicl; 
in  some  degree  are  experienced  on  their  entrance:< 
into  the  world  even  by  the  most  highly  con- 
nected, unless  they  have  this  benign  assistance^ 
planted  him  immediately  in  tbe  position  whicb 
was  expedient;  took  care  that  he  was  invited  at' 
once  to  the  right  houses  ;  and,  with  the  aid  of 
her  husband,  that  he  should  become  a  membes 
of  the  right  clubs, 

"And  who  is  to  have  the  blue  ribbon,  Lord 
Eskdale  ?  "  said  the  Duchess  to  that  noblemai^ 
as  he  entered  and  approached  to  pay  hii' 
respects. 

"  If  I  were  Melbourne,  I  would  keep  it  open,' 
replied  his  Lordship.  "  It  is  a  mistake  to  givQi 
away  too  quickly." 

"  Bm  suppose  they  go  out,"  said  her  Grace.  , 

"  Oh !  there  is  always,  a  last  day  to  clear  th^ 
House.  But  they  will  be  in  another  year.  Th« 
clitf  will  not  be  sapped  before  then.  We  mad^ 
a  mistake  last  year  about  the  ladies." 

"  I  know  you  always  thought  so." 


da^ 
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.■    "  Quarrels  about  women  are  always  a  mistake. 
Doe  should  make  it  a  rule  to  give  up  to  them, 
fand  then  they  are  sure  to  give  up  to  us." 
y.     "  You  have  no  great  faith  in  our  firmness  ?  " 
|-     "Male   firmness    is    very    often    obstinacy; 
Women  have  always  something  better,  worth  all 
tqualities;  they  have  tact." 
I    "  A  compliment  to  the  sex  from  so  finished  a 
i^itic  as  Lord  Eskdale  is  appreciated." 
j     But   at    this    moment   the   arrival   of    some 
Kuests  terminated  the  conversation,  and  Lord 
PSakdale  moved  away,  and  approached  a  group 
Which  Lady  Everingham  was  enlightening, 

"  My  dear  Lord  Fitz-booby,"  her  Ladyship 
>©bserved,  "in  politics  we  require  faith  as  well  as 
.'in  all  other  things." 

'r  Lord  Fitz-booby  looked  rather  perplexed ; 
but,  possessed  of  considerable  ofticial  experi- 
ItQce,  having  held  high  posts,  some  in  the 
;cabinet,  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century,  he 
fwas  too  versed  to  acknowledge  that  he  had  not 
liinderstood  a  single  word  that  had  been  ad- 
dressed to  him  for  the  last  ten  minutes.  He 
looked  on  with  the  same  grave,  attentive 
stolidity,  occasionally  nodding  his  head,  as  he 
was  wont  of  yore  when  he  received  a  depu- 
tation on  sugar  duties  or  joint-stock  banks, 
■and  when  he  made,  as  was  his  custom  whec 
particularly  perplexed,  an  occasional  note  on  a 
Sbeel  of  foolscap  paper. 

"An  Opposition  in  an  age  of  revolution," 
continued  Lady  Everingham,  "  must  be  founded 
on  principles.  It  cannot  depend  on  nxst^ 
/personal    ability  and    party    adddress    lakini: 
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Vou  have  not 
enunciated  a  principle  for  the  last  ten  yean; 
and  when  you  seemed  on  the  point  of  acceding 
to  power,  it  was  not  on  a  great  question  of 
national  interest,  but  a  technical  disputi 
speciing  the  constitotion  of  an  exhausted  ! 
colony." 

"  If  you  are  a  Conservative  party,  we  wish  to 
know  what  you  want  to  conserve,"  said  Lord 
Vere. 

"  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  ^Vhig  abolition  of 
slavery,"  said  Lord  Fitz-booby,  goaded  into 
repartee,  "Jamaica  would  not  have  bean  aa 
exhausted  sugar  colony." 

"Then  what   you    do   want    to    conserve 
slavery?"  said  Lord  Vere. 

"No,"  said  Lord  Ficz-booby,  "1  gm  ne«r 
for  retracing  our  steps." 

"  But  win  you  advance,  wiil  you  move  ?  And 
where  will  you  advance,  and  how  will  you 
move  ?  "  said  Lady  Everingham. 

"I  think  we  have  had  quite  enough  of 
advancing,"  said  his  Lordship,  "  I  had  no  idea 
your  Ladyship  was  a  member  of  the  Movement 
party,"  he  added,  with  a  sarcastic  grin. 

"But  if  it  were  bad,  Lord  Fit;-booby,  lo 
move  where  we  are,  as  you  and  your  friends 
have  always  maintained,  how  can  you  reconcile 
it  to  principle  to  remain  there  ?  "  said  Lord  Vere. 

"I  would  make  the  best  of  a  bad  bargain," 
said  Lord  Fitz-booby.  "With  a  Conservative 
government,  a  reformed  Constitution  would  be 
less  dangerous." 

"Why?"   said    Lady    Everingham.      "Whit 
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are  your  distinctive  principles  that  render  the 
peril  less  ? " 

"  I  appeal  to  Lord  Eskdale,"  said  Lord  Fitz- 
booby:  "there  is  Lady  Everingham  turned 
quite  a  Radical,  I  declare.  Is  not  your  Lord- 
ship of  opinion  that  the  country  must  be  safer 
with  a  Conservative  government  than  with  a 
Liberal  ?  " 

"  I  think  the  country  is  always  tolerably 
secure,"  said  Lord  Eskdale. 

Lady  Theresa,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Mr. 
Lyle,  came  up  at  this  moment,  and  uncon- 
sciously ma<te  a  diversion  in  favour  of  Lord 
Eitz-booby. 

"  Pray,  Theresa,"  said  Lady  Everingham, 
"where  is  Mr,  Coningsby?" 

Let  us  endeavour  to  ascertain.  It  so  hap- 
pened that  on  this  day  Coningsby  and  Henry 
Sydney  dined  at  Grillion's,  at  an  university 
club,  where,  among  many  friends  whom  Con- 
ingsby had  not  met  for  a  long  time,  and  among 
delightful  reminiscences,  the  unconscious  hours 
stole  on.  It  was  late  when  they  quitted 
Grillion's,  and  Conitigsby's  brougham  was  de- 
tained for  a  considerable  time  before  its  driver 
could  insinuate  himself  into  the  line,  which 
indeed  he  would  never  have  succeeded  in  doing 
had  not  he  fortunately  come  across  the  coach- 
man of  the  Duke  of  AgincourC,  who  being  of 
the  same  politics  as  himself,  belonging  to  the 
same  club,  and  always  black-balling  the  same 
men,  let  him  in  from  a  legitimate  party  feeling ; 
so  they  arrived  in  Arlington  Street  at.  a  very 
late  hour. 
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CoDiogsby  was  springing  up  the  staircase, 
now  not  so  crowded  as  it  had  been,  and  mei 
a  letiiing  party  :  he  was  about  to  say  a.  passing 
word  to  a  gentleman  as  he  went  by,  rben, 
suddenly,  Coningsby  turned  deadly  p^e.  The 
geatieman  could  hardly  be  the  cause,  for  it  «ai 
the  gracious  and  handsome  presence  of  Lord 
Beaumanoir:  the  lady  resting  on  his  arm  was 
Edith.  They  moved  on  while  he  was  motion- 
less ;  yet  Edith  and  himself  had  exchanged 
glances.  His  was  one  of  astonishment;  but 
what  was  the  expression  of  hers?  She  must 
have  recognised  him  tiefore  he  had  observed 
her.  She  was  collected,  and  she  expressed  the 
purpose  of  her  mind  in  a  distant  and  hai^hty 
recognition,  Coningsby  remained  for  a  moment 
stupefied;  then  suddenly  turtiiag  back,  he 
bounded  downstairs  and  hurried  into  the  cloat 
room.  He  met  Lady  Wallinger ;  he  spoke 
rapidly,  he  held  her  hand,  did  not  listen  ta' 
her  answers,  his  eyes  wandered  about.  There 
were  many  persons  present,  at  length  he  recog- 
nised Edith  enveloped  in  her  mantle.  He 
went  forward,  he  looked  at  her,  as  if  be  would 
have  read  her  soul ;  he  said  something.  She 
changed  colour  as  he  addressed  her,  but  seemed 
instantly  by  an  effort  to  rally  and  regain  hat 
equanimity;  replied  to  bis  inquiries  with  extremft' 
brevity,  and  Lady  WaUinger's  carriage  being 
announced,  moved  away  with  the  same  sliglU 
haughty  salute  as  before,  on  the  arm  of  Lord 
Beaumanoir. 


1 
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CHAPTER    II 

Sadness  fell  over  the  once  happy  family  of 
Millbank  after  the  departure  of  Coningsby  from 
Hellingsley.  When  the  first  pang  was  over, 
Edith  had  found  some  solace  in  the  sympathy 
of  her  aunt,  who  had  always  appreciated  aud 
admired  Coningsby;  but  it  was  a  sympathy 
which  aspired  only  to  soften  sorrow,  and  not 
to  create  hope.  But  Lady  Wallinger,  though 
she  lengthened  her  visit  for  the  sake  of  her 
niece,  in  time  quitted  them;  and  then  the  name 
of  Coningsby  was  never  heard  by  Edilh,  Her 
brother,  shortly  after  the  sorrowful  and  abrupt 
departure  of  his  friend,  had  gone  to  the  factories, 
where  he  remained,  and  of  which,  in  future,  it 
was  intended  that  he  should  assume  the  prin- 
cipal direction.  Mr.  Millbank  himself,  sustained 
at  first  by  the  society  of  his  friend  Sir  Joseph, 
to  whom  he  was  attached,  and  occupied  with 
daily  reports  from  his  establishments  and  the 
transaction  of  the  affairs  of  his  numerous  and 
busy  constituents,  was  for  a  while  scarcely  con- 
scious of  the  alteration  which  had  taken  place 
in  the  demeanour  of  his  daughter.  But  when 
they  were  once  more  alone  together,  it  was 
impossible  any  longer  to  be  blind  to  the  great 
change,  That  happy  and  equable  gaiety  of 
spirit,  which  seemed  to  spring  from  an  innocent 
enjoyment  of  existence,  and  which  had  ever 
distinguished  Edith,  was  wanting.     Her  suiU 
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glance  was  gone-  She  was  not  indeed  always 
moody  and  dispirited,  but  she  was  fitful,  un- 
equal in  her  lone.  Thai  temper  whose  sweet- 
Dess  had  been  a  domestic  proverb  had  become 
a  little  uncertain.  Not  that  her  affection  for 
her  father  was  diminished,  but  there  were 
snatches  of  unusual  irritability  which  momen- 
tarily escaped  her,  followed  by  bursts  of  tenda- 
ness  that  were  the  creatures  of  compunctiOD. 
And  often,  after  some  hasty  word,  she  would 
throw  her  arms  round  her  father's  neck  with 
the  fondness  of  remorse.  She  pursued  her 
usual  ayocations,  for  she  had  really  loo  well- 
regulated  a  mind,  she  was  in  truth  a  i>er5O0  of 
too  strong  an  intellect,  to  neglect  any  source  of 
occupation  and  distraction.  Her  flowers,  he 
pencil,  and  her  books  supplied  her  with  these; 
and  music  soothed,  and  at  times  beguiled,  her 
agitated  thoughts,  But  there  was  no  joy  in  the 
house,  and  in  time  Mr.  Millbank  felt  it. 

Mr.  Millbank  was  vexed,  irritated,  grieved. 
Edith,  his  Edith,  the  pride  and  delight  of  his 
existence,  who  had  been  to  him  only  a  source 
of  exultation  and  felicity,  was  no  longer  happy, 
was  perhaps  pining  away;  and  there  was  the 
appearance,  the  unjust  appearance  that  he,  her 
fond  father,  was  the  cause  and  occasion  of  all 
this  wretchedness.  It  would  appear  that  the 
name  of  Coningsby,  to  which  he  now  owed  a 
great  debt  of  gratitude,  was  still  doomed  to 
bear  him  mortification  and  misery.  Truly  had 
the  young  roan  said  that  there  was  a  curse  upon 
their  two  families.  And  yet,  on  reflection,  it 
_still  seemed  to  Mr.  Millbank  that  he  had  acted 
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with  as  much  wisdom  and  real  kindness  as 
decision.  How  otherwise  was  he  to  have  acted? 
The  union  was  impossible ;  the  speedier  their 
separation,  therefore,  clearly  the  better.  Unfor- 
tunate, indeed,  had  been  his  absence  from 
Hellingsley ;  unquestionably  his  presence  might 
have  prevented  the  catastrophe-  Oswald  should 
have  hindered  all  this.  And  yet  Mr.  Millbank 
could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the  devotion  of  his 
son  to  Coningsby.  He  felt  he  could  count  on 
no  assistance  in  this  respect  from  that  quarter. 
Yet  how  hard  upon  him  that  he  should  seem 
to  figure  as  a  despot  or  a  tyrant  to  his  own 
children,  whom  he  loved,  when  he  had  abso- 
lutely acted  in  an  inevitable  manner!  Edith 
seemed  sad,  Oswald  sullen ;  all  was  changed, 
AH  the  objects  for  which  this  clear-headed, 
strong-minded,  kind-hearted  man  had  been 
working  all  his  life,  seemed  to  be  frustrated. 
And  why  ?  Because  a  young  man  had  made 
love  to  his  daughter,  who  was  really  in  no 
manner  entitled  to  do  so. 

As  the  autumn  drew  on,  Mr.  Millbank  found 
Hellingsley,  under  existing  circumstances,  ex- 
tremely wearisome;  and  he  proposed  to  his 
daughter  that  they  should  pay  a  visit  to  their 
earlier  home.  Edith  assented  without  difficulty, 
but  without  interest.  And  yet,  as  Mr.  Millbank 
inamtdiately  perceived,  the  change  was  a  judi- 
cious one  ;  for  certainly  the  spirits  of  Edith 
seemed  to  improve  after  her  return  to  their 
valley.  There  were  more  objects  of  interest : 
change,  too,  is  always  beneficial.  If  Mr.  Mill- 
bank  had  been  aware  that  Oswald  had  received 


552  Coningsby  ;   or 

a  letter  from  Coningsby,  written  before  ht 
quitted  Spaia,  perhaps  he  might  have  recog- 
nised a  more  satisfactory  reason  for  the  trans- 
stent  liveliness  of  his  daughter  which  had  so 
greatly  gratified  him. 

About  a  month  after  Christmas,  the  meeting 
of  Parliament  summoned  Mr.  Millbank  up  to 
London;  and  he  had  wished  Edith  to  aocooi- 
pany  him.  But  London  in  February  to  Edith, 
vrilhout  friends  or  connections,  her  father  always 
occupied  and  absent  from  her  day  and  nighl, 
seemed  to  them  all,  on  reflection,  to  be  a  life 
not  very  conducive  to  health  or  cheerfulness, 
and  therefore  she  remained  with  her  brother. 
Oswald  had  heard  from  Coningsby  again  from 
Rome,  but  at  the  period  he  wrote  he  did  not 
anticipate  his  return  to  England.  His  tone 
was  affectionate,  but  dispirited. 

Lady  Wallinger  went  up  to  London  after 
Easter  for  the  season,  and  Mr.  MiUbank,  now 
that  there  was  a  constant  companion  for  his 
daughter,  took  a  house  and  carried  Edith  back 
with  him  to  London.  Lady  Wallinger,  who 
had  great  wealth  and  great  tact,  had  obtained  by 
degrees  a  not  inconsiderable  position  in  society. 
She  had  a  fine  house  in  a  fashionable  situation, 
and  gave  profuse  entertainments.  The  Whigs 
were  under  obligations  to  her  husband,  and 
the  great  Whig  ladies  were  gratified  taifiad  in 
his  wife  a  polished  and  pleasing  person,  to 
whom  they  could  be  courteous  without  any 
annoyance.  So  that  Edith,  under  the  auspices 
of  her  aunt,  found  herself  at  once  in  circles 
which   otherwise   she  might   not  easily   hare 
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'  entered,  but  which  her  beauty,  grace,  and  ex- 
perience of  the  most  refined  society  of  the 
Continent,  qualified  her  to  shine  in.  One 
evening  they  met  the  Marquis  of  Beaumanoir, 
their  friend  of  Rome  and  Paris,  and  admirer  of 
Edith,  who  from  that  time  was  seldom  from 
their  side.  His  mother,  the  Duchess,  imme- 
diately called  both  on  the  Millbanks  and  the 
Wallingers ;  glad,  not  only  to  please  her  son, 
but  to  express  that  consideration  for  Mr. 
Millbank  which  the  Duke  always  wished  to 
show.  It  was,  however,  of  no  use ;  nothing 
would  induce  Mr.  Millbank  ever  to  enter  what 
he  called  aristocratic  society.  He  hked  the 
House  of  Commons;  never  paired  off;  never 
missed  a  moment  of  it ;  worked  at  committees 
all  the  morning,  Hslened  attentively  to  debates 
all  the  night ;  always  dined  at  Bellamy's  when 
there  was  a  house ;  and  when  there  was  not, 
liked  dining  at  the  Fishmongers'  Company,  the 
Russia  Company,  great  Emigration  banquets, 
and  other  joint-stock  festivities.  That  was  his 
idea  of  rational  society  ;  business  and  pleasure 
combined;  a  good  dinner,  and  good  speeches 
afterwards. 

Edith  was  aware  that  Coningsby  bad  returned 
to  England,  for  her  brother  bad  heard  from 
him.jgi  his  arrival ;  but  Oswald  had  not  heard 
sinHJI^A  season  in  London  only  represented 
in  Spfeind  of  Edith  the  chance,  perhaps  the 
certainty,  of  meeting  Coningsby  again  ;  of  com- 
muning togelher  over  the  catastrophe  of  last 
5um.mer ;  of  soothing  and  solacing  each  other's 

I  unhappiness,  and  perhaps,  with  the  sanguine 
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iniagina.tion  of  youih,  foreseeLng  a  more  fetidt- 
ous  future.  She  had  been  nearly  a  fortnight  in 
town,  and  though  moving  frequently  in  the 
same  circles  as  Coningsby  they  had  not  yet 
met.  It  was  one  of  those  results  which  could 
rarely  occur;  but  even  chance  enters  too  fee- 
quenlly   id    the    league    against    lovers.      The 

invitation  to  the  assembly  at  House  was 

therefore  peculiarly  gratifying  to  Edith,  since 
she  could  scarcely  doubt  that  if  Coningsby 
were  in  town,  which  her  casual  inquiries  of 
Lord  Beaumanoir  induced  her  to  believe  was 
the  case,  he  would  be  present.  Never,  there- 
fore, had  she  repaired  to  an  assembly  with  such 
B  fluttering  spirit ;  and  yet  there  was  a  fascinat- 
ing anxiety  about  it  that  bewilders  the  young 
heart. 

In  vain  Edith  surveyed  the  rooms  to  catch 
the  form  of  that  being,  whom  for  a  moment  she 
had  never  ceased  to  cherish  and  muse  over, 
He  was  not  there ;  and  at  the  very  moment 
when,  disappointed  and  mortified,  she  most 
required  solace,  she  learned  from  Mr.  Melton 
that  Lady  Theresa  Sydney,  whom  she  chanced 
to  admire,  was  going  to  be  married,  and  to  Mr. 
Coningsby ! 

What  a  revelation !  His  silence,  perhapi 
his  shunning  of  her  were  no  longer  inexpiable. 
What  a  return  for  all  her  romantic  d^vM^k'  ia 
her  sad  solitude  at  Hellingsley.  Was  oVrthe 
end  of  their  twilight  rambles,  and  the  sweet 
pathos  of  their  mutual  loves?  There  seemed 
to  be  no  truth  in  man,  no  joy  in  life !  All  the 
feelings  that  she  had  so  generously  lavished,  all 
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returned  upon  herself.  She  could  have  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears  and  buried  herself  in  a 
cloister. 

Instead  of  that,  civilisation  made  her  listen 
with  a  serene  though  tortured  countenance ; 
but  as  soon  as  it  was  in  her  power,  pleading  a 
headache  to  Lady  Wallinger,  she  effected,  or 
thought  she  had  effected,  her  escape  from  a 
scene  which  harrowed  her   heart. 

As  for  Coningsby,  he  passed  a  sleepless 
night,  agitated  by  the  unexpected  presence  of 
Edith  and  distracted  by  the  manner  in  which 
she  had  received  him.  To  say  that  her  appetir- 
ance  had  revived  all  his  passionate  affection  for 
her  would  convey  an  unjust  impression  of  the 
nature  of  his  feelings.  His  affection  had 
never  for  a  moment  swerved ;  it  was  profound 
and  firm.  But  unquestionably  this  sudden 
vision  had  brought  before  him,  in  startling  and 
more  vivid  colours,  the  relations  that  subsisted 
between  them.  There  was  the  being  whom  he 
loved  and  who  loved  him ;  and  whatever  were 
the  barriers  which  the  circumstances  of  life 
placed  against  their  union,  they  were  par- 
takers of  the  solemn  sacrament  of  an  unpolluted 
heart. 

Coningsby,  as  we  have  mentioned,  had  signi- 
fied to  Oswald  his  return  to  England  :  he  had 
hithAo  omitted  to  write  again ;  not  because 
his  ^fcit  faltered,  but  he  was  wearied  of 
whispering  hope  without  foundation,  and 
mourning  over  his  chagrined  fortunes.  Once 
more  in  England,  once  more  placed  in  com- 
munication with  his  grandfather,  he  felt  with 
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ticreased  conyiction  the  difficulties  which  sni- 
rounded  bitn.  The  society  of  I^dy  EvenDg- 
ham  and  her  sister  who  had  been  at  the  samt 
time  her  visitor,  had  been  a  relaxabon,  and  t 
beneficial  one,  to  a  mind  suffering  too  much 
from  the  tension  of  one  idea.  But  Coningsby 
had  treated  the  malrimonial  project  of  his  gaj- 
minded  hostess  with  the  courteous  levity  in 
which  he  believed  it  had  at  first  half  originated. 
He  admired  and  liked  Lady  Theresa ;  but 
there  was  a  teason  why  he  could  oot  marry  her, 
even  had  his  own  heart  not  been  absorbed  by 
one  of  those  passions  from  which  men  of  deep. 
and  earnest  character  never  emancipate  them- 
selves. 

After  musing  and  meditating  again  and  agatn 
over  everytliing  that  had  occurred,  Coningsby 
fell  asleep  when  the  morning  had  far  advanced, 
resolved  to  rise  when  a  little  refreshed  and  find 
out  Lady  WaJlinger,  who,  he  felt  sure,  would 
receive  him  with  kindness. 

Yet  it  was  fated  that  this  step  should  not  be 
taken,  for  while  he  was  at  breakfast,  his  servant 
brought  him  a  letter  from  Monmouth  House, 
apprising  him  that  his  grandfather  wished  to 
see  him  as  soon  as  possible  on  urgent  business. 


io, 


CHAPTER  III 


iRD  Monmouth  was  sitting  in  the  same 
dressing-toom  in  which  he  was  first  introduced 
to  the  reader;  on  the  table  were  several 
packets  of  papers  that  were  open  and  in  course 
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of  reference ;  and  he  dictated  his  observations 
to  Monsieur  Villebecque,  who  was  writing  at 
his  left  hand. 

Thus  were  they  occupied  when  Coningsby 
was  ushered  into  the  room. 

"You  see,  Harry,"  said  Lord  Monmouth, 
Vthat  I  am  much  occupied  to-day,  yet  tiie 
business  on  which  I  wish  to  communicate  with 
you  is  so  pressing  that  it  could  not  be  post' 
poned."  He  made  a  sign  to  Villebecque,  and 
his  secretary  instantly  retired. 

"I  was  right  in  pressing  your  return  to  Eng- 
land," continued  Lord  Monmouth  Co  his  grand- 
son, who  was  a  little  anxious  as  to  the 
impending  communication,  which  he  could  not 
in  any  way  anticipate.  "These  are  not  times 
when  young  men  should  be  out  of  sight 
Your  public  career  will  commence  immediately. 
The  Government  have  resolved  on  a  dissolu- 
tion. My  information  is  from  the  highest 
quarter.  You  may  be  astonished,  hut  it  is  a 
fact  They  are  going  to  dissolve  their  own 
House  of  Commons.  Notwithstandmg  this 
and  the  Queen's  name,  we  can  beat  them ;  but 
the  race  requires  the  finest  jockeying.  We 
can't  give  a  point.  Tadpole  has  been  here  to 
me  about  Darlford  ;  he  came  specially  with  a 
message,  I  may  say  an  appeal,  from  one  to 
whom  I  can  refuse  nothing ;  the  Government 
count  on  the  seat,  though  with  the  new  ~ 
Iration  'tis  nearly  a  tie.  If  we  had  a 
candidate  we  could  win.  But  Rigby  won't  do. 
He  is  too  much  of  the  old  clique ;  used  up 
back  ;  besides,  a  beaten  horse.    We  are  assured 
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the  name  of  Coningsby  would  be  a  host ;  there 
is  a  considerable  section  who  support  the 
present  fellow  who  will  not  vote  against  t 
Coningsby.  They  have  thought  of  you  as  a  £t 
person,  and  1  have  approved  of  the  suggestion. 
You  will,  therefore,  be  the  candidate  for  Darl- 
ford  Mth  my  entire  sanction  and  support,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  you  will  be  successful.  Yoa 
may  be  sure  I  shall  spare  nothing :  and  it  will 
b«  very  gratifying  to  me,  after  being  robbed  of 
all  our  boroughs,  that  the  only  Coningsby  who 
cares  to  enter  Parliament,  should  nevertheless  be 
able  to  do  so  as  early  as  I  could  fairly  desire." 
Coningsby  the  rival  of  Mr,  Miilbanlc  on  the 
hustings  of  Darlford !  Vanquished  or  victorious, 
equally  a  catastrophe  !  The  fierce  passions,  the 
gross  insults,  the  hot  blood  and  the  cool  lies, 
the  ruffianism  and  the  ribaldry,  perhaps  the 
domestic  discomforture  and  mortification,  which 
he  was  about  to  be  the  means  of  bringing  on 
the  roof  he  loved  best  in  the  world,  occurred 
to  him  with  anguish.  The  countenance  of 
Edith,  haughty  and  mournful  as  last  night, 
rose  to  him  again.  He  saiv  her  canvassing  for 
her  father,  and  agaiu.st  him.  Madness  1  And 
for  what  was  he  to  make  this  terrible  and  costly 
sacrifice  ?  For  his  ambition  ?  Not  even  for 
that  Divinity  or  Dtemon  for  which  we  all  im- 
molate so  much  !  Mighty  ambition,  forsooth, 
to  succeed  to  the  Rigbys !  To  enter  the  House 
of  Commons  a  slave  and  a  tool ;  to  move 
according  to  instructions,  and  to  labour  for 
the  low  designs  of  petty  spirits,  without  even 
the  consolation  of  being  a  dupe.     What  Bym- 
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paihy  could  there  exist  between  Coningsby  and 

the  "great  Conservative  party,"  that  for  ten 
years  in  an  age  of  revolution  had  never  pro- 
mulgated a  principle  ;  whose  only  intelligible 
and  consistent  policy  seemed  to  he  an  attempt, 
very  grateful  of  course  to  the  feelings  of  an 
English  Royahst,  to  revive  Irish  Puritanism  j 
who  when  in  power  in  1835  had  used  that 
power  only  to  evince  their  utter  ignorance  of 
Church  principles  ;  and  who  were  at  this 
moment,  when  Coningsby  was  formally  solicited 
to  join  their  ranks,  in  open  insunection  against 
the  prerogatives  of  the  English  Monarchy  ? 

"Do  you  anticipate  then  an  immediate  dis- 
solution, sir  ? "  inquired  Coningsby  after  a 
moment's  pause. 

"We  must  anticipate  it;  though  I  thinlc  it 
doubtful.  It  may  be  next  month;  it  may  be 
in  the  autumn  ;  they  may  tide  over  another 
year,  as  Lord  Eskdale  thinks,  and  his  opinion 
always  weighs  with  me.  He  is  very  safe. 
Tadpole  believes  they  will  dissolve  at  once. 
But  whether  they  dissolve  now,  or  in  a  month's 
time,  or  in  the  autumn,  or  next  year,  our  course 
is  clear.  We  must  declare  our  intentions  imme- 
diately. We  must  hoist  our  flag.  Monday  next, 
there  is  a  great  Conservative  dinner  at  Darlford. 
You  must  attend  it ;  that  will  be  the  finest 
opprortunity  in  the  world  for  you  to  announce 
yourself." 

"  Don't  you  think,  sir,'"  said  Coningsby,  "  that 
such  an  announcement  would  be  rather  pre- 
mature? It  is,  in  fact,  embarJdng  in 
which  may  last  a  year  ;  perhaps  more. 
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"What  you  say  is  very  true,"  said  Lew 
Monmouth  ;  "  no  doubt  it  is  very  troublesome: 
very  disgusting  ;  any  canvassing  is.  But  we 
inust  take  things  as  we  lind  them.  You  canooi 
get  into  Parliament  now  in  the  good  old  genlle- 
manlike  way :  and  we  ought  to  be  thankful  tliii 
this  interest  has  been  lostered  for  our  purpose." 

Coningsby  looked  on  the  carpet,  cleared  hi 
throat  as  if  about  to  speak,  and  then  gave 
something  like  a  sigh. 

"  I  think  you  had  better  be  off  the  day  after 
to-morrow,"  said   Lord    Monmouth.      "  I  have 
sent  instructions  to  the  steward  to  do  all  he 
can    in    so   short   a   time,  for  I    wish    you 
entertain  the  principal  people," 

"  You  ate  most  kind,  you  are  always  m 
kind  to  me,  dear  sir,"  said   Coningsby,  it 
hesitating    tone,    and    with    an    air    of    great 
embarrasiment,  "  but,  in  truth,  I  have  no  wish 
to  enter  Parliament." 

"  What  ?  "  said  Lord  Monmouth. 

"  I  feel  that  I  am  not  yet  sufficiently  pre- 
pared  for  so  great  a  responsibility 
in  the  House  of  Commons,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Responsibility  !  "  said  Lord  Monmouth, 
smiling.  "What  responsibility  is  there?  How 
can  any  one  have  a  more  agreeable  seat  ?  The 
only  person  to  whom  you  are  responsible  is 
your  own  relation,  who  brings  you  in.  And 
I  don't  suppose  there  can  be  any  difference 
on  any  point  between  us.  You  are  certainly 
still  young;  but  1  was  younger  by  nearly  two 
years  when  I  first  went  in ;  and  I  found  no 
difficulty.     There  can  be  no  difficulty.    AlLyaa 


The  New  Generation      561 

have  got  to  do  is  to  vote  with  your  party.  As 
for  speaking,  if  you  have  a  talent  that  way,  take 
my  advice;  don't  be  in  a  hurry.  Learn  to  know 
the  House ;  learn  the  House  to  know  you.  If 
a  man  be  discreet,  he  cannot  enter  Parhamenl 
too  soon." 

"  It  is  not  exactly  that,  sir,"  said  Coningsby. 

"Then  what  is  it,  my  dear  Harry?  You  see 
to-day  I  have  much  to  do ;  yet  as  your  business 
is  pressing,  I  would  not  postpone  seeing  you 
an  hour.  I  thought  you  would  have  been  very 
much  gratified." 

"You  mentioned  that  I  bad  nothing  to  do 
but  to  vote  with  my  party,  sir,"  replied  Con- 
ingsby, "Vou  mean,  of  course,  by  that  term 
what  is  understood  by  the  Conservative  party." 

"Of  course;  our  friends." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Coningsby,  rather  palCf 
but  speaking  with  firmness,  "I  am  sorry  that 
1  could  not  support  the  Conservative  party." 

"  By    ! "    exclaimed    Lord    Monmouth, 

starting  in  his  seat,  ''some  woman  has  got 
hold  of  him,  and  made  him  a  Whig!" 

"  No,  my  dear  grandfather,"  said  Coningsby, 
scarcely  able  to  repress  a  smile,  serious  as  the 
interview  was  becoming,  "nothing  of  the  kind, 
I  assure  you.  No  person  can  be  more  anli- 
Whig." 

"I  don't  know  what  you  are  driving  at,  sir," 
said  Lord  Monmouth,  in  a  hard,  dry  tone. 

"I  wish  to  be  frank,  sir,"  said  Coningsby, 
very  sensible  of  your  goodness  in 
permitting  me  to  speak  to  you  on  the  subject. 
I  mean  to  say  is,  that  I  have  for  2  long 
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time  looked  upon  the  Conservative  party 
body  who  have  betrayed  their  trust ;  more  frotn 
ignorance,  I  admit,  than  from  design ;  yS 
dearly  a  body  of  individuals  totally  unei^ud 
to  the  exigencies  of  the  epoch,  and  indeed 
unconscious  of  its  real  character." 

"You  mean  giving  up  those  Irish  coipoia- 
lions?"  said  Lord  Monmouth.  "  Well,  between 
ourselves,  1  am  quite  of  the  same  opinion. 
we  must  mount  higher;  we  must  go  to  '38  for 
the  real  mischief.  But  what  is  the  use  of 
lamenting  the  past?  Peel  is  the  only- 
suited  to  the  times  and  all  that ;  at  least  we 
must  say  so,  and  try  to  believe  so  ;  we  can't 
go  back.  And  it  is  our  own  fault  that  we  have 
let  the  chief  power  out  of  the  hands  of  OQt 
own  order.  It  was  never  thought  of  ia  the 
time  of  your  great-grandfather,  sir.  And  if  a 
commoner  were  for  a  season  permitted  to  be 
the  nominal  Premier  to  do  the  detail,  there  was 
always  a  secret  committee  of  great  1688  nobles 
to  give  him  his  instructions." 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  see  secret  com- 
mittees of  great  168S  nobles  again,"  said  Con- 
ingsby. 

"Then  what  the  devil  do  you  want  to  see?" 
said  Lord  Monmouth. 

"Political  faith,"  said  Coningsby,  "instead 
of  political  infidelity. 'A 

"  Hem  !  "  said  Lord  Monmouth. 

"  Before  I  support  Conservative  principles," 
continued  Coningsby,  "  I  merely  wish  to  be 
informed  what  those  principles  aim  to  conserve. 
It  would  not  appear  to  be  the  prerogative  of 
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the  Crown,  since  the  principal  portion  of  a 
Conservative  oration  now  is  an  invective  against 
a  late  royai  act  which  they  describe  as  a  Bed- 
chamber plot.  Is  it  the  Church  which  they 
wish  to  conserve  ?  What  is  a  threatened  Appro- 
priation Clause  against  an  actual  Church  Com- 
mission in  the  hands  of  Parliamentary  Laymen? 
Could  the  Long  Pariiament  have  done  worse  ? 
Well,  then,  if  it  is  neither  the  Crown  nor  the 
Church,  whose  rights  and  privileges  this  Con- 
servative party  propose  to  vindicate,  is  it  your 
House,  the  House  of  Lords,  whose  powers  they 
are  prepared  to  uphold  ?  Is  it  not  notorious 
that  the  very  man  whom  you  have  elected  as 
your  leader  in  that  House,  declares  among  his 
Conservative  adherents,  that  henceforth  the 
assembly  that  used  to  furnish  those  very  Com- 
mittees of  great  revolution  nobles  that  you 
mention,  is  to  initiate  nothing ;  and,  without 
a  struggle,  is  to  subside  into  that  undisturbed 
repose  which  resembles  the  Imperial  tranquillity 
that  secured  the  frontiers  by  paying  tribute?" 
i  "All  this  is  vastly  fine,"  said  Lord  Mon- 
i  mouth  ;  "  but  I  see  no  means  by  which  1  can 
attain  my  object  but  by  supporting  Peel.  After 
I  all,  what  is  the  end  of  all  parties  and  all 
'  politics  ?  To  gain  your  object  I  want  to 
turn  our  coronet  into  a  ducal  one,  and  to  get 
your  grandmother's  barony  called  out  of  abey- 
ance in  your  favour.  It  is  impossible  that 
I  Peel  can  refuse  me.  I  have  already  purchased 
an  ample  estate  with  a  view  of  entailing  it  on 
you  and  your  issue.  You  will  make  a  con- 
siderable   alliance;    you    may    marry,    if    y 
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Ladf  Theresa  Sydnej,  I  hear  the 
report  with  pleasure.  Count  on  my  at  onu 
entering  into  any  arrangement  conducive  l» 
your  happiness." 

"  My  dear  grandfather,  you  have  ever  bea 
to  me  only  too  kind  and  generous." 

"  To  whom  should  I  be  kind  but  to  you,  taf 
own  blood,  that  has  never  crossed  me,  and  a 
whom  I  have  reason  to  be  proud  ?  Yes,  Hany, 
it  gratifies  me  to  hear  you  admired  and  to 
learn  your  success.  All  I  want  now  is  to  SCt 
you  in  Parliament.  A  man  should  be  in  Parlia- 
ment eariy.  There  is  a  sort  of  stiAhess  abom 
every  man,  no  matter  what  may  be  his  talenn, 
who  enters  Parliament  late  in  life  ;  and  do», 
fortunately,  the  occasion  offers.  You  will  gO 
down  on  Friday ;  feed  the  notabilities  wellj 
speak  out;  praise  Peel;  abuse  OConnell  and 
the  ladies  of  the  Bed-chamber;  anathematist 
all  waverers ;  say  a  good  deal  about  Ireland^ 
stick  to  the  Irish  Registration  Bill,  that's  »  1 
good  card ;  and,  above  all,  my  dear  Harcj,  I 
don't  spare  that  fellow  Millbank.  Rememba,] 
in  turning  him  out  you  not  only  gain  f 
vote  for  the  Conseri'ative  cause  and  oti 
coronet,  but  you  crush  my  foe.  Spare  no(hiii| 
for  that  object ;  I  count  on  you,  boy."  } 

"  I  should  grieve  to  be  backward  in  anythiq 
that  concerned  your  interest  or  your  honing 
sir,"  said  Coningsby,  with  an  air  of  grcd 
embarrassment. 

"  I  jun  sure  you  would,  I  am  sure  yot 
would,"  said  Lord  Monmouth,  in  a  tone  of 
aome  kindness.  a, 
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"And  I  feel  at  this  moment,"  coatinued 
Coningsby,  "that  there  is  do  personal  sacrifice 
which  I  am  not  prepared  to  make  for  them, 
except  one.  My  interests,  my  affections,  they 
should  not  be  placed  in  the  balance,  if  yours, 
sir,  were  at  stake,  though  there  are  circum- 
stances which  might  involve  me  in  a  position 
of  as  much  mental  distress  as  a  man  could  well 
endure;  but  I  claim  for  my  convictions,  my 
dear  grandfather,  a  generous  tolerance." 

"I  can't  follow  you,  sir,"  said  Lord  Mon- 
mouth, again  in  his  hard  tone.  "  Our  interests 
are  inseparable,  and  therefore  there  can  never 
be  any  sacrifice  of  conduct  on  your  part 
What  you  mean  by  sacrifice  of  affections, 
I  don't  comprehend ;  but  as  for  your  opinions, 
you  have  no  business  to  have  any  other  than 
those  I  uphold.  You  are  too  young  to  form 
opinions." 

"  I  am  sure  I  wish  to  express  them  with  no 
unbecoming  confidence,"  replied  Coningsby ; 
"  I  have  never  intruded  ihem  on  your  ear 
before ;  but  this  being  an  occasion  when  you 
yourself  said,  sir,  I  was  about  to  commence 
my  public  career,  I  confess  I  thought  it  was 
my  duty  to  be  frank ;  I  would  not  entail  on 
myself  long  years  of  mortification  by  one  of 
those  ill-considered  entrances  into  political  life 
which  so  many  public  men  have  cause  to  de- 
plore." 

"  You  go  with  your  family,  sir,  like  a  gentle- 
man i  you  are  not  to  consider  your  opinions, 
like  a  philosopher  or  a  political  adventurer." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Coningsby,  with  animation, 
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"  but  men  going  with  their  families  like  goiQe- 
men,  and  losing    sight   of  every  principle 
which  the  society  of  this  coutitry  otight  to 
established  produced  the  Reform  Bill."" 

"  D the  Reform  Bill ! "  said  Lord  Mon- 
mouth ;  "  if  the  Duke  had  not  quarrelled  witti 
Lord  Grey  on  a  Coal  Committee,  we  shodd 
never  have  had  Ihe  Reform  Bill.  And  Grey 
would  have  gone  to  Ireland." 

"  You  are  in  as  great  peril  now  as  you  were 
in  1S30,"  said  Coningsby. 

"No,  no,  no,"  said  Lord  Monmouth;  "tl» J 
Tory  party  is    organised   now;    they   wUl  nofc 
catch    ua    napping  again:    these    CoDservadM 
Associations  have  done  the  business," 

"But  what  are  they  organised  for?"  m 
Coningsby.  "At  the  best  to  turn  out  d 
Whigs.  And  when  you  have  turned  out  ti: 
Whigs,  what  ihen  ?  You  may  get  your  due 
coronet,  sir,  But  a  duke  now  is  not  so  grea 
a  man  as  a  baton  was  but  a  century  badi 
We  cannot  struggle  against  the  irresistihle 
stream  of  circumstances.     Power  has  left 

order;   this    is    not  an  age  for  factitious  ; 

tocracy.  As  for  my  grandmother's  barony,  I 
should  look  upon  the  termination  of  its  abef 
ance  in  my  favour  as  the  act  of  my  politic^ 
extinction.  What  we  want,  sir,  is  not  to  fk^iM 
new  dukes  and  furbish  up  old  baronies,  but  td 
establish  great  principles  which  may  maiatail| 
the  realm  and  secure  the  happiness  of  tbs 
people.  Let  me  see  authority  once  mow 
honotired ;  a  solemn  reverence  again  the  habit 
of    our   lives;    let    me   see    property   acknoW' 
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tging,  as  in  the  old  days  of  faith,  that  labour 

his  twin  brother,  and  that  the  essence  of  aJl 
tenure  is  the  performance  of  duty ;")  let  results 
such  as  these  be  brought  about,  and  let  me 
participate,  however  feebly,  in  the  great  fulfil- 
ment, and  public  life  then  indeed  becomes 
a  noble  career,  and  a  seat  in  Parliament  an 
enviable  distinction." 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Harry,"  said  Lord 
Monmouth,  very  drily,  "  members  of  this 
family  may  thinlc  as  they  like,  but  they  must 
act  IS  I  please.  You  must  go  down  on  Friday 
to  Darlford  and  declare  yourself  a  candidate 
for  the  town,  or  I  shall  reconsider  our  mutual 
positions.  I  would  say,  you  must  go  to-mor- 
row ;  but  it  is  only  courteous  to  Rigby  to  give 
him  a  previous  intimation  of  your  movement. 
And  that  cannot  be  done  to-day.  I  sent  for 
Rigty  this  morning  on  other  business  which 
now  occupies  me,  and  find  he  is  out  of  town. 
He  will  return  to-morrow;  and  will  be  here  at 
three  o'clock,  when  you  can  meet  him.  You 
will  meet  him,  I  doubt  not,  like  a  man  of 
sense,"  added  Lord  Monmouth,  looking  at 
Coningsby  with  a  glance  such  as  he  had  never 
before  encountered,  "who  is  not  prepared  to 
sacrifice  all  the  objects  of  life  for  the  pursuit  of  , 
Rome  fantastical  puerilities." 

His  Lordship  rang  a  bell  on  bis  table  for  | 

•VBUebecque;  and  to  prevent  any  further  coo- 1 

ition,  resumed  his  papers.  I^^^^M 
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CHAPTER    IV 

'It  would  have  been  difficult  for  any  petson, 
unconscious  of  crime,  to  have  felt  more  dt 
jected  than  Coningsby  when  he  rode  out  of 
the  court -yard  of  Monmouth  House.  ~ 
love  of  Edith  would  have  consoled  him  for 
the  destruction  of  his  prosperity;  the  proud 
fulfilment  of  his  ambition  might  in  time  ha« 
proved  some  compensation  for  his  cnibed 
affections ;  but  his  present  position  seemed  CO 
offer  no  single  source  of  solace.  There  came 
over  him  that  irresistible  conviction  that  ts  a 
times  the  dark  doom  of  all  of  us,  that  tbc 
bright  period  our  life  is  past;  that  a  future 
awaits  us  only  of  anxiety,  failure,  mortification, 
despair;  that  none  of  our  resplendent  viat 
can  ever  be  realised ;  and  that  we  add  I 
one  more  victim  to  the  long  and  dreary  cata- 
logue of  baffled  aspirations. 

Nor  could  he  indeed  by  any  combination  see 
the  means  to  extricate  himself  from  the  perils    ' 
thai  were  encompassing  him-    There  was  some- 
thing about   his   grandfather  that  defied   per- 
suasion.    Prone    as    eloquent    youth    generallj  ■ 
is   to    believe   in    the    resistless    power    of   iB  ■ 
appeals,  Coningsby  despaired  at  once  of  ever  1 
moving    Lord    Monmouth.     There    had    been  i 
a  callous  dryness  in  his  manner,  an  unswerving  I 
purpose  in  his  spirit,  that  at  once  baffled  all  I 
attempts  at  infiuence.     Nor  could  Coningsby  I 
forget   the  look  he  received  when  he  quitted  I 
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the  room.  There  was  no  possibility  of  mis- 
taking it ;  it  said  at  once,  without  periphrasis, 
"  Cross  my  purpose,  and  I  will  crush  you  !" 

This  was  the  moment  when  the  sympathy, 
if  not  the  counsels,  of  friendship  might  have 
been  grateful.  A  clever  woman  might  have 
afforded  even  more  than  sympathy ;  some 
happy  device  that  might  have  even  released 
him  from  the  mesh  in  which  he  was  involved. 
And  once  Coningshy  had  turned  his  horse's 
head  to  Park  Lane  to  caJl  on  Lady  Everingham. 
But  surely  if  there  were  a  sacred  secret  in  the 
world,  it  was  the  one  which  subsisted  between 
himself  and  Edith.  No,  that  must  never- be 
violated.  Then  there  was  Lady  Wallinger;  he 
could  at  least  speak  with  freedom  to  her.  He 
resolved  to  tell  her  all.  He  looked  in  for 
a  moment  at  a  club  to  take  up  the  "  Court 
Guide"  and  find  her  direction.  A  few  men 
were  standing  in  a  bow  window.  He  heard 
Mr.  Cassilis  say — 

"So  Beau,  they  say,  is  booked  at  last;  the 
new  beauty,  have  you  heard  ?  " 

"I  saw  him  very  sweet  on  her  last  night," 
rejoined  his  companion,     "  Has  she  any  tin  ?^ 

"Deuced  deal,  they  say,"  replied  Mr.  Casalis. 
"  The  father  is  a  cotton  lord,  and  they  all  have 
loads  of  tin,  you  know,  Nothing  like  them 
now." 

"  He  is  in  Parliament,  is  not  he  ? ' 

"  'Gad,  I  believe  he  is,"  said  Mr.  Cassilis  ; 
"  r  never  know  who  is  in  Parliament  in  these 
days.  I  remember  when  there  were  only  ten 
men  in  the  House  of  Commons  who  were  not 
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either  members  of  Brookes'  or  this  place.    Every- 
thing  is  so  deuced  changed." 

"I  hear  'tis  an  old  affair  of  Beau,"  ttid 
another  gentleman.  "It  was  all  done  a  yai 
ago  at  Rome  or  Paris." 

"  They  say  she  refused  him  then,"  said  1 
Cassilis. 

"Well,  that  is  tolerably  cool   for  a  am 
(acturer's  daughter,"  said    his   friend.     "Wia6 

"  I  wonder  how  the  Duke  likes  it? 
Cassilis. 

"  Or  the  Duchess  ? "  added  one  of  his  Ai^idii 

"  Or  the  Everinghams  ?  "  added  the  other. 

"  The  Duke  will  be  deuced  glad  to  see  Beai 
settled,  I  take  it,"  said  Mr.  Cassilis. 

"  A  good  deal  depends  on  the  tin,"  said  tii 
friend. 

Coningsby  threwdown  the"Court  Guide"witll 
a  sinking  heart.  In  spite  of  every  insuperable 
difficulty,  hitherto  the  end  and  object  of  all  his 
aspirations  and  all  his  exploits,  sometimes  even 
almost  unconsciously  to  himself,  was  Edith.  It 
was  over.  The  strange  manner  of  last  night 
was  fatally  explained.  The  heart  that  once  bid 
been  his  was  now  another's.  To  the  man  who 
still  loves  there  is  in  that  conviction  the  most 
profound  and  desolate  sorrow  of  which  out 
nature  is  capable.  All  the  recollection  of  the 
past,  all  the  once-cherished  prospects  of  the 
future,  blend  into  one  bewildering  anguish. 
Coningsby  quitted  the  club,  and  mounting  his 
horse,  rode  rapidly  out  of  town,  almost  uncon- 
scious of  his  direction.     He  found  himself 
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length  in  a  green  lane  near  Willesden,  silent 
and  undisturbed ;  he  pulled  up  his  horse,  and 
summoned  all  his  mind  to  the  contemplatioD 
of  his  prospects. 

Edith  was  lost.  Now,  should  he  return  to 
his  grandfather,  accept  his  mission,  and  go 
down  to  Darlford  00  Friday?  Favour  and 
fortune,  power,  prosperity,  rank,  distinction 
would  be  the  consequence  of  this  step ;  might 
not  he  add  even  vengeance  ?  Was  there  to  be 
no  term  to  his  endurance?  Might  not  lie  teach 
this  proud,  prejudiced  manufacturer,  with  all 
his  virulence  and  despotic  caprices,  a  memor- 
able lesson  P  And  his  daughter,  too,  this  be- 
trothed, after  all,  of  a  young  noble,  with  ha 
flush  futurity  of  splendour  and  enjoyment,  was 
she  to  hear  of  him  only,  if  indeed  she  beard  of 
him  at  all,  as  of  one  toiling  or  trifling  in  the 
humbler  positions  of  existence ;  and  wonder, 
with  a  bJush,  that  he  ever  could  have  been  the 
hero  of  her  romantic  girlhood  ?  What  degrada- 
tion in   the  idea?     His  cheek  burnt  at  the 

Bsibility  of  such  ignominy  ! 

a  conjuncture  in  his  life  that  required 
He  thought  of  his  companions  who 
^_feked  up  to  him  with  such  ardent  anticipations 
d  his  fame,  of  delight  in  his  career,  and  con- 
fidence in  his  leading ;  were  all  these  high  and 
fond  fancies  to  be  baulked  ?  On  the  very  thres- 
hold of  life  was  he  to  blunder?  'Tis  the  first 
step  that  leads  to  all,  and  his  was  to  be  a  wilful 
error.     He   remembered    his   first  visit  to  his 

indfather,  and  the  delight  of  his  friends  at 
a  at  his  report  on  his  return.     After  eight 
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'yean  of  initiation  was  he  to  lose  that  raTour 
then  so  highly  prized,  when  the  results  which 
they  had  so  long  counted  on  were  on  the  vaj 
eve  of  accomplishmetU  ?  Parliament  and  richet 
and  rank  and  power  ;  these  were  facts,  realities, 
substances,  that  rone  couM  mistake.  Was  he 
to  sacrifice  them  for  speculations,  theories, 
shadows,  perhaps  the  vapours  of  a  green  aod 
conceited  brain  ?  No.  by  heaven,  na 
like  Cfesar  by  the  starry  river's  side,  watching 
the  image  of  the  planeis  on  its  fatal  waters.  The 
die  was  cast. 

The  sun  set ;  the  twilight  spell  fell  upon  fail 
soul ;  the  exaltation  of  his  spirit  died  . 
Beautiful  thoughts,  full  of  sweetness  and 
quillity  and  consolation,  came  clustering  round 
his  heart  like  seraphs.  He  thought  of  Edith  io 
her  hours  of  fondness;  he  thought  of  the  pu« 
and  solemn  momenls  when  to  mingle  hi' 
with  the  heroes  of  humanity  was  his  aspiratioo, 
and  to  achieve  immortal  fame  the  inspiring 
purpose  of  his  iife.  What  were  the  tawdry 
accidents  of  vulgar  ambition  to  him  ? 
domestic  despot  could  deprive  him  of  his  in- 
tellect, his  knowledge,  the  sustaining  power  of 
an  unpolluted  conscience.  If  he  possessed  the 
intelligence  in  which  he  had  confidence,  the 
world  would  recognise  his  voice  even  if  not 
placed  upon  a  pedestal.  If  the  principles  of 
his  philosophy  were  true,  the  great  heart  of  the 
nation  would  respond  to  their  expression.  Con- 
ingsby felt  at  this  moment  a  profound  con- 
viction which  never  again  deserted  him,  that 
liie  conduct  which  would  violate  the  affections 
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of  the  heart,  or  the  dictates  of  the  conscience, 
bowerer  it  may  lead  to  immediate  success,  is  a 
fatal  error.  Conscious  that  he  was  perhaps 
verging  on  some  painful  vicissitude  of  his  life, 
he  devoted  himself  to  a  love  that  seemed  hope- 
less, and  Co  a  fame  that  was  perhaps  a  dresm. 

It  was  under  the  influence  of  these  solemn 
resolutions  that  he  wrote,  on  his  return  home,  a 
letter  to  Lord  Monmouth,  in  which  he  expressed 
all  that  affection  which  he  really  felt  for  his 
grandfather,  and  all  the  pangs  which  it  cost  him 
to  adhere  to  the  conclusions  he  had  already 
announced.  In  terms  of  tenderness,  and  even 
humility,  he  declined  to  become  a  candidate 
for  Darlford,  or  even  to  enter  Parliament,  except 
as  the  master  of  his  own  conduct. 


CHAPTER    V 

Lady  Monmouth  was  reclining  on  a  sofa  in 
that  beautiful  boudoir  which  had  been  fitted  up 
under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  Rigby,  but  as 
he  then  believed  for  the  Princess  Colonna.  The 
walls  were  hung  with  amber  satin,  painted  by 
Delaroche  with  such  subjects  as  might  be  ex- 
pected from  his  brilliant  and  picturesque  pencil. 
Fair  forms,  heroes  and  heroines  in  dazzhng  cos- 
tume, the  offspring  of  chivalry  merging  into 
what  is  commonly  styled  civilisation,  moved  in 
graceful  or  fantastic  groups  amid  palaces  and 
gardens.  The  ceiling,  carved  in  the  deep  honey- 
comb fashion  of  the  Saracens,  was  richly  gill 
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and  picked  out  in  violet.  Upon  a  violet  caipei 
of  velvet  was  represenled  ibe  marriage  of  Cnpii 
and  Psyche. 

It  was  about  two  hours  after  Coningsby  had 
quitted  Monmouth  House,  and  Flora  came  ti^ 
sent  for  by  Lady  Monmouth  as  was  her  custom, 
to  read  lo  her  as  she  was  employed  with  some 
light  work. 

"  'Tis  a  new  book  of  Sue,"  said  Luooiai 
*'  They  say  it  is  good." 

Flora,  seated  by  her  side,  began  lo  reail; 
Reading  was  an  accomplishment  which  dif 
linguished  Flora  ;  but  to-day  her  voice  fa][eie(t 
her  expression  was  uncertain  ;  she  seemed  but 
imperfectly  to  comprehend  her  page.  More 
than  once  Lady  Monmouth  looked  round  al 
her  with  an  inquisitive  glance.  Suddenly  Flort 
Slopped  and  burst  into  tears. 

"0  !  madam,"  she  at  last  exclaimed,  "ifyoa 
would  but  speak  to  Mr.  Coningsby,  all  migh^ 
be  right ! "  | 

"  What  is  this  ? "  said  Lady  Monmoultd 
turning  quickly  on  the  sofa;  then,  collectii^- 
herself  in  an  instant,  she  continued  with  less 
abruptness,  and  more  suavity  than  usual,  "  Tell 
me,  Flora,  what  is  it ;  what  is  the  matter?  " 

"My  Lord,"  sobbed  Flora,  "has  quarrelled 
with  Mr.  Coningsby." 

An  expression  of  eager  interest  came  ov» 
the  countenance  of  Lucreria. 

"  Why  have  they  quarrelled  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  they  have  quarrelled ;  it  is 
perhaps,  a  right  term  ;  but  my  I^rd  is  very 
y  with  Mr.  Coningsby." 
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"  Oh  I  very  angry,  madam,"  said  Flora, 
shaking  her  head  mournfully.  "  My  Lord  told 
M.  Viliebecque  that  perhaps  Mr.  Coningsby 
would  never  enter  the  house  again," 

"  Was  it  to-day  ?  "  asked  Lucretia. 

"  This  morning.  Mr.  Coningsby  has  only 
left  this  hoiu-  or  two.  He  will  not  do  what  my 
Lord  wishes,  about  some  seat  in  the  Chamber. 
I  do  not  know  exactly  what  it  is;  but  my  Lord 
is  in  one  of  his  moods  of  terror ;  my  father  is 
frightened  even  to  go  into  his  room  when  he 
is  so." 

"Has  Mr.  Rigby  been  here  to-day?"  asked 
Lucretia. 

"  Mr.  Rigby  is  not  in  town.  My  father  went 
for  Mr.  Rigby  this  morning  before  Mr.  Con- 
ingsby came,  and  he  found  that  Mr.  Rigby  was 
not  in  town.     That  is  why  I  know  it." 

Lady  Monmouth  rose  from  her  sofa,  and 
walked  once  or  twice  up  and  down  the  room. 
Then  turning  to  Flora,  she  said,  "  Go  away 
now:  the  book  is  stupid;  it  does  not  amuse 
me.  Stop :  find  out  all  you  can  for  me  about 
the  quarrel  before  I  speak  to  Mr.  Coningsby." 

Flora  quitted  the  toom.  Lucreria  remained 
for  some  time  in  meditation ;  then  she  wrote  a 
few  lines,  which  she  despatched  at  once  to 
Mr,  Rigby. 


I         WIU 


576  Coningsby  ;    or 


CHAPTER    VI 


liAT  a  greal  man  was  the  Right  Honourable 
Nicholas  Rigby !  Here  was  one  of  the  fiist 
peers  of  England,  and  one  of  the  finest  Udies 
in  London,  both  waiting  with  equal  antlety  his 
return  to  town;  and  unable  to  transact  nro 
affairs  of  vast  importance,  yet  who)!)'  uncon- 
nected, without  his  interposition  !  \Vhai  ffas 
the  secret  of  the  influence  of  this  man,  con- 
fided in  by  everybody,  trusted  by  none?  H» 
counsels  were  not  deep,  his  expedients  were 
not  felicitous ;  he  had  no  feeling,  and  he  could 
create  no  sympathy.  It  is  that,  in  most  of  the 
transactions  of  life,  there  is  some  portion  which 
no  one  cares  to  accomplish,  and  which  every- 
body wishes  to  be  achieved.  This  was  always 
the  portion  of  Mr.  Rigby.  In  the  eye  of  the 
world  he  had  constantly  the  appearance  of 
being  mixed  up  with  high  dealings,  and  negotia- 
tions and  arrangements  of  fine  management, 
whereas  in  truth,  notwithstanding  his  splendid 
livery  and  the  airs  he  gave  himself  in  the 
servants'  hall,  his  real  business  in  life  had  ever 
been,  to  do  the  dirty  work. 

Mr.  Rigby  had  been  shut  up  much  at  his 
villa  of  late.  He  was  concocting,  you  could 
not  term  it  composing,  an  article,  a  "very 
slashing  article,"  which  was  to  prove  that  the 
penny  postage  must  be  the  destruction  of  the 
aristocracy.  It  was  a  grand  subject,  treated 
in  his  highest  style.     His  parallel  portraits  of 
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Howland  Hill  the  conqueror  of  Almare^,  and 
Rowland  Hill  the  deviser  of  the  cheap  postage 
was  enormously  fine.  It  was  full  of  passages 
in  italics,  little  words  in  great  capitals,  and 
almost  drew  tears.  The  statistical  details  also 
were  highly  interesting  and  novel.  Several  of 
the  old  postmen,  both  twopenny  and  general, 
who  had  been  in  office  with  himself,  and  who 
;  inspired  with  an  equal  zeal  against  that 
spirit  of  reform  of  which  they  had  alike  been 
Tictims,  supplied  him  with  information  which 
nothing  but  a  breach  of  ministerial  duty  could 
have  furnished.  The  prophetic  peroration  as 
to  the  irresistible  progress  of  democracy  was 
almost  as  powerful  as  one  of  Rigby's  speeches 
on  Aldborough  or  Amersham,  There  never 
was  a  fellow  for  giving  a  good  hearty  kick  to 
the  people  like  Rigby.  Himself  sprung  from 
the  dregs  of  the  populace,  this  was  disinterested. 
What  could  be  more  patriotic  and  magnanimous 
than  his  Jeremiads  over  the  fall  of  the  Mont- 
morencis  and  the  Crillons,  or  the  possible  cata- 
strophe of  the  Percys  and  the  Manners  I  The 
truth  of  all  this  huUahalloo  was  that  Rigby  had 
a  sly  pension  which,  by  an  inevitable  associa- 
tion of  ideas,  he  always  connected  with  the 
maintenance  of  an  aristocracy.  All  his  rig- 
marole dissertations  on  the  French  revolution 
were  impelled  by  this  secret  inauence;  and 
when  he  wailed  over  " la  guerre  aux  chateaux,' 
and  moaned  like  a  mandrake  over  Nottingham 
Castle  in  flames,  the  rogue  had  an  eye  all  iht- 
while  to  quarter-day  ! 

Arriving  in  town  the  day  after  Coningsby's 
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interview  with  his  graadfother,  Mr.  Rjgby  founi 
a  summons  to  Monmouth  Hotise  waiting  bim, 
and  an  urgent  note  from  Lucrelia  begg^g  iba 
he  would  permit  nothing  to  prevent  him  seeing 
her  for  a  few  minutes  before  he  called  on  tbe 
Marquess. 

Lucretia,  acting  on  the  unconscious  intimt 
tion  of  Flora,  had  in  the  course  of  four-and- 
twenty  hours  obtained  ptetly  ample  and  accuran 
details  of  the  cause  of  contention  between 
Coningsby  and  her  husband.  She  could  infocia 
Mr.  Rigby  not  only  that  Lord  Monmouth  m 
highly  incensed  against  his  grandson,  but  thU 
the  cause  of  their  misunderstanding  arose  about 
a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  that  seal 
too  the  one  which  Mr.  Rigby  had  long  appro- 
priated to  himself,  and  over  whose  registration 
he  had  watched  with  such  affectionate  solici' 
tude. 

Lady  Monmouth  arranged  this  information 
like  a  first-rate  artist,  and  gave  it  a  grouping 
and  a  colour  which  produced  the  liveliest  effect 
upon  her  confederate.  The  countenance  of 
Rigby  was  almost  ghastly  as  he  received  the 
intelligence :  a  grin,  half  of  malice,  half  of 
terror,  played  over  his  features. 

"  I  told  you  to  beware  of  him  long  ago," 
said  Lady  Monmouth.  "  He  is,  he  has  ever 
been,  in  the  way  of  both  of  us." 

"He  is  in  my  power,"  said  Rigby.  "We 
can  crush  him  ! " 

"How?" 

"  He  is  in  love  with  the  daughter  of  Mill- 
bank,  the  man  who  bought  Hellingsley." 
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I      "  Hah  !  "  exclaimed  Lady  Monmouth,  in  a 
prolonged  tone. 

"  He  was  at  Coningsby  all  last  summer, 
[hanging  about  her.  I  found  the  younger  Mill- 
Ibank  quite  domiciliated  at  the  Castle ;  a  fact 
firhich,  of  itself,  if  known  to  Lord  Monmouth, 
jwould  ensure  the  lad's  annihilation." 
I  "And  you  kept  this  fine  news  for  a  winter 
[campaign,  my  good  Mr.  Rigby,"  said  Lady 
rWonmouth,  with  a  subtle  smile.  ''  It  was  a 
weapon  of  service.  I  give  you  my  compli- 
onents." 

[    "The  time  is  not  always  ripe,"  said  Mr. 
Rigby. 

p  "But  it  is  now  most  mature.  Let  us  not 
iKOnceal  it  from  ourselves  that,  since  his  first 
visit  to  Coningsby,  we  have  neither  of  us  really 
been  in  the  same  position  which  we  then 
loccupied,  or  believed  we  should  occupy.  My 
jl-ord,  though  you  would  scarcely  believe  it, 
^5  a  weakness  for  this  boy ;  and  though  I  by 
fftiy  marriage,  and  you  by  your  zealous  ability, 
[iiave  apparently  secured  a  permanent  hold  upon 
ituG  habits,  I  have  never  doubted  that  when  the 
iitrisis  comes  we  shall  find  that  the  golden  fruit 
ife  plucked  by  one  who  has  not  watched  the 
garden.  You  take  me?  There  is  no  reason 
■why  we  two  should  clash  together:  we  can 
both  of  us  find  what  we  want,  and  more 
[Securely  if  we  work  in  company." 
-  "  I  trust  my  devotion  to  you  has  never  been 
tdoubted,  dear  madam." 

"  Nor  to  yourself,  dear  Mr.  Rigby.     Go  now  : 
the  game  is   before   you.      Rid   me   of   this 
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Coningsby,  and  I  will  secure  you  all  that  pa 
want.     Doubt  not  me.     There  is  no  reason. 
want  a  firm  ally.     There  must  be  two." 

"  ll  shall  be  done,"  said  Rigby  ;  "  it  must  1> 
done.  If  once  the  notion  gets  wind  that  one 
of  the  Castie  family  may  perchance  stand  ft* 
Darlford,  at!  the  present  combinations  will  be 
disorganised.  It  must  be  done  at  once, 
know  that  the  Government  will  dissolve." 

"So  I  hear  for  certain,"  said  Lucretia.    ' 
sure  there  is  no  time  to  lose.     What  does  be 
want  with  you  to-day  ?  " 

"  I  know  not :  there  are  so  many  things." 

"To  be  sure;  and  yet  I  cannot  doubl  lit 
will  speak  of  this  quarrel.  Let  not  the  occasion 
be  lost.  Whatever  his  mood,  the  subjeci  Mj 
be  introduced.  If  good,  you  will  guide  him 
more  easily ;  if  dark,  the  love  for  the  Hellingslej 
girl,  the  fact  of  the  brother  being  in  bis  castle, 
drinking  his  wine,  riding  his  horses,  otdeiiH 
about  his  servants;  you  will  omit  no  details;  I 
Millbank  quite  at  home  at  Coningsby  will  UA 
him  to  madness  !  'Tis  quite  ripe.  Not  awoi! 
that  you  have  seen  me.  Go,  go,  or  he  maj 
hear  that  you  have  arrived.  I  shall  be  at  hoit* 
all  the  morniiig.  It  will  be  but  gallant  ihil 
you  should  pay  me  a  little  visit  when  you  hart 
transacted  your  business.  You  understand 
A  a  reooir  !  " 

Lady  Monmouth  took  up  again  her  French 
novel ;  but  her  eyes  soon  glanced  over  the 
page,  unattached  by  its  contents.  Her  own 
existence  was  too  interesting  to  find  any  ei' 
dtement  in  fiction.     It  was  nearly  three  yean 


The  : 

I  since  her  e 
ever  had  a  cm 
stili  grealer.    0 

with  a  presendmeot  that  ifaejr  ««>«  ne 
band  ;  nevet  more  ki  than  OB  ifcii  dsqr. 
ststitrie  was  the  caneot  <i  auonMiam  tkat  1«4 
bex  to  OMditue  on  fi 

reet  which  s 
the  im^itttion  and  pUi^  Ikt  faevL 
mithmindJn^ibepimipalVBw^foaodeioo  do 


1  teedoa,  vokb,  {xwc; 


B  that  MJiKiirr  by  any  c 

E  kaev  that  L-otd  Monmouth  « 

saslj  wearied,  soon  veiled ;  uid  tiu  • 

■i>o  have  no  affeciiont,  hSectioo  b 

rheii  passions  i"  'li'-'"  fancies,  on  i 
r^s    it  seemed  ii>    i 
iji^lect  or  iiiiii" 

^ot  systemaiii 

J>eing  admiic'l   ' 

potneUmcil   w" 

renovates  Ui-     ■ 

devoted  to  h<  ' 

V     The  hisaHi- 

aubject  whicl- 


582  Coningsby  ;  or 

well  assured  thai  his  life  was  no  longer  secuie, 
Sbe  knew  that  after  their  marriage  he  bad  made 
a  will,  which  secured  to  her  a  large  portion  of 
his  great  wealth  in  case  of  their  having  no  issue, 
and  after  the  accident  at  Paris  all  hope  in  that 
respect  was  over.  Recently  the  extreme  anxiet; 
which  Lord  Monmouth  had  evinced  aboul 
terminating  the  abeyance  of  the  batony  lo 
which  his  first  wife  was  a  co-heiress  in  favoui 
of  his  grandson,  had  alarmed  Lucretia.  To 
establish  in  the  land  another  branch  of  the 
house  of  Coningsby  was  evidently  the  last  ex- 
citement of  Lord  Monmouth,  and  perhaps  1 
permanent  one.  If  the  idea  were  once  accepted, 
notwithstanding  Che  limit  to  its  endowmeni 
which  Lord  Monmouth  might  at  the  first  start 
contemplate,  Lucretia  had  sufficiently  studied 
his  temperament  to  be  convinced  that  all  bis 
enei^ies  and  all  his  resources  would  ultimately 
be  devoted  to  its  practical  fulfilment.  Het 
original  prejudice  against  Coningsby  and 
jealousy  of  his  influence  had  therefore  of  late 
been  considerably  aggravated ;  and  the  intelli- 
gence that  for  the  first  time  there  was  a  mis- 
orderstanding  between  Coningsby  and  her 
husband  filled  her  with  excitement  and  hope. 
She  knew  her  Lord  well  enough  to  feel  assured 
that  the  cause  for  the  displeasure  in  the  present 
tastance  could  not  be  a  light  one ;  she  resolved 
Bistantly  to  labour  that  it  should  not  be 
transient ;  and  it  so  happened  that  she  had 
applied  for  aid  in  this  endeavour  to  the  very 
individual  in  whose  power  it  rested  to  accom- 
|:9ish  all  her  desire,  while  in  doing  so  he  felt  at 
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the  same  time  he  wa£  da^oda^i^at 
and  advancing  his  otra  ic 
Lady  Monmouth  was  o 
excitement    the   retora    of    Mx.  J^glqr. 
interview  with  his  patron  w 
An  hour,  and  more  thao  a 
Lady  Monmouth  again  i 
which  more  than  CMice  sb 
paced  the  room,  restless  i 
She  had  complete  coti6«te«3e  ti.  i. 
for  the  occasion  ;   and   with  at-  i 
Lord    Monmouth's    cha'^'^^     " 
contemplate    the   possi\ 
circumstances  were  ad: 
consideration.     Still    tiu.- 
ing  and  exhausting    pr'j-.rr- 
acting  on  her  nervous  sy'--^'- 
think  that  Rigby   had    n'J"    i--;^'- 
favourable    for    the     catas:''j]i:-' 
Monmouth,   from    apprefaoaa*  o: 
Rigby  and  entailing  *        """ " 

had    avoided    the    n _  -^__ 

that  her  skilful  combination  fa  Ur-.  , 
had  missed.  Two  hour*  bai  a»w  - 
Lucretia,  in  a  state  of  co««rtt^Uj. 
was  about  to  inquire  wbrthar  Mz- 
with  his  Lordship,  wbcn  h>f  'j-. 
boudoir  opened,  and   that  | 

"  How  long  you  have  be**" '"  -siiil 
Monmouth.  "Now  sit  dowf^aw  .-. 
has  passed." 

Lady  Monmouth  poiottJ  »c  t;,-. 
Flora  had  occupied-  ^ 

"I  thank  your  LadyslMp,    a«.    , 
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with  a  somewhat  grave  and  yet  perplexed  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  and  seating  himself 
at  some  little  distance  from  his  companion, 
"  but  1  am  very  well  here." 

There  was  a  pause.  Instead  of  responding 
to  the  invitation  of  Lady  Monmouth  to  com- 
municate with  his  usual  readiness  and  volubiiitj, 
Mr.  Rigby  was  silent,  and,  if  it  were  possible  to 
use  such  an  expression  with  regard  to  such  t 
gentleman,  apparently  embarrassed. 

"Well,"  said   Lady  Monmouth,    "does  he 
r]uiow  about  the  Millbanks?" 
"■■*' 'Everything,"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 

"And  what  did  he  say?" 

"  His  Lordship  was  greatly  shocked,"  Te^6ei 

t.  Rigby,  with  a  pious  expression  of  featuie. 
"Such  monstrous  ingratitude!  As  his  lord- 
ship very  justly  observed,  'It  is  impossible  to 
say  what  is  going  on  under  my  own  roof,  or 
to  what  I  can  trust.' " 

"  But  he  made  an  exception  in  your  farouri 
I  dare  say,  my  dear  Mr.  Rigby,"  said  Lad; 
Monmouth. 

"  Lord  Monmouth  was  pleased  to  say  that  I 
possessed  his  entire  confidence,"  said  Mr. 
Rigby,  "  and'  that  he  looked  to  me  in  his 
difficulties." 

"Very  sensible  of  him.  And  what  is  to 
become  of  Mr.  Coningsby  ?  " 

"The  steps  which  his  Lordship  is  aboiit 
to  take  with  reference  to  the  estabtishment 
generally,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  "  will  allow  the 
connection  that  at  present  subsists  betVem 
^^t  gentleman  and  his  noble  relative,  lUji* 
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Lord  Monmouth's  eyes  are  open  to  his  real 
character,  to  terminate  naturally,  without  the 
necessity  of  any  formal  explanation." 

"  But  what  do  you  mean  by  the  steps  he  is 
going  to  take  in  his  establishment  generally  ?  " 

"  Lord  Monmouth  thinks  he  requires  change 
of  scene." 

"  Oh !  is  he  going  to  drag  me  abroad  again  ? " 
exclaimed  Lady  Monmouth,  with  great  im- 
pudence. 

"Why,  not  exactly,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  rather 
demurely. 

"  I  hope  he  is  not  going  again  to  that  dread- 
ful castle  in  Lancashire." 

"  Lord  Monmouth  was  thinking  thai,  as  you 
were  tired  of  Paris,  you  might  find  some  of  the 
German  Baths  agreeable." 

"  Why,  there  is  nothing  that  Lord  Monmouth 
dislikes  so  much  as  a  German  bathing-place ! " 

"  Exactly,"  said  Mr.  Rigby. 

"Then  how  capricious  in  him  wanting  to  go 
to  them?" 
.  "  He  does  not  want  to  go  to  them." 
;."What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Rigby?"  said 
Lady  Monmouth,  in  a  lower  voice,  and  looking 
him  full  in  the  face  with  a  glance  seldom 
bestowed, 

There  was  a  churlish  and  unusual  look  about 
Rigby.  It  was  as  if  malignant,  and  yet  at  the 
same  lime  a  little  frighteiied,  he  had  screwed 
himself  into  doggedness. 

"  I  mean  what  Lord  Monmouth  means.    He 
s  that  if  your  Udyship  were  to  pass  the 
Kissengeo,   for   example,  and    a 
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paragraph  in  the  Morning  Post  were  to 
ihal  his  Lordship  was  about  to  join  you  there, 
a]l  awkwardness  would  be  removed  ;  and  no  one 
could  for  a  moment  take  the  liberty  of  supposing, 
even  if  his  Lordship  did  not  ultimately  reach 
you,  that  anything  like  a  separation  had  oc- 

"  A  separation  !  "  said  Lady  Monmouth. 

"Quiteamicabie,"  said  Mr.  Rigby.  "Iwould 
never  have  consented  to  interfere  in  the  afbir, 
but  to  secure  that  most  desirable  point" 

"  I  will  see  Lord  Monmouth  at  once,"  slid 
Lucretia,  rising,  her  natural  pallor  aggravated 
into  a  ghoul-like  tint, 

"  His  Lordship  has  gone  out,"  said  Mr.  Rigby, 
rather  stubbornly, 

"Our  conversation,  sir,  then  finishes:  1  wait 
his  return."     She  bowed  haughtily. 

"  His  Lordship  will  never  return  to  Mon- 
mouth House  again." 

Lucretia  sprang  from  the  sofa. 

"Miserable  craven!"  she  exclaimed.  "Hu 
the  cowardly  tyrant  fled  ?  And  he  really  thinks 
that  I  am  to  t«  crushed  by  such  an  instrument 
as  this !  Pah !  He  may  leave  Monmouth 
House,  but  I  shall  not.     Begone,  sir ! " 

"  Still  anxious  lo  secure  an  amicable  separa- 
tion," said  Mr.  Rigby,  "your  Ladyship  must 
allow  me  to  place  the  circumstances  of  the  case 
fairly  before  your  excellent  judgment.  Lord 
Monmouth  has  decided  upon  a  course:  you 
know  as  well  as  I  that  he  never  swerves  from 
his  resolutions.  He  has  left  peremptory  instruc- 
tions, and  he  will  listen  to  no  appeal.     He  has 
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empowered  me  to  represent  to  your  Ladyship 
that  he  wishes  in  every  way  to  consider  your 
convenience.  He  suggests  that  everything,  in 
short,  should  be  arranged  as  if  his  Lordship 
were  himself  unhappily  no  more ;  that  your 
Ladyship  should  at  once  enter  into  your  join- 
ture, which  shall  be  made  payable  quarterly  to 
your  order,  prorided  you  can  find  it  convenient 
to  Uto  upon  the  Continent,"  added  Mr.  Rigby, 
with  some  hesitation. 

"And  suppose  I  cannot?" 

"Why,  then,  we  will  leave  your  Ladyship  to 
the  assertion  of  your  rights." 

"  We ! " 

"I  beg  your  Ladyship's  pardon.  I  speak  as 
the  friend  of  the  family,  the  trustee  of  your 
marriage  settlement,  well  known  also  as  Lord 
Monmouth's  executor,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  his 
countenance  gradually  regaining  its  usual  callous 
confidence,  and  some  degree  of  self-com- 
placency, as  he  remembered  the  good  things 
which  he  enumerated. 

"  I  have  decided,"  said  Lady  Monmouth. 
"  I  will  assert  my  rights.  Your  master  has 
mistaken  my  character  and  his  own  position. 
He  shall  rue  the  day  that  he  assailed  me." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  if  there  were  any 
violence,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  "  especially  as  every- 
thing is  left  to  my  management  and  control. 
An  office,  indeed,  which  I  only  accepted  for 
your  mutual  advantage.  I  think,  upon  reflec- 
tion, I  might  put  before  your  Ladyship  some 
considerations  which  might  induce  you,  on  the 
whole,  to  be  of  opinion  that  it  will  be  better  for 
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us  to  draw  Together  in  thU  business,  as  we  have 
hitherto,  indeed,  throughout  an  acqpaimance 
now  of  some  years,"  Rigby  was  resuming  aU 
his  usual  tone  of  brazen  familiarity. 

"Your  self-confidence  exceeds  even  Lotd 
Monmouth's  estimate  of  it,"  said  Lacretia. 

"  Now,  now,  you  are  unkind.  Your  Lady- 
ship mistakes  my  position.  I  am  interfering 
in  this  business  for  your  sake.  I  might  bate 
refused  the  office.  It  would  have  fallen  lo 
another,  who  would  have  fulfilled  it  without 
any  delicacy  and  consideration  for  your  feel- 
ings. View  my  interposition  in  that  light,  toy 
dear  Lady  Monmouth,  and  circumstances  will 
assume  altogether  a  new  colour." 

"  I  beg  that  you  will  fjuit  the  house,  sir." 

Mr.  Rigby  shook  his  head.  "  I  would  with 
pleasure,  lo  oblige  you,  were  it  in  roy  power; 
but  Lord  Monmouth  has  particularly  dCsaed 
that  1  should  take  up  my  residence  here  per- 
manently. The  servants  are  now  my  serranls. 
It  it  useless  to  ring  the  bell.  For  your  Lady- 
ship's sake,  I  wish  everything  to  be  accom- 
plished with  iranquillity,  and,  if  possible,  friend- 
liness and  good  feeling.  You  can  have  even  a 
week  for  the  preparations  for  your  departure,  if 
necessary.  I  will  take  that  upon  myself.  Aiiy 
carriages,  too,  that  you  desire ;  your  jewels,  at 
least  all  those  that  are  not  at  the  bankers*.  The 
arrangement  about  your  jointure,  your  letters  of 
credit,  even  your  passport,  I  will  attend  to  my- 
self; only  too  happy  if,  by  this  painful  inter- 
ference, I  have  in  any  way  contributed  to  soften 
the  annoyance  which,  at  the   first  blush,  you 
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may  naturally  experience,  but  which,  like  every- 
tfaing  else,  taJce  my  word,  will  wear  off," 

"I  shall  send  for  Lord  Eskdale,"  said  Lady 
Monmouth.     "  He  is  a  gentleman." 

"I  am  quite  sure,"  said  Mr.  Rigby,  "that 
Lord  Eskdale  will  give  you  the  same  advice  as 
myself,  if  he  only  reads  your  Ladyship's  letters," 
he  added  slowly,  "to  Prince  Trautsmano- 
dorff." 

"  My  letters  ?  "  said  Lady  Monmouth. 

"Pardon  me,"  said  Rigby,  putting  his  hand 
in  his  pocket,  as  if  to  guard  some  treasure,  "I 
have  no  wish  to  revive  painful  associations :  but 
I  have  (hem,  and  I  must  act  upon  them,  if  you 
persist  in  treating  me  as  a  foe,  who  am  in 
reality  your  best  friend ;  which  indeed  I  ought 
to  be,  having  the  honour  of  acting  as  trustee 
under  your  marriage  settlement,  and  having 
known  you  so  many  years." 

"  Leave  me  for  the  present  alone,"  said  Lady 
Monmouth.  "Send  me  my  servant,  if  I  have 
one.  I  shall  not  remain  here  the  week  which 
you  mention,  but  quit  at  once  this  house,  which 
I  wish  I  had  never  entered.  Adieu !  Mr. 
Rigby,  you  are  now  lord  of  Monmouth  House, 
and  yet  I  cannot  help  feeling  you  too  will  be 
discharged  before  he  dies." 

Mr.  Rigby  made  Lady  Monmouth  a  bow 
such  as  became  the  master  of  the  house,  and 
then  withdrew. 
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CHAPTER  VII 


I^^^P^AkACRAPH  in  the  Mommg  P»tt,  a  fem  d« 
after  hii  interriew  with  bts  gnnd&ibs.  b^ 
noUDcing  thai  Lord  and  Ladf 
quitted  town  for  the  baths  of  Kisseogen,  naadd. 
Coningsby,  who  called  the  same  day  U  Un- 
mouth  House  in  conse^ueDce.  There  be  le»x 
more  authentic  details  of  their 
movements.  It  appeared  that  Lady  Moiuiioo:^ 
had  certainly  departed ;  aod  the  porter,  wi± 
rather  sceptical  visage,  informed  CoQimst? 
that  Lord  Monmouth  was  to  follow  ;  but  when, 
he  could  not  tell.  At  present  his  Lordship 
at  Brighton,  and  in  a  few  days  was  about  to 
take  possession  of  a  villa  at  Richmoad,  which 
had  for  some  time  been  fitting  up  for  him 
under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  Rigby,  who, 
u  Coningsby  also  learnt,  now  permanentiy 
resided  at  Monmouth  House.  All  this  intelli- 
gence made  Coningsby  ponder.  He  was 
sufficiently  acquainted  with  the  parties  coa* 
eerned  to  feel  assured  that  he  had  not  leatrn 
the  whole  truth.  What  had  really  taken  place, 
ind  what  was  the  real  cause  of  the  occurrences, 
were  equally  mystical  to  him :  all  be  was  con- 
vinced of  was,  that  some  great  domestic  revolu- 
tion had  been  suddenly  effected. 

Coningsby  entertained  for  his  grandfather  a 
sincere  affection.  With  the  exception  of  their 
last  unfortunate  interview,  he  had  experienced 
fVom  Lord  Monmouth  nothing   but   kindness 
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both    in    phrase   and  deed.     There   wa«  aUo 

something  in  Lord  Monmouth,  when  he  i}lca&ed 
it,  rather  fascinating  to  young  men ;  and  as 
Coningsby  had  never  occasioned  him  any  feel- 
ings but  pleasurable  ones,  be  wai  aitrays 
disposed  to  make  himself  d^^szfm  !^  kia 
grandson.  The  experience  rf  »  ; 
man  of  the  world,  advanced  is  - 
without  rigidity  to  youth,  wA  t 
facility,  is  bevfitching.  Lord  1' 
never  garrulous  :  he  was  ; " 
could  be  picturesque.  He  ■■  ■■hi^T-^ 
in  a  sentence,  and  detected  the  ndki^  o^mob 
with  the  hand  of  a  master.  Badi^  iv  bai 
seen  everybody  and  had  done  « 
though,  on  the  whole,  too  i 
versation,  and  loving  to  be  B 
were  circumstances  which  OM 
communications  the  more  p 
With  these  feelings,  Coni 
moment  that  he  learned  t' 
was  established  at  Richm 
visit.  He  was  informed  tfatt  I 
was  at  home,  and  he  was  si 
room,  where  he  found  Vm 
their  bonnets,  whom  he  9 
actresses.  They  also  had  ■ 
visit  to  his  grandfather,  aad 
displeased  to  pass  the  inttM 
before  they  had  that  plan 
his  grandson.  Coningsby  il 
amusing ;  with  the  iineat  ■ 
imperturbable  good  taofH 
scious  practical  philosophy ^^ijil-"-      :_.^^-       ^ 
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Care  and  all  tiis  works.  And  well  it  was  thai 
he  found  such  agreeable  companio 
flowed  on,  and  no  summons  arrived  to  call  him 
to  his  grandfather's  presence,  and  no  herald 
announce  his  grandfather's  advent.  The  ladies 
and  Coningsby  had  exhausted  badinage ;  they 
had  examined  and  criticised  all  the  fumtiure, 
bad  rifled  the  vases  of  their  prettiest  flowers: 
and  Clotilde.  who  had  already  sung  sever*! 
times,  was  proposing  a  duet  to  Ermengarde, 
when  a  servant  entered,  and  told  the  ladies 
that  a  carriage  was  in  attendance  to  give  them 
an  airing,  and  after  that  Lord  Monmouth  hoped 
they  would  return  and  dine  with  him;  then 
turning  to  Coningsb)',  he  informed  him,  with 
his  lord's  compliments,  that  Lord  Monmouth 
was  sorry  he  was  too  much  engaged  to  see 
him. 

Nothing  was  to  be  done  but  to  put  a 
tolerably  good  face  upon  it.  "  Embrace  Ixtrd 
Monmouth  for  me,"  said  Coningsby  to  his  fair 
friends,  "and  tell  him  I  think  it  very  unkind 
that  he  did  not  ask  me  to  dinner  with  you." 

.Coningsby  said  this  with  a  gay  air,  but  really 
with  a  depressed  spirit.  He  felt  convinced 
that  his  grandfather  was  deeply  displeased  with 
him ;  and  as  he  rode  away  from  the  villa,  he 
could  not  resist  the  strong  impression  that  he 
was  destined  never  to  re-enter  it  Yet  it  was 
decreed  otherwise.  It  so  happened  that  the 
idle  message  which  Coningsby  had  left  for  his 
grandfather,  and  which  he  never  seriously  sup- 
posed for  a  moment  that  his  late  companions 
would  have  given  their  host,  operated  eotiiely 
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in  his  favour.  \\'hatevet  were  the  feelings  with 
respect  to  Coningsby  at  the  bottom  of  Lord 
Monmouth's  heart,  he  was  actuated  in  his 
refusal  to  see  him  not  more  from  displeasure 
than  from  an  anticipatory  horror  of  something 
like  a  scene.  Even  a  surrender  from  Con- 
ingsby without  terms,  and  an  offer  to  declare 
himself  a  candidate  for  Darlford,  or  to  do  any- 
thing else  that  his  grandfather  wished,  would 
have  been  disagreeable  to  Lord  Monmouth  in 
his  present  mood.  As  in  politics  a  revolution 
is  often  followed  by  a  season  of  torpor,  so  in 
the  case  of  Lord  Monmouth  the  separation 
from  his  wife,  which  had  for  a  long  period 
occupied  his  meditation,  was  succeeded  by  a 
vein  of  mental  dissipation.  He  did  not  wish 
to  be  reminded  by  anything  or  any  person  that 
he  had  still  in  some  degree  the  misfortune  of 
being  a  responsible  member  of  society.  He 
wanted  to  be  surrounded  by  individuals  who 
were  above  or  below  the  conventional  interests 
of  what  is  called  "the  World."  He  wanted  to 
hear  nothing  of  those  painful  and  embarrassing 
influences  which  from  our  contracted  experience 
and  want  of  enlightenment  we  magnify  into 
such  undue  importance.  For  this  purpose  he 
wished  to  have  about  him  persons  whose  know- 
ledge of  the  cares  of  life  concerned  only  the 
means  of  existence,  and  whose  sense  of  its 
objects  referred  only  to  the  sources  of  enjoy- 
ment ;  persons  who  had  not  been  educated  in 
the  idolatry  of  Respectability ;  that  is  to  say,  of 
realising  such  an  amount  of  what  is  termed 
"■  by  a  hypocritical  deference  to  the 
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prejudices  of  the  community  as  may  enable 
them,  at  suitable  times,  and  under  convcDieni 
drcumstances  and  disguises,  to  plunder  the 
public.     This  was  the  Monmouth  Philosophy, 

With  these  feelings,  Lord  Monmouth  recoiled 
at  Ibis  moment  from  grandsons  and  relatioos 
and  lies  of  ail  kinds.  He  did  not  wish  to  Ik 
reminded  of  his  identity,  but  to  swim  un- 
molested and  undisturbed  in  his  Epicurean 
dream.  When,  therefore,  bis  fair  visilore; 
Clotilde,  who  opened  ber  mouth  only  to  breathe 
roses  and  diamonds,  and  Ermengarde,  who  vte 
so  good  natured  that  she  sacrificed  even  her 
lovers  to  her  friends ;  saw  him  merely  to 
exclaim  at  the  same  moment,  and  with  the 
same  voices  of  thrilling  joyousness — 

"  Why  did  not  you  ask  him  to  dinner?" 

.\nd  then,  without  waiting  for  his  reply, 
entered  with  that  rapidity  of  elocution  whidi 
Frenchwomen  can  alone  command  into  the 
catalogue  of  his  charms  and  accomplishments, 
Lord  Monmouth  began  to  regret  that  he  really 
bad  not  seen  Coningsby,  who,  it  appeared, 
might  have  greatly  contributed  to  the  pleasure 
of  the  day.  The  message,  which  was  duly 
given,  however,  settled  the  business.  Lord 
Monmouth  felt  that  any  chance  of  explanatioDS, 
or  even  allusions  to  the  past,  was  out  of  the 
question ;  and  to  defend  himself  from  the 
accusations  of  his  animated  guests,  he  said — 

■'Well,  he  shall  come  to  dine  with  you  next 

There  is  no  end  to  the  influence  of  woman 
on  our  life.     It  is  at  the  bottom  of  everything 
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that  happens  to  us.  And  so  it  was,  that,  in 
spite  of  all  the  combinations  of  Lucrctia  and 
Mr.  Rigby,  and  the  mortification  and  resent- 
ment of  Lord  Monmouth,  the  favourable  im- 
pression he  casually  made  on  a  couple  of 
French  actresses  occasioned  Coningsby,  before 
a  month  had  elapsed  since  his  memorable 
interview  at  Monmouth  House,  to  receive  an 
invitation  again  to  dine  with  his  grandfather. 

The  party  was  agreeable,  Clotilde  and 
Ermengarde  had  wits  as  sparkling  as  their  eyes. 
There  was  the  manager  of  the  Opera,  a  great 
friend  of  Villebecque,  and  his  wife,  a  splendid 
lady,  who  had  been  a  prima  donna  of  celebrity, 
and  still  had  a  commanding  voice  for  a  cham- 
ber; a  Carlist  nobleman  who  lived  upon  his 
traditions,  and  who,  though  without  a  son, 
could  tell  of  a  festival  given  by  his  family, 
before  the  revolution,  which  had  cost  a  million 
of  francs ;  and  a  Neapolitan  physician,  in  whom 
Lord  Monmouth  had  great  confidence,  and 
who  himself  believed  in  the  elixir  vitse,  made 
up  the  party,  with  Lucian  Gay,  Coningsby,  and 
Mr.  Rigby.  Our  hero  remarked  that  Ville- 
becque on  this  occasion  sat  at  the  bottom  of 
the  table,  but  Flora  did  not  appear. 

In  the  meantime,  the  month  which  brought 
about  this  satisfactory  and  at  one  time  un- 
expected result  was  fruitful  also  in  other  circum- 
stances still  more  interesting.  Coningsby  and 
Edith  met  frequently,  if  to  breathe  the  same 
atmosphere  in  the  same  crowded  saloons  can 
be  described  as  meeting;  ever  watching  each 
other's  movements,  and  yet  studious  never  to 
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encounter  each  other's  glance.  The  charms  of 
Miss  Millbank  had  become  ao  universal  topic, 
they  were  celebrated  in  ball-rooms,  tbey  wert 
discussed  at  clubs :  Edith  was  the  beauty  of  the 
season.  All  admired  her,  many  sighed  even  to  1 
express  their  admiration  ;  but  the  devotion  oT 
Lord  Beaumanoir,  who  always  hovered  about 
her,  deterred  them  from  a  rivalrj'  which  m^ht 
have  made  the  boldest  despair.  As  fo*  Coiv 
ingsby,  he  passed  his  life  principally  with  the 
various  members  of  the  Sydney  family,  and  was 
almost  daily  riding  with  Lady  Everingham  and 
her  sister,  generally  accompanied  by  Lor3 
Henry  and  his  friend  Eustace  Lyle,  between 
whom,  indeed,  and  Coningsby  there  were  rda- 
tions  of  intimacy  scarcely  less  inseparable 
Coningsby  had  spoken  to  Lady  Everingham  of 
the  rumoured  marriage  of  her  elder  brothcTi 
and  found,  although  the  family  had  not  yet. 
been  formally  apprised  of  it,  she  entertained! 
tittle  doubt  of  its  ultimate  occurrence.  Shft 
admired  Miss  Millbank,  with  whom  her  ao'' 
quaintance  continued  slight ;  and  she  wishe4 
of  course,  that  her  brother  should  marry  and  bt' 
happy,  "  But  Percy  is  often  in  love,"  sh4 
would  add,  "and  never  likes  us  to  be  vctj> 
intimate  with  his  inamoratas.  He  thinks  if 
destroys  the  romance ;  and  that  domestic 
familiarity  may  compromise  his  heroic  chatai> 
ter.  However,"  she  added,  "I  really  believe 
that  will  be  a  match." 

On   the   whole,  though   he   bore  a  ! 
aspect  to  the  world,   Coningsby  passed   t 
'    ' )  a  state  of  restless  misery.     His  s 
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P^ras  brooding  on  one  subject,  and  he  had  no 
Fts^nfidant :  he  could  not  resist  the  spell  that 
pijiipelled  him  to  the  society  where  Edith  might 
fISLt  least  be  seen,  and  the  circle  in  which  he 
i^ived  was  one  in  which  her  name  was  frequently 
siieDtioned.  Alone,  in  his  solitary  rooms  in 
.  the  Albany,  he  felt  all  his  desolation  ;  and  often 
■1  a  few  minutes  before  he  figured  in  the  world, 
►  apparently  followed  and  courted  by  all,  he  had 
pi  been  plunged  in  the  darkest  fits  of  irremediable 
|p(   wretchedness. 

ft  He  had,  of  course,  frequently  met  Lady 
A  Wallinger,  but  their  salutations,  though  never 
omitted,  and  on  each  side  cordial,  were  brief. 
There  seemed  to  be  a  tacit  understanding  be- 
tween them  not  to  refer  to  a  subject  fruitful  in 
painful  reminiscences. 

The  season  waned.  In  the  fulfilment  of  a 
project  originally  formed  in  the  playing-fields  of 
Eton,  often  recurred  to  at  Cambridge,  and 
cherished  with  the  fondness  with  which  men 
cling  to  a  scheme  of  early  youth,  Coningsby, 
Henry  Sydney,  Vere,  and  Buck  hurst  had 
engaged  some  moors  together  this  year  j  and  in 
a  few  days  they  were  about  to  quit  town  for 
Scotland.  They  had  pressed  Eustace  Lyle  to 
accompany  them,  but  he,  who  in  general 
seemed  to  have  no  pleasure  greater  than  their 
s€>ciety,  had  surprised  them  by  declining  their 
invitation,  with  some  vague  mention  that  he 
rather  thought  he  should  go  abroad. 

It  was  the  last  day  of  July,  and  all  the  world 
were  at  a  breakfast  given,  at  a  fanciful  cottage 
situate  in  beautiful  gardens  on  the  :banks  of  the 
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?hames,  by  L^dy  Everingham.  The  weather 
vas  as  bright  as  the  romances  of  Boccaccio; 
there  were  pyramids  of  strawberries,  in  bowii 
colossal  enough  to  hold  orange-trees ;  and  the 
choicest  band  filled  the  air  with  enchantiDg 
Htrains,  while  a  brilliant  multitude  sauntered  on 
turf  like  velvet,  or  roamed  in  desultory  existence 
amid  the  quivering  shades  of  winding  walks. 

"  My  fSte  was  prophetic,"  said  Lady  Evering- 
ham, when  she  saw  Coningsby.  "  I  am  glad  it 
is  connected  with  an  incident.     It  gives  it  I 

"  You  are  mystical  as  well  as  prophetic.  Tdl 
me  what  we  are  to  celebrate." 

"  Theresa  is  going  to  be  married." 

"  Then  I,  too,  will  prophesy,  and  oaine  lb* 
hero  of  the  romance,  Eustace  Lyie." 

"You  have  been  more  prescient  than  I,"  said 
Lady  Everingham,  "perhaps  because  I  WM. 
thinking  too  much  of  some  one  else." 

"  It  seems  to  me  an  union  which  all  mult 
acknowledge  perfect.  I  hardly  know  which  I 
love  best.  I  have  had  my  suspicions  a  long 
time ;  and  when  Eustace  refused  to  go  to  the 
moors  with  us,  though  I  said  nothing,  I 
convinced." 

"At  any  rate,"  said  Lady  Everingham,  sighing 
with  a  rather  smiling  face,  "we  are  kinsfolk, 
Mr.  Coningsby  ;  though  I  would  gladly  have 
wished  to  have  been  more." 

"  Were  those  your  thoughts,  dear  lady  ?  EveC, 
kind  to  me !  Happiness,"  he  added,  in  a  mourii 
ful  tone,  "  I  fear  can  never  be  mine." 

"And  why?" 
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Si  tia  a  tale  too  strange  and  sorrowful  foc^ 

Ey^when,  like  Seged,  we  must    all    determinet 

)  be  happy." 

"You  have  already  made  me  miserable." 

•'Here  comes  a  group  that  will  make  you 
a.y,"  said  Coningsby,  as  he  moved  on-  Edith' 
Sind  the  Wallingers,  accompanied  by  Lord 
'Beaumanoir,  Mr.  Melton,  and  Sir  Charles 
JBuckhurst,  formed  the  ptarty.  They  seemed  pro- 
Muse  in  their  congratulations  to  Lady  Evering- 
rliam,  having  already  learnt  the  intelligence  froaj 
[her  brother. 

I  Coningsby  stopped  to  speak,  to  Lady  St.. 
JulianB,  who  still  had  a  daughter  to  marry.  | 
Both  Augustina,  who  \¥as  at  Coningsby  Castle,' 
land  Clara  Isabella,  who  ought  to  have  been  . 
'there,  had  each  secured  the  right  man.  g^^ 
I  Adelaide  Victoria  had  now  appeared,  and  Lady  ! 
St.  Julians  had  a  great  regard  for  the  favouritQ.j 
I  grandson  of  Lord  Monmouth,  and  also  for  the, 
iinfluenlial  friend  of  Lord  Vere  a"??/"'  Charle.. 
[Buckhurst.  In  case  Coningsby  did  not  dete^ 
I  mine  to  become  her  son-in-law  himseii,  he  migj,.  J 
I  counsel  either  of  his  friends  to  a  juciiciQ„s  ,i^^^^ 
sion  on  an  inevitable  act.  ,7       "ri  r  I 

"Strawberries  and  cream  ?  ^aia  Un^  ^IstJ 
dale  to  Mr.  Ormsby,  who  seemed  occupig^  ^^IW 
some  delicacies.  ,  „  '*1 

"  Egad !  no,  no,  no  ;  those  days  arg  p^  '1 
I  think  there  is  a  little  easterly  vr.nd  »ith^*^ 
fine  appearance."  tf «  ^^ 

"lam  for  indoor  nature  "'""■  Saj^  ,  1 
lEstdale.  "Do  you  know..  I  "i'  Jot  h».r?™ 
the  way  Monmouth    is    go™8   ''°'    HJ"'  lU*< 
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out  of  that  villa  of  his.    He  should  changt 
his  air  more.    Tell  hiiu." 

"It  is  no  use  telling  him  anything.  Havst 
you  heard  anything  of  Miladi?" 

"  I  had  a  letter  from  her  to-day  ;  she  v 
in  good  spirits.    I  am  sorry  it  broke  np,  and  yet 
I  never  thought  it  would  last  so  long," 

"  I  gave  them  two  years,"  said  Mr.  Ormsby. 
"  Lord  Monmouth  lived  with  his  first  wife  two 
years.  And  afterwards  with  the  Miiandola  at' 
Milan,  at  least  nearly  two  years ;  it  was  a  year, 
and  ten  mouths.  I  must  know,  for  he  called 
me  in  to  settle  affairs.  I  took  the  lady  to  the 
baths  at  Lucca,  on  the  pretence  that  Monmouth 
would  meet  us  there.  He  went  to  Paris,  All  bia' 
great  aETairs  have  been  two  years.  I  remembet. 
I  wanted  to  bet  Cassilis,  at  White's,  on  it  wheOi 
he  married ;  but  I  thought,  being  his  intimate 
friend ;  the  oldest  friend  he  has,  indeed,  and- 
one  of  his  trustees ;  it  was  perhaps  as  welt  not, 
to  do  it." 

"  You  should  have  made  the  bet  with  him- 
self," said  Lord  Eskdale,  "  and  then  there  never 
would  have  been  a  separation." 

"  Hah,  hah,  hah  !  Do  you  know,  I  feel  the. 
wind  ?  " 

About  an  hour  after  this,  Coningsby,  who  had, 
just  quitted  the  Duchess,  met,  on  a  terrace  by 
the  river,  Lady  Wallinger,  walking  with  Mrs, 
Guy  Flouncey  and  a  Russian  Prince,  whom  thaO 
lady  was  enchanting.  Coningsby  was  about) 
to  pass  with  some  slight  courtesy,  but  Lady 
Wallinger  stopped  and  would  speak  to  him,  oiS 
'mht  subjects,  the  weather  and  the  ffile,  but  yet) 
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[■adroitly  enough  managed  to  make  him  turn  and 

join  her.  Mrs,  Guy  Flouncey  walked  on  a  little 
I  before  with  her  Russian  admirer.  Lady  Wal- 
1  linger  followed  with  Coningsby. 
j'  "  The  match  that  has  been  proclaimed  to-day 
'.'has  greatly  surprised  me,"  said  Lady  Wallinger. 
^     "Indeed!"  said  Coningsby:   "I  confess  I 

was  long  prepared  Tor  it.     And  it  seems  to. me 
jitbe  most  natural  alliance  conceivable,  and  one 
ilhat  every  one  must  approve." 
li     "Lady   Everingham    seems  much    surprised 
'at  il." 

'  "Ah!  Lady  Everingham  is  a  brilliant  per- 
':sonage,  and  cannot  deign  to  observe  obvious 

circumstances." 

I'     "  Do  you  know,  Mr.  Coningsby,  that  I  always 

-thought  you  were  engaged  to  Lady  Theresa?" 

«     "I!" 

"f     "Indeed,  we   were   informed    more  than  a 

•■oiontb  ago  that  you  were  positively  going  to  be 

married  to  her." 

'  "  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  can  shift  their 
'affections  with  such  rapidity.  Lady  Wallinger." 
'-'     Lady    Wallinger   looked    distressed.      "  You 

Wemember  our  meeting  you  on  the  stairs  at 

pHouse,  Mr.  Coningsby." 

"  Painfully.  It  is  deeply  graven  on  my  brain." 
t,~  "  Edith  had  just  been  informed  that  you  were 
i^oing  to  be  married  to  Lady  Theresa." 
t  "Not  surely  by  him  to  whom  she  is  her- 
iself  going  to  be  married?"  said  Coningsby, 
Ireddening. 

"I   am  not  aware  that  she  is  going  to  be 
d  to  any  one.    Lord  Beaumanior  admires 
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her,  has  always  admired  her.  But  Edith  im 
given  him  no  encouragement,  at  least  gave  hiit 
no  encouragement  as  long  as  she  believed  ;  bat 
why  dwell  on  such  an  unhappy  subject.  Mi, 
Coningsby?  I  am  to  blame;  I  bave  heea  If 
blame  perhaps  before,  but  indeed  I  think  I 
cruel,  very  cruel,  that  Edith  and  you  are  kepi 
asunder." 

"  You  have  always  been  my  best,  my  d 
friend,  and  are  the  most  amiable  and  admiiaUl 
of  women.  Bui  tell  me,  is  it  indeed  true  thai 
Edith  is  not  going  to  be  married  ? " 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Guy  Flouncey  turned 
round,  and  assuring  Lady  Wailinger  that  t* 
Prince  and  herself  bad  agreed  to  refer  soi 
point  to  her  about  the  most  transcendental 
ethics  of  flirtation,  this  deeply  interesting  cm 
versaCion  was  arrested,  and  Lady  Wailinger,  whi 
becoming  suavity,  was  obliged  to  listen  to  the 
lady's  lively  appeal  of  exaggerated  nonsense  and 
the  Prince's  affected  protests,  while  Coningsby 
walked  by  her  side,  pale  and  agitated,  and  then 
offered  his  arm  to  Lady  Walhnger,  which  she 
accepted  with  an  affectionate  pressure.  At  the 
end  of  the  terrace  they  met  some  other  guesti, 
and  soon  were  immersed  in  the  multitude  that 
thronged  the  lawn. 

"There  is  Sir  Joseph,"  said  Lady  Wailinger, 
and  Coningsby  lookol  up,  and  saw  Edith  OB 
his  arm.  They  were  unconsciously  approachin| 
them.  Lord  Beaumanoir  was  there,  but  bi 
seemed  to  shrink  into  nothing  to-day  befon 
Buckhurst,  who  was  captivated  for  the  momen 
by   Edith,  and   hearing   that   no   knight  ' 
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ecolute  enough  to  try  a  fall  with  the  Marquess, 
Iras  impelled  by  his  talent  for  action  to  enter 
be  lists.  He  had  talked  do^vn  everybody,  un- 
lorsed  every  cavalier.  Nobody  had  a  chance 
igainst  him :  he  answered  all  your  questions 
jefore  you  asked  them  ;  contradicted  everybody 
rith  the  intrepidity  of  a  Rigby ;  annihilated 
four  anecdotes  by  historiettes  infinitely  more 
piquant ;  and  if  anybody  chanced  to  make  a 
oke  which  he  could  not  excel,  declared  im- 
mediately that  it  was  a  Joe  Millet,  He  was 
absurd,  extravagant,  grotesque,  noisy ;  but  he 
was  young,  rattling,  and  interesting,  from  his 
health  and  spirits.  Edith  was  extremely  amused 
by  him,  and  was  encouraging  by  her  smile  his 
spiritual  excesses,  when  they  all  suddenly  met 
Lady  Wallinger  and  Coningsby. 

The  eyes  of  Edith  and  Coningsby  met  for 
the  first  time  since  they  so  cruelly  encountered 

on  the  staircase  of House.     A  deep,  quick 

blush  suffused  her  face,  her  eyes  gleamed  with  a 
mdden  coruscation;  suddenly  and  quickly  she 
put  forth  her  hand. 

Yes !  he  presses  once  more  that  hand  which 
permanently  to  retain  is  the  passion  of  bis  life, 
yet  which  may  never  be  his !  It  seemed  that 
for  the  ravishing  delight  of  that  moment  he 
could  have  borne  with  cheerfulness  all  the  dark 
and  harrowing  misery  of  the  year  that  had 
passed  away  since  he  embraced  her  in  the 
woods  of  Hellingsley,  and  pledged  his  faith  by 
the  waters  of  the  rushing  Darl. 

He  seized  the  occasion  which  offered  it- 
self, a  moment  to  walk  by  her  side,  and  to 
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•natch  some  brief  instants  of  ODresened  am 
m  union. 

"  Forgive  me  1 "  she  said. 
Ah !  how  could  you  ever  doubt  d 


ie?"sBid 


"  I  was  unhappy." 
"  And  now  we  are  lo  each  other  as  before?' 
B,"  And  will  be,  come  what  come  may." 
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CHAPTER    I 


m 


It  was  merry  Christmas  at  St.  Genevieve, 
There  was  a  yu!e  log  blazing  on  every  hearth 
in  that  wide  domain,  from  the  hall  of  the  squire 
to  the  peasant's  roof.  The  Buttery  Hatch  was 
open  for  the  whole  week  from  noon  lo  sunset ; 
all  comers  might  take  their  fill,  and  each  carry 
away  as  much  bold  beef,  white  bread,  and  jolly 
ale  as  a  strong  man  could  bear  in  a  basket  with 
one  hand.  For  every  woman  a  red  cloak,  and 
a  coat  of  broadcloth  for  every  man.  All  day 
long,  carts  laden  with  fuel  and  warm  raiment 
were  traversing  the  various  districts,  distribut- 
ing comfort  and  dispensing  cheer.  For  a 
Christian  gentleman  of  high  degree  was  Eustace 
Lyle. 

Within  his  hall,  too,  he  holds  his  revel,  and 
bis  beauteous  bride  welcomes  their  guests,  from 
her  noble  parents  to  the  faithful  tenants  of  the 
house.  All  classes  are  mingled  in  the  Joyous 
equality  that  becomes  the  season,  at  once  sacred 
and  merry.  There  are  carols  for  the  eventful 
eve,  and  mummers  for  the  festive  day. 

The  Duke  and  Duchess,  and  every  member 
.of  the  famUy,  had  consented  this  year  to  keep 
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iheir  Christmas  with  the  new!y-married  couple. 
Coningsby,  too,  was  there,  and  all  bis  Triends. 
The  party  was  numerous,  gay,  hearty,  and 
happy  ;  for  they  were  all  united  by  sympathy. 

They  were  planning  that  Henry  Sydney 
should  be  appointed  Lord  of  Misrule,  or  or- 
dained Abbot  of  Unreason  at  the  least,  so 
successful  had  been  his  revival  of  the  Mummera, 
the  Hobby-horse  not  forgotten.  Their  host 
had  entrusted  to  Lord  Henry  the  restoration  of 
many  old  observances ;  and  the  joyous  feehng 
which  this  celebration  of  Christmas  had  difliisea 
throughout  an  extensive  district  was  a  fresh 
argument  in  favour  of  Lord  Henry's  principle, 
that  a  mere  mechanical  mitigation  of  the 
material  necessities  of  the  humbler  classes,  a 
mitigation  which  must  inevitably  be  Umiied, 
can  never  alone  avail  sufSciently  to  ameliorate 
their  condition ;  that  their  condition  is  not 
merely  "a  knife  and  fork  question,"  to  use  the 
coarse  and  shallow  phrase  of  the  UtilitaHan 
school ;  that  a  simple  satisfaction  of  the  grosset 
necessities  of  our  nature  will  not  make  a  happy 
people ;  that  you  must  cultivate  the  heart  ai 
well  as  seek  to  content  the  belly ;  and  that  the 
surest  means  to  elevate  the  character  of  the 
people  is  to  appeal  to  their  affections. 

There  is  nothing  more  interesting  tha 
trace  predisposition.  An  indefinite,  yet  strong; 
sympathy  with  the  peasantry  of  the  realm  bai 
been  one  of  the  characteristic  sensibilities  of' 
Lord  Henry  at  Eton.  Vet  a  schoolboy,  he  had 
busied  himself  with  their  pastimes  and  the  de- 
tails  of  their  cottage  econom'j .    As  he  ftdvanced 
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in  life  the  horizqn  of  his  views  expanded  with 
bis  intelligence  and  his  expeTience ;  and  the 
•  son  of  one  of  the  noblest  of  our  houses,  to 
whom  the  delights  of  life  are  offered  with  fatal 
facility,  on  the  very  threshold  of  his  career  he 
devoted  his  time  and  thought,  labour  and  life, 
to  one  vast  and  noble  purpose,  the  elevation  of 
the  condition  of  the  great  body  of  the  people. 

"I  vote  for  Buckhurst  being  Lord  of  Mis- 
rule," said  Lord  Henry:  "I  will  be  content 
with  being  his  gentleman  usher." 

"It  shall  be  put  to  the  vote,"  said  Lord 
Vere. 

"No  one  has  a  chance  against  Buckhurst," 
'    aaid  Coningsby. 

"  Now,  Sir  Charles,"  said  Lady  Everingham, 
"your  absolute  sway  is  about  to  commence. 
And  what  is  your  will?" 

"  The  first  thing  must  be  my  formal  installa- 
tion," said  Buckhurst.  "  I  vote  the  Boar's 
head  be  carried  in  procession  thrice  round  the 
hall,  and  Beau  shall  be  the  champion  to  chal- 
lenge all  who  question  my  right.  Duke,  you 
shall  be  my  chief  builer,  the  Duchess  my  herb- 
woman.  She  is  to  walk  before  me,  and  scatter 
rosemary.  Coningsby  shall  carry  the  Boar's 
head ;  Lady  Theresa  and  Lady  Everingham 
shall  sing  the  canticle  ;  Lord  Everingham  shall 
be  marshal  of  the  lists,  and  put  all  U]  the  stocks 
who  are  found  sober  and  decorous ;  Lyle  shall 
be  the  palmer  from  the  Holy  Land,  and  Vere 
shall  ride  the  Hobby-horse.  Some  must  1 
cups  of  Hippocras,  some  lighted  tapers 
t  join  in  chorus." 


L^ 


id  Vere  I 

1st  carry  | 

ers  ;    all  J 
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He  ceased  his  instructions,  and  all  hurried 
away  to  carry  them  into  effect.  Some  hastily 
arrayed  themselves  in  rancifuj  dresses,  the  ladies 
in  robes  of  white,  with  garlands  of  Bowers ;  some 
drew  pieces  of  armour  from  the  wall,  and  decked 
themselves  with  helm  and  hauberk;  Otheit 
waved  ancient  banners.  They  brought  in  the 
Boar's  head  on  a  large  silver  dish,  and  Con- 
ingsby raised  it  aloft.  They  formed  into  pro- 
cession, the  Duchess  distributing  rosemary; 
Buckhurst  swaggering  with  all  the  majesty  of 
Tamerlane,  his  mock  court  irresistibly  humorous 
with  their  servility :  and  the  sweet  voice  of  Ladf 
Everingham  chanting  the  first  verse  of  the 
canticle,  followed  in  the  second  by  the  richi 
i  of  Lady  Theresa : 

I. 

(Eapnl  '^^pn  iicfcrn 
itEbireits  lanQes  gnmiim. 

iJhc  '^ORv's  beofic  in  tjnnibc  Irring  I. 

Wiitii  Qaxlanbts  Qait  irnfr  rasemacg : 

J  pray  ^mi  all  singe  mcrriln. 
(^m  eaiis  in  canbiitia. 

II. 

Caput  ^Ipii  bcltia 

ISeiJiJens  taniies  Bomin 
SItc  four's  ijcete  I  ttnbcrstanttcii 
Sb  tilt  cijief  scrti^cc  tn  tbie  Itaiiff 
Jtokc  labnTEehrr  il  bt  faniJe, 

^erbiU  turn  tautkn. 
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^^rhe  procession  thrice  paraded  the  hall. 
Then  they  stopped ;  and  the  Lord  of  Misrule 
ascended  his  throne,  and  his  courtiers  formed 
round  him  in  circle.  Behind  him  they  held 
the  ancient  banners  and  waved  their  glittering 
arms,  and  placed  on  a  lofty  and  illuminated 
pedestal  the  Boar's  head  covered  with  garlands. 
It  was  a  good  picture,  and  the  Lord  of  Misrule 
sustained  his  part  with  untiring  energy.  He 
was  addressing  his  court  in  a  pompous  rhapsody 
of  merry  nonsense,  when  a  servant  approached 
Coningsby,  and  told  him  that  he  was  wanted 
without. 

Our  '  hero  retired  unperceived.  A  despatch 
had  arrived  for  him  from  London.  Without 
any  prescience  of  its  purpose,  he  nevertheless 
broke  the  seal  with  a  trembling  hand.  His 
presence  was  immediately  desired  in  town : 
Lord  Monmouth  was  dead. 


CHAPTER    II 

This  was  a  crisis  in  the  life  of  Coningsby ;  yet, 
like  many  critical  epochs,  the  person  most  in- 
terested in  it  was  not  sufficiently  aware  of  its 
character.     The  first  feeling  which  he  experi- 
enced at  the  intelligence  was  sincere  affliction. 
He  was  fond  of  his  grandfather  ;  had  receive.! 
great  kindness  from  him,  and   at  a  penod   o( 
life  when  it  was  most  welcome.      The  negleci 
and  hardships   of  his    early    years,   instead 
'  '■'    ;  a  prejudice  against  one  v»ho,  by  aon 


ta 
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_  it  be  esteemed  their  autbor,  had  by  the; 
contrast  only  rendered  Coningsby  more  keenlj 
sensible  of  the  solicitude  and  enjoyment  "hid 
had  been  lavished  on  his  happy  youth. 

The  next  impression  on  his  mind  was  m 
doubtedly  a  natural  and  reasonable  specuktioe 
on  the  effect  of  this  bereavement  on  tus  ft* 
tunes.  Lord  Monmouth  had  more  than  onct 
assured  Coningsby  that  he  had  provided  fa 
bim  as  became  a  near  relative  to  whom  hewn 
atUcbed,  and  b  a  manner  which  ought  B 
satisfy  the  wants  and  wishes  of  an  Englisll 
gentleman.  The  allowance  which  Lord  Moa- 
mouth  had  made  him,  as  considerable  JS 
usually  accorded  to  the  eldest  sons  of  wealthj 
peers,  might  justify  hira  in  estimating  his  future 
patrimony  as  extremely  ample.  He  was  awate, 
indeed,  that  at  a  subsequent  period  bis  grand' 
father  had  projected  for  him  fortunes  of  a  still 
more  elevated  character.  He  looked  to  Con- 
ingsby as  the  future  representative  of  an  andenl 
barony,  and  had  been  purchasing  territory  wilh 
the  view  of  supporting  the  title.  But  Coningsbj 
did  not  by  any  means  firmly  reckon  on  these 
views  being  realised.  He  had  a  suspicion  th^ 
in  thwarting  the  wishes  of  his  grandfather  in 
not  becoming  a  candidate  for  Darlford,  he  had 
at  the  moment  arrested  arrangements  which, 
from  the  tone  of  Lord  Monmouth's  communi- 
cation, he  believed  were  then  in  progress  foe 
that  purpose;  and  he  thought  it  improbable, 
with  his  knowledge  of  his  grandfather's  habits, 
that  Lord  Monmouth  had  found  either  time  or 
inclination  to  resume  before   his  decease  the 
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XXJinpletion  of  these  plans.  Indeed  there  was 
period  wherij  in  adopting  the  course  which  he 
pursued  with  respect  to  Darlford,  Coningsby 
was  weil  aware  that  he  perilled  more  than  the 
|(arge  fortune  which  was  to  accompany  the 
Itoarony.  Had  not  a  separation  between  Lord 
ttilonniouth  and  his  wife  taken  place  simui- 
ttaneously  with  Coningsby's  difference  with  his 
Kiandfather,  he  was  conscious  that  the  con- 
Eequences  might  have  been  even  altogether 
(fetal  to  his  prospects ;  but  the  absence  of  her 
levil  influence  at  such  a  conjuncture,  its  per- 
toanenl  removal,  indeed,  from  the  scene,  coupled 
rwith  his  fortunate  though  not  formal  reconcilia- 
tion with  Lord  Monmouth,  had  long  ago 
[banished  from  his  memory  all  those  appre- 
''hensions  to  which  he  had  felt  it  impossible  at 
Ithe  time  to  shut  his  eyes.  Before  he  left  town 
■  for  Scotland  he  had  made  a  farewell  visit  to  bis 
Lgrandfather,  who,  though  not  as  cordial  as  in 
lold  days,  had  been  gracious ;  and  Coningsby, 
fduring  his  excarsion  to  the  moors,  and  his 
ivarious  visits  to  the  country,  had  continued  at 
imtervals  to  write  to  his  grandfather,  as  had 
fbeen  for  some  years  his  custom.  On  the  whole, 
iwith  an  indefinite  feeling  which,  in  spite  of 
^many  a  rational  effort,  did  nevertheless  haunt 
this  mind,  that  this  great  and  sudden  event 
■might  exercise  a  vast  and  beneficial  influence 
,on  his  worldly  position,  Coningsby  could  not 
•hut  feel  some  consolation  in  the  afflictioti  which 
ihe  sincerely  experienced,  in  the  hope  that  he 
tonight  at  all  events  now  offer  to  Edith  a  home 
worthy  of  her  charms,  her  virtues,  and  her  love. 
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some  enjoyment  then ;  one  is  let  alone.  But 
the  instant  you  have  a  large  fortune,  duties 
commence.  And  then  impudent  fellows  borrow 
your  money ;  and  if  you  ask  them  for  it  again, 
they  go  about  town  saying  you  are  a  screw." 

Lord  Monmouth  h:id  died  suddenly  at  his 
Richmond  villa,  which  latterly  he  never  quitted, 
at  a  little  supper,  with  no  persons  near  him  but 
those  who  were  amusing.  He  suddenly  found 
he  could  not  lift  his  glass  to  his  lips,  and  being 
extremely  polite,  waited  a  few  minutes  before 
he  asked  Clotilde,  who  was  singing  a  sparkling 
drinking-song,  to  do  him  that  service.  When, 
in  accordance  with  his  request,  she  teached 
him,  it  was  too  late.  The  ladies  shrieked, 
being  frightened :  at  first  they  were  in  deipsur, 
but,  after  reflection,  they  evinced  some  intention 
of  plundering  the  house.  Villebecque,  who  was 
absent  at  the  moment,  arrived  in  time;  and 
everybody  became  orderly  and  broken-hearted. 

The  body  had  been  removed  to  Monmouth 
House,  where  it  had  been  embalmed  and  laid 
in  state.  The  funeral  was  not  numerously 
attended.  There  was  nobody  in  town ;  some 
distinguished  connections,  however,  came  up 
from  the  country,  though  it  was  a  period  in- 
convenient for  such  movements.  After  the 
funeral,  the  will  was  to  be  read  in  the  principal 
saloon  of  Monmouth  House,  one  of  those 
goi^eous  apartments  that  had  excited  the  boyish 
wonder  of  Coningsby  on  his  first  visit  to  that 
paternal  roof,  and  now  hung  in  black,  adorned 
with  the  escutcheon  of  the  deceased  peer. 

The  testamentary  dispositions  of  the  late  lord 
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were  still  unknomi,  though  the  names  of  ^1 
executors  had  been  announced  by  his  famiM 
solicitor,  ia  whose  custody  the  will  and  codicib^ 
had  always  remained.  The  executors  und^j 
the  will  were  Lord  Eskdale,  Mr.  Ormsby,  aaU 
Mr.  Rigby.  By  a  subsequent  appointneBJ^ 
Sidonia  had  been  added.  All  these  individujdl'| 
were  now  present.  Coningsby,  who  had  bet 
chief  mourner,  stood  on  the  right  hand  of  4 
solicitor,  who  sat  at  the  end  of  a  long  tal 
round  which,  in  groups,  were  laaged  all  i 
bad  attended  the  funeral,  including  sevs 
the  GupecioT  members  of  the  household,  a 
them  M.  Villehecque. 

The  solicitor  rose  and  explained  that  thou 
Lord  Monmouth  had  been  in  the  habit  of  w 
frequently  adding  codicils  to  his  will,  the  origil 
will,  however  changed  or  modified,  had  ne 
been  revoked ;  it  was  therefore  necessary 
commence  by  reading  that  instrument, 
saying,  he  sat  down,  and  breaking  the  seali 
a  large  packet,  he  produced  the  will  of  Ph| 
Augustus,  Marquess  of  Monmouth,  which  ll 
been  retained  in  his  custody  since  its  executi 

By  this  will,  of  the  date  of  1839,  the  Eumi| 
10,000/.  was  left  to  Coningsby,  then  iiakix»l| 
to  his  grandfather ;  the  same  sum  to  Mr.  Rigt^^ 
There  was  a  great  number  of  l^acies,  none  of 
superior  amount,  most  of  them  of  less :  these 
were  chiefly  left  to  old  male  companions,  and 
women  in  various  countries.  There  was  an 
almost  inconceivable  number  of  small  annuities 
to  faithful  servants,  decayed  actors,  and  obscure 
foreigneis.     The  tesidne  o^  Vas.  v^^sonal  estate 
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RncR  to  four  gentlemen,  three  of  whom  had 
j^uitted  this  world  before  the  legator;  the  be- 
iquests,  therefore,  had  lapsed.  The  fourth 
[lesiduarT  legatee,  in  whom,  according  to  the 
^nns  of  the  will,  all  would  have  consequently 

rntred,  was  Mr.  Rigby. 
There  followed  several  codicils  which  did 
not  materially  affect  the  previous  disposition ; 
one  of  them  leaving  a  legacy  of  20,000/.  to  the 
(Princess  Colonna;  until  they  arrived  at  the 
latter  part  of  the  year  1S32,  when  a  codicil 
increased  the  10,000/.  left  under  the  will  to 
;GoniDgsby  to  50,000/. 

After  Coningsby's  visit  to  the  Castle  in  1836 
a.  very  important  change  occurred  in  the  dis- 
position of  Lord  Monmouth's  estate.  The 
legacy  of  50,000/.  in  his  favour  was  revoked, 
and  the  same  sum  left  to  the  Princess  Lucretia. 
,A  similar  amount  was  bequeathed  to  Mr.  Rigby  ; 
.and  Coningsby  was  left  sole  residuary  legatee. 
1  The  marriage  led  to  a  considerable  modifica- 
Jtion.  An  estate  of  about  nine  thousand  a  year, 
^*hich  Lord  Monmouth  had  himself  purchased, 
and  was  therefore  in  his  own  disposition,  was 
3"eft  to  Coningsby.  The  legacy  to  Mr,  Rigby 
was  reduced  to  30,000/.,  and  the  whole  of  his 
residue  left  to  his  issue  by  Lady  Monmouth.  In 
case  he  died  without  issue,  the  estate  bequeathed 
to  Coningsby  to  be  taken  into  account,  and  the 
residue  then  to  be  divided  equally  between 
Lady  Monmouth  and  his  grandson.  It  was 
under  this  instrument  that  Sidonia  had  been 
appointed  an  executor  and  to  whom  Lord  Mon- 
imouth  left,  among  others,  the  celebrated  ijv<;<jMe: 
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f  the  Holy  Family  by  Murillo,  as  his  friend 
had  often  admired  it.  To  Lord  Eskdale  he 
left  all  his  female  miniatures,  and  to  Mp 
Ormsby  his  rare  and  splendid  collection  of 
French  novels,  and  all  his  wines,  except  his 
Tokay,  which  he  left,  with  his  library,  to  Sir 
Robert  Peel ;  though  this  legacy  was  afterwards 
revoked,  in  consequence  of  Sir  Robert's  condudi 
about  the  Irish  corporations. 

The  solicitor  paused  and  begged  permissioii] 
to  send  for  a  glass  of  water.  While  this  wall 
arranging  there  was  a  murmur  at  the  low«-  part' 
of  the  room,  but  little  disposition  to  converse' 
tion  among  those  in  the  vicinity  of  the  lawyer. 
Coningsby  was  silent,  his  brow  a  little  kiiit< 
Mr.  Rigby  was  pale  and  restless,  but  said 
nothing.  Mr.  Ormsby  took  a  pinch  of  snuf^ 
and  offered  his  box  to  Lord  Eskdale,  who  was 
next  to  him.  They  exchanged  glances,  and 
made  some  observation  about  the  weather. 
Sidonia  stood  apart,  with  his  arms  folded. 
He  had  not,  of  course,  attended  the  funeral,, 
nor  bad  he  as  yet  exchanged  any 
with  Coningsby. 

"Now,   gentlemen,"   said   the  solicitor, 
you  please,  I  will  proceed." 

They  came  to  the  year  1839,  the  year  Coiv 
ingsby  was  at  Hellingsley.  This  appeared  to 
be  a  critical  period  in  the  fortunes  of  Ladj 
Monmouth;  while  Coningsby's  reached  to  the 
culminating  point.  Mr.  Rigby  was  reduced  U 
bis  original  legacy  under  the  will  of  10,000/, 
1  sum  of  equal  amount  was  bequeathed  ti 
Innsnd  Villebecque,  \u  aOtao-«\ei^siR,at  o 
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faithful  services ;  all  the  ^sposilMm  in  teoe 
.of   Lady  Monmouth  were  tevok«d,  and  tbe 

was  limited  to  her  moderate  jointitTe  of  ).ooo/, 
per  annum,  under  the  manfo^  settlement ; 
while  everything,  without  rsserve.  was  left 
absolutely  to  Coningsby. 

A  subsequent  codicil  d«iisiained  thar  the 
10,000/.  left  to  Mr.  Rigbv  :ln'jlf)  --  ■qaallT 
divided  between  him  aiul   '  ■  wt  af 

some   compensation    Ln^  -^t  to 

the  Right  Honourable  N'  .  ■;  iwn 

of  that  gentleman,  which  .•-.  >»■!  muiwcir  pie- 
sented  to  his  Lordship,  and  wtucht  «t^u«  deanc, 
bad  been  placed  in  the  vestabote'«>CiMPB»by 
Castle,  from  the  amiable  motiwe-.tttVirib-  Lort 
Monmouth's  decease  Mr.  Rigtl^aifiBt  wn^ 
perhaps,  to  present  it  to  sonvMli^  hmatA. 

Lord  Eskdale  and   Mr.  OtW^f^aA  -ar- 
rot  10  catch  the  eye  of  Mr.    '<ttfiv       '■-    .-- 
Coningsby,  he  saw  nobful-- 
during  the  extraordinary 
was  placed,  a  firm  denKn 
regulated  as  he  appeared 
nerves  were  really  struiiL^ 

There  was  yet  anolhi  :  -^  ■Ak 

date  of  June  1840,  and  '  ■  T^Trn- 

immediately  after  the  s-j  -  ■' 
Monmouth.  It  was  the  51  :f: 
ment  that  sustained  Rigt":-  - 
gency.  He  had  a  wild  'tt-v 
all,  it  must  set  all  right. 
as  Lady  Monmouth  had  . 
of,  it  must  principally  n  ' 
^Jf^  Coningsby,  secuiec; 
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and  malignant  misrepresentations  of  what  had  I 
occurred  in  Lancashire  during  the  preceding! 
summer.  And  then  to  whom  could  Lord  I 
Monmouth  leave  his  money?  However  hel 
might  cut  and  carve  up  his  fortunes,  Rigbj,! 
and  especially  at  a  moment  when  he  had  bo  I 
served  him,  must  come  in  for  a  cansideisble| 
slice. 

His  prescient  mind  was  right.     AQ  the  dis- 
positions in  favour  of  "  my  grandson   Hirry 
Coningsby"  were  revoked;   and   he  inherited 
from  his  grandfather  only  the  interest  of  the 
sum   of   10,000/.   which    had    been   originailjiJ 
bequeathed   to    him    in   his   orphan    boyhood.! 
The  executors  had  the  power  of  investing  ibeS 
principal  in  any  way  they  thought  proper  foil 
his  advancement  in  life,  provided  always  it  w 
not  placed  in  "the  capital  stock  of  any  mano-'! 
factory." 

Coningsby    turned    pale ;    he    lost    his    ab- 
stracted  look;   he  caught  the   eye  of  Higby; 
he  read  the  latent  malice  of  that  nevertheless 
anxious    countenance.     What    passed    through 
the  mind  and  being  of  Coningsby  was  thought 
and  sensation  enough  for  a  year ;  but  it  was  as  \ 
the  Hash  thai  reveals  a  whole  country,  yet  ceases  J 
to  be  ere  ooe  can  say  it  lightens.     There  was  k  J 
revelation  to  him  of  an  inward  power  that  should 
baffle  these  conventional  calamities,  : 
and  sacred  confidence  in  his  youth  and  health 
and    knowledge   and    convictions.      Even    ' 
recollection  of  Edith  was  not  unaccompania 
with   some  sustaining  associations.     At   lea 
the  mightiest  foe  to  I'nen  Mmoti  •«%&  ^agartad 
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AH  this  was  the  impression  of  an  instant, 
simultaneous  with  the  reading  of  the  words  of 
form  with  which  the  last  testamentary  disposi- 
tion of  the  Marquess  of  Monmouth  left  the 
sum  of  50,000/.  to  Armand  Villebecque;  and 
all  the  rest,  residue,  and  remainder  of  his  un- 
entailed property,  wheresoever,  and  whatsoever 
it  might  be,  amounting  in  value  to  nearly  a 
million  sterling,  was  given,  devised,  and  be- 
queathed to  Flora,  commonly  called  Flora 
Villebecque,  the  step-child  of  the  said  Armand 
Villebecque,  "but  who  is  my  natural  daughter 
by  Marie  Estelle  Matteau,  an  actress  at  the 
Theatre  Fran^ais  in  the  years  1811-15,  by  the 
name  of  Stella." 


CHAPTER    III 

"This  is  a  crash!"  said  Coningsby,  -with  a 
grave  rather  than  agitated  countenance,  to 
Sidonia,  as  his  friend  came  up  to  greet  him, 
without,  however,  any  expression  of  condo- 
lence. 

"  This  time  next  year  you  will  not  think  so," 
said  Sidonia. 

Coningsby  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"The  principal  annoyance  of  this  sort  of 
miscarriage,"  said  Sidonia,  "  is  the  condolence 
of  the  gentle  world.  I  think  we  may  now 
depart.  I  am  going  home  to  dine.  Come, 
and  discuss  your  position.     Foi  ttic  ^tesea^ 
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we  will  not  speak  of  it."  So  saying,  Siiom 
good-naturedly  got  ConiDgsby  out  of  the  room. 

They  walked  together  to  Sidonia's  house  in 
CailtOD  Gardens,  neither  of  them  making  ibe 
slightest  allusion  to  the  catastrophe  ;  Sidonia 
inquiring  where  he  had  been,  what  he  had  been 
doing,  since  they  last  met,  and  himself  con- 
versing in  his  usual  vein,  though  with  a  iiltle 
raote  feeling  in  his  manner  than  was  his  custom, 
\Vhen  they  had  arrived  there,  Sidonta  ordered 
their  dinner  instantly,  and  during  the  inteml 
between  the  command  and  its  appearance,  bf 
called  Coningsby's  attention  to  an  old  German 
painting  he  had  just  received,  its  brilliani 
colouring  and  quaint  costumes. 

"Eat,  and  an  appetite  will  come,"  said 
Sidonia,  when  he  observed  Coningsby  some- 
what reluctant.  "Take  some  of  that  Chablis: 
it  will  put  you  right ;  you  will  find  it  delidous." 

In  this  way  some  twenty  minutes  passed; 
their  meal  was  over,  and  they  were  alone 
together. 

■'I  have  been  thinking  all  this  time  of  your 
position,"  said  Sidonia. 

"A  sorry  one  I  fear,"  said  Coningsby. 

"I  really  cannot  see  that,"  said  his  friend. 
"You  have  experienced  this  morning  a  dis- 
appointment, but  not  a  calamity.  If  you  had 
lost  your  eye  it  would  have  been  a  calaraity: 
no  combination  of  circumstances  could  have 
given  you  another.  There  are  really  no  miseries 
except  natural  miseries ;  conventional  misfor- 
tunes are  mere  illusions.  What  seems  coaven- 
tioaallyi  in  a  limited  view,  a  great  misfortune, 
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if  subsequently  viewed  in  its  results,  is  often  the 
happiest  incident  in  one's  life." 

"I  hope  the  day  may  come  when  I  may  feel 
this." 

"Now  is  the  moment  when  philosophy  is  of 
use;  that  is  to  say,  now  is  the  moment  when 
you  should  clearly  comprehend  the  circum- 
stances which  surround  you.  Holiday  philo- 
sophy is  mere  idleness.  You  think,  for 
example,  that  you  have  just  experienced  a 
great  calamity,  because  you  have  lost  the 
,  fortune  on  which  you  counted  ? " 
I      "I  must  say  I  do." 

'  "  I  ask  you  again,  which  would  you  have 
rathec  lost,  your  grandfather's  inheritance  or 
your  right  leg?" 

"  Most  certainly  my  inheritance." 

"  Or  your  left  arm  ?  " 

"Stil!  the  inheritance." 

"Would  you  have  received  the  inheritance 
on  condition  that  your  front  teeth  should  be 
knocked  out  ? " 

"  No." 

"  Would  you  have  given  up  a  year  of  your 
life  for  that  fortune  trebled  ?  " 

"  Even  at  twenty-three  I  would  have  refused 
the  terms." 

"  Come,  come,  Coniogsby,  the  calamity  can- 
not be  very  great," 

"Why,  you  have  put  it  in  an  ingenious  point 
of  view  ;  and  yet  it  is  not  so  easy  to  convince  a 
man,  that  he  should  be  content  who  has  lost 
everything." 
'       '■"    ;    have  a   great    many    things    at    this 


n 
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moment  that  you  separately  prefer  to  the  for 

tune  that  you  have  forfeited.     How  then  on 
you  be  said  to  have  lost  everything?" 

"  What  have  I  ? "  said  Coningsby,  despood- 
ingly. 

"  Vou  have  health,  youth,  good  looks,  great 
abilities,  considerable  knowledge,  a  fine  courage, 
a  lofty  spirit,  and  no  contemptible  experience. 
With  each  of  these  qualities  one  might  make  a 
fortune;  the  combination  ought  to  command 
the  highest." 

"You  console  me,"  said  Coningsby,  with  1 
faint  blush  and  a  fainter  smile. 

■'  I  teach  you  the  truth.  That  is  always 
solacing.  I  think  you  are  a  most  fortunate 
young  man.  1  should  not  have  thought  you 
more  fortunate  if  you  had  been  your  grand- 
father's heir ;  perhaps  less  so.  But  I  wish  you 
to  comprehend  your  position:  if  you  uiidei' 
stand  it  you  will  cease  to  lament." 

'*  But  what  should  I  do  ? " 

"  Bring  your  intelligence  to  bear  on  the  i^ht 
object.  I  make  you  no  offers  of  fortuue, 
because  I  know  you  would  not  accept  them, 
and  indeed  I  have  no  wish  to  see  you  a  lounger 
in  life.  If  you  had  inherited  a  great  patrimony, 
it  is  possible  your  natural  character  and  pre- 
vious culture  might  have  saved  you  from  its 
paralysing  influence  ;  but  it  is  a  question,  even 
with  you.  Now  you  are  free ;  that  is  to  say, 
you  are  free,  if  you  are  not  in  debt.  A  man 
who  has  not  seen  the  world,  whose  fancy  is 
harassed  with  glittering  images  of  pleasures  he 
has    never   experienced,  cannot  live   on    300/. 
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per  annum;  but  you  can.  You  have  nothing 
to  haunt  your  thoughts,  or  disturb  the  abstrac- 
tion of  your  studies.  You  have  seen  the  most 
beautiful  women ;  you  have  banqueted  in 
palaces ;  you  know  what  heroes,  and  wits,  and 
statesmen  are  made  of:  and  you  can  draw  on 
your  memory  instead  of  your  imagination  for 
all  those  dazzling  and  interesting  objects  that 
make  the  inexperienced  restless,  and  are  the 
cause  of  what  are  called  scrapes.  But  you  can 
do  nothing  if  you  be  in  debt.  You  must  be 
free.  Before,  therefore,  we  proceed,  I  must 
beg  you  to  be  frank  on  this  head.  If  you  have 
any  absolute  or  contingent  incumbrances,  tell 
me  of  them  without  reserve,  and  permit  me  to 
clear  them  at  once  to  any  amount.  You  will 
sensibly  oblige  me  in  so  doing :  because  I  am 
interested  in  watching  your  career,  and  if  the 
racer  start  with  a  clog  my  psychological 
observations  will  be  imperfect," 

"You  are,  indeed,  a  friend ;  and  had  1  debts 
I  would  ask  you  to  pay  them,  I  have  nothing 
of  the  kind.  My  grandfather  was  so  lavish  in 
his  allowance  to  me  that  I  never  got  into  diffi- 
culties. Besides,  there  are  horses  and  things 
without  end  which  I  must  sell,  and  money  at 
Dru  mm  ends'." 

"  That  will  produce  your  outfit  whatever  the 
course  you  adopt.  I  conceive  there  are  two 
careers  which  deserve  your  consideration.  In 
the  first  place  there  is  Diplomacy.  If  you 
decide  upon  that,  I  can  assist  you.  There 
exist  between  me  and  the  Minister  such  rela- 
tions that  I  can  at  once  secure  you  that  first 
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step  which  is  so  difficult  to  obtain.  After  thK, 
much,  if  not  all,  depends  on  yourself.  Bffi 
1  could  advance  you,  provided  you  wen 
capable.  You  should,  at  least,  not  languish  fn 
want  of  preferment.  In  an  imjjortant  post,  1 
could  throw  in  your  way  advantages  wind 
would  soon  permit  you  to  control  cabineK- 
Information  commands  the  world.  I  doabi 
not  your  success,  and  for  such  a  career,  speedy. 
Let  us  assume  it  as  a  facL  Is  it  a  result  saris- 
factory  ?  Suppose  yourself  in  a  dozen  years 
Plenipotentiary  at  a  chief  court,  or  at  a  crilial 
post,  with  a  red  ribbon  and  the  Privy  Coundl 
in  immediate  perspective;  and,  after  a  I<  _ ' 
ened  career,  a  pension  and  a  peerage.  Would 
that  satisfy  you  ?  You  don't  look  excited, 
am  hardly  surprised.  In  your  position  it  would 
not  satisfy  me.  A  Diplomatist  is,  after  all, 
phantom.  There  is  a  want  of  nationality  aboul 
his  being.  I  always  look  upon  Diplomatists  as 
the  Hebrews  of  politics;  without  country, 
political  creeds,  popular  convictions,  that  strong 
reality  of  existence  which  pervades  the  career 
of  an  eminent  citizen  in  a  free  and  great 
country." 

"  Vou  read  my  thoughts,"  said  Coningsby. 
"  I  should  he  sorry  to  sever  myself  from  Eng- 

"  There  remains  then  the  other,  the  greater, 
the  nobler  career,"  said  Sidooia,  "which  in 
England  may  give  you  all,  the  Bar.  I  am 
absolutely  persuaded  that  with  the  requisite 
quali6cations,  and  with  perseverance,  success 
at  the  Sar  is  certain.      It  may  be,r4ttnl«$^,M 
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precipitated  by  circumsta.nces,  but  cannot  be 

ultimately  affected.  Voa  have  a  right  to  count 
with  your  friends  on  no  lack  of  opportunities 
when  you  are  ripe  for  them.  Vou  appear  to 
me  to  have  all  the  qualities  necessary  for  the 
Bar ;  and  you  may  count  on  that  perseverance 
which  is  indispensable,  for  the  reason  1  have 
before  mentioned,  because  it  will  be  sustained 
by  your  experience." 

"  I  have  resolved,"  said  Coningsfay ;  "  I  will 
try  for  the  Great  Seal." 


CHAPTER    IV 

Alone  in  his  chambers,  no  longer  under  the 
sustaining  influence  of  Sidonia's  converse  and 
counsel,  the  shades  of  night  descending  and 
bearing  gloom  to  the  gloomy,  all  the  excite- 
ment of  his  spirit  evaporated,  the  heart  of 
Coningsby  sank.  All  now  depended  on  him- 
self, and  in  that  self  he  had  no  trust  Why 
should  he  succeed?  Success  was  the  most 
rare  of  results.  Thousands  fail ;  units  triumph. 
And  even  success  could  only  be  conducted  to 
him  by  the  course  of  many  years.  His  career, 
even  if  prosperous,  was  now  to  commence  by 
the  greatest  sacrifice  which  the  heart  of  man 
could  be  called  upon  to  sustain.  Upon  the 
stern  altar  of  his  fortunes  he  must  immolate  his 
first  and  enduring  love.  Before,  he  had  a 
perilous  position  lo  offer  Edith ;  now  he  had 
none.      The    future    might   then  have  aided 


cooDoe^  itac  lie  too  had  bad  fi»  t 

nmaed  in   iut  gmJem,    aad 

■iUuig  can  ^k  motti  of  fan  p 

(Irswtug  was  lo  become  ibe  altar-pieo^  tf  ij 

D  agitated  mght  of 
iTeep^  wsking  often  vitfa  i  coosdaasaea 
hsmg  experiencal  mndc  great  mt^wton^ 
witli  an  indednite  cooceptkm  of  its  imB 
Me  woke  exhausted  and  dispirited.  It  wm 
gfoomj  day,  a  raw  oorth-easter  Mowing  op  die, 
doHten  of  the  Mhaaiy,  in  which  the  fog  wm 
liiweriog,  the  newspaper  on  bis  breaklast-t^ikv 
fdlloT  mmoured  particulars  of  his  grand&lhei^ 
will,  which  had  of  course  been  dul^  d%ested  faf 
all  who  knew  him.  What  a  contrast  to  SL 
(Jcncvtive  !  To  the  bright,  bracing  mrau  o( 
lhn[  merry  Christmas !  That  radiant  ani' 
cheerful  acene,  and  those  gracious  and  beam- 
ing pcmonages,  seemed  another  world  and 
order  of  beings  lo  the  one  he  now  inhabiteti 
■nd  the  people  with  whom  he  must  now  CDilt> 
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mune.  The  Great  Seal  indeed!  It  was  the 
wild  excitement  of  despair,  the  frenzied  hope 
that  blends  inevitably  with  absolute  mia,  tlul 
could  alone  have  inspired  such  a  haUucinatton  ! 
His  unstrung  heart  deserted  him.  Hisenetf^es 
could  rally  no  more.  He  gave  orders  that  he 
was  at  home  to  no  one ;  and  in  his  morning 
gown  and  slippers,  with  his  feet  resting  on  the 
fireplace,  the  once  high -sou  led  and  noble- 
bearted  Coningsby  delivered  himself  Up  to 
despair. 

The  day  passed  in  a  dark  trance  rather  than 
a  reverie.  Nothing  rose  to  his  consciousness, 
He  was  like  a  particle  of  chaos ;  at  the  best,  a 
glimmering  entity  of  some  shadowy  Hades. 
Towards  evening  the  wind  changed,  the  fog 
dispersed,  there  came  a  clear  starry  night,  brisk 
and  bright.  Coningsby  roused  himself,  dressed, 
and  wrapping  his  cloak  around  him,  sallied 
forth.  Once  more  in  the  mighty  streets,  sur- 
rounded by  millions,  his  petty  griefs  and  personal 
fortunes  assumed  their  proper  position.  Well 
bad  Sidonia  taught  him,  view  everything  in  its 
relation  to  the  rest.  'Tis  the  secret  of  all 
wisdom.  Here  was  the  mightiest  of  modern 
cities ;  the  rival  even  of  the  most  celebrated  of 
the  ancient.  Whether  he  inherited  or  forfeited 
fortunes,  what  was  it  to  the  passing  throng? 
They  would  not  share  his  splendour,  or  his 
luxury,  or  his  comfort.  But  a  word  from  bis 
lip,  a  thought  from  his  brain,  expressed  at  the 
right  time,  at  the  right  place,  might  turn  their 
hearts,  might  influence  their  passions,  might 
change  theii  opinions,  might  affect  their  destiny. 
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Nothing  is  great  but  the  pereonaL  As  d»ffi»- 
lion  advances,  the  accidents  of  life  become  eaA 
day  less  imporlanL  The  power  of  man,  ia 
greatness  and  his  glory,  depend  on  essenlid 
qualities.  Brains  every  day  become  moit 
precious  than  blood.  You  must  give  men  new 
ideas,  you  much  teach  them  new  words,  you 
must  modify  their  manners,  you  must  chinfe 
their  laws,  you  must  root  out  prejudices,  sut 
vert  convictions,  if  you  wish  to  be  gieat 
Greatness  no  longer  depends  on  rentals,  the 
world  is  too  rich ;  nor  on  pedigrees,  the  wodd 
is  too  knowing. 

"The  greatness  of  this  city  destroys  mj' 
misery,"  said  Coningsby,  "and  my  genius  '  " 
conquer  its  greatness  !  " 

This  conviction  of  power  in  the  midst  of 
despair  was  a  revelation  of  intrinsic  strengtli. 
It  is  indeed  the  test  of  a  creative  spirit.  From 
that  moment  all  petty  fears  for  an  ordiniry 
future  quitted  him.  He  felt  that  he  must  be 
prepared  for  great  sacrifices,  for  infinite  suffei- 
ing;  that  there  must  devolve  on  him  i  bitter 
inheritance  of  obscurity,  struggle,  envy,  and 
hatred,  vulgar  prejudice,  base  criticism,  petty 
hostilities,  but  the  dawn  would  break,  and  the 
hour  arrive,  when  the  welcome  morning  hymn 
of  his  success  and  his  fame  would  sound  and 
be  re-echoed. 

He  returned  to  his  rooms;  calm,  resolute. 
He  slept  the  deep  sleep  of  a  man  void  of 
anxiety,  that  has  neither  hope  nor  fear  to  haunt 
his  visions,  but  is  prepared  to  rise  on  the 
morrow  collected  for  the  great  human  struggle. 
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And  the  momiDg  came  Fresh,  vigorous, 
not  rash  or  precipitate,  yet  determined  10  lose 
DO  time  in  idle  meditation,  Coningsby  already 
resolved  at  once  to  quit  his  present  residence, 
was  projecting  a  visit  to  some  legal  quarter, 
where  he  intended  in  future  to  reside,  when  his 
servant  brought  him  a  note.  The  handwriting 
was  feminine.  The  note  was  from  Flora.  The 
contents  were  brief.  She  begged  Mr.  Con- 
ingsby, with  great  earnestness,  to  do  her  the 
honour  and  the  kindness  of  calling  on  her  at 
his  earliest  convenience,  at  the  hotel  in  Brook 
Street  where  she  now  resided. 

It  was  an  interview  which  Coningsby  would 
rather  have  avoided ;  yet  it  seemed  to  him, 
afler  a  moment's  rejection,  neither  just,  nor  kind, 
nor  manly,  to  refuse  her  request.  Flora  had 
not  injured  him.  She  was,  after  all,  his  kin. 
Was  it  for  a  moment  to  be  supposed  that  he 
was  envious  of  her  lot  ?  He  replied,  therefore, 
that  in  an  hour  he  would  wait  upon  her. 

In  an  hour,  then,  two  individuals  are  to  be 
broi^bt  together  whose  first  meeting  was  held 
under  circumstances  most  strangely  different. 
Then  Coningsby  was  the  patron,  a  generous 
and  spontaneous  one,  of  a  being  obscure, 
almost  friendless,  and  sinking  under  bitter 
mortification.  His  favour  could  not  be  the  less 
appreciated  because  he  was  the  chosen  relative 
of  a  powerful  noble,  That  noble  was  no  more ; 
his  vast  inheritance  had  devolved  on  the  disre- 
garded, even  despised  actress,  whose  suffering 
emotions  Coningsby  had  then  soothed,  and 
nrfiose  fortune  had  risen  on  the  destruction  of 
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mil  bit  prospects,  and  the  balk  of  all  his  anpat 

dons. 

Flon  was  alone  when  Coningsby  was  ushetet 
into  the  room.  The  extreme  delicacy  of ' 
appeamice  was  increased  by  her  deep  mo 
ing ;  and  seated  in  a  cushioned  chair,  &01 
which  she  seemed  lo  rise  with  ao  eSbrt,  she 
certunly  presented  httle  of  the  charaiSer  of 
fortunate  and  prosperous  heiress. 

"You  are  very  good  to  come  to  me,"  A 
said,  faintly  smihng. 

Coningsby  extended  his  hand  to  her  affeo 
tionately,  in  which  she  placed  her  own,  loc^Dj 
down  much  embarrassed. 

You  have  an  agreeable  situation  here, 

luingsby,  iryiag  to  break  the  first  awkwanjl 
I.  of  their  meeting. 
Yes ;  but  I  hope  not  to  stop  here  long." 

f  You  are  going  abroad  ? "  1' 

"  No ;  1  hope  never  to  leave  England  ! "       1 

There  was  a  slight  pause ;  and  then  Floii 
sighed  and  said — 

"I  wish  to  speak  to  you  on  a  subject  ibM 
gives  me  pain  ;  yet  of  which  I  must  speak 
You  think  I  have  injured  you?" 

"I  am  sure,"  said  Coningsby,  in  a  tone  o 
grest  kindness,  "  that  you  could  injure  no  one,' 

"  1  have  robbed  you  of  your  inheritance,"   '. 

"  It  was  not  mine  by  any  right,  legal  or  inorid 
There  were  others  who  might  have  urged  al 
equal  claim  to  it ;  and  there  are  many  who  wil 
now  think  that   you   might    have   preferred  i 
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soi^ht  10  benefit  themselves  by  injuring  you. 
They  have  not  benefited  themselves  ;  let  them 
not  say  that  they  have  at  least  injured  you." 

"  We  will  care  not  what  they  say,"  said 
Coningsby;  "I  can  sustain  my  lot." 

"  Would  that  I  could  mine ! "  said  Flora. 
She  sighed  again  with  a  downcast  glance. 
Then  looking  up  embarrassed  and  blushing 
deeply,  she  added,  "  I  wish  to  restore  to  you 
that  fortune  of  which  I  have  unconsciously  and 
unwillingly  deprived  you." 

"The  fortune  is  yours,  dear  Flora,  by  every 
right,"  said  Coningsby,  much  moved ;  "  and 
there  is  no  one  who  wishes  more  fervently 
that  it  may  contribute  to  your  happiness  than 
1  do." 

"It  is  killing  me,"  said  Flora,  mournfully; 
then  speaking  with  unusual  animation,  with  a 
degree  of  excitement,  she  continued,  "  I  must 
tell  what  I  feel.  This  fortune  is  yours.  I  am 
happy  in  the  inheritance,  if  you  generously 
receive  it  from  me,  because  Providence  has 
made  me  the  means  of  baffling  your  enemies. 
I  never  thought  to  be  so  happy  as  I  shall  be  if 
you  will  generously  accept  this  fortune,  always 
intended  for  you.  I  have  lived  then  for  a 
purpose  ;  I  have  not  lived  in  vain  ;  1  have 
returned  to  you  some  service,  however  humble, 
for  all  your  goodness  to  me  in  my  unhappi- 
ness." 

"You  are,  as  I  have  ever  thought  you,  the 
kindest  and  most  tender-hearted  of  beings.  But 
you  misconceive  our  mutual  positions,  my 
gentle  Flora.    The  custom  of  the  world  does 
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not  pennit  such  acts  to  either  of  us  as  you  coit 
template.  The  fortune  is  yours.  It  is  left  yoa 
by  ODC  on  whose  aSections  you  had  the  highest 
ckum.  I  will  not  say  that  so  large  an  inherit- 
ance does  not  bring  with  it  an  alarming  re- 
sponsibility ;  but  you  are  not  unequal  to  it 
Have  confidence  in  yourself.  You  have  a  good 
heart ;  you  have  good  sense ;  you  have  a  wtll- 
principled  being.  Your  spirit  will  mount  nilli 
your  fortunes,  and  blend  with  them.  You  wiS 
be  happy." 

"  And  you  P  " 

"I  shsdl  soon  learn  to  find  content,  if  noi 
happiness,  from  other  sources,"  said  Coningsbr ; 
"and  mere  riches,  however  vast,  could  at 
time  have  secured  my  felicity." 

"But  they  may  secure  thai  which  brings 
felicity,"  said  Flora,  speaking  in  a  choking 
voice,  and  not  meeting  the  glance  of  Coningsby. 
"  You  had  some  views  in  life  which  displeat^ 
him  who  has  done  all  this ;  they  may  be,  tbey 
must  be,  affected  by  this  fatal  caprice.  Speak 
to  me,  for  I  cannot  speak,  dear  Mr.  Coningsby; 
do  not  iet  me  believe  that  1,  who  would  sacri- 
fice my  life  for  your  happiness,  am  the  cause  of 
such  calamities ! " 

"Whatever  be  my  lot,  I  repeat  I  can  sustain 
it,"  said  Coningsby,  with  a  cheek  of  scarlet 

"Ah!  he  is  angry  with  me,"  exclaimed  flora; 
"  he  is  angry  with  me '. "  and  the  tears  stole 
down  her  pale  cheek. 

"  No,  00,  no !  dear  Flora ;  I  have  no  other 
feelings  to  you  than  those  of  affection  and  re- 
spect," and   Coningsby,    much   agitated,  drew 
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his  chair  nearer  Co  her,  and  took  her  hand.  "  I 
am  gratified  by  these  kind  wishes,  though  they 
are  utterly  impracticable ;  but  they  are  the  wit- 
nesses of  your  sweet  disposition  and  your  noble 
spirit  There  never  shall  exist  between  us, 
under  any  circumstances,  other  feelings  than 
those  of  kin  and  kindness." 

He  rose  as  if  to  depart.  When  she  saw  that, 
she  started,  and  seemed  to  summon  all  her 
enei^es. 

"  You  are  going,"  she  exclaimed,  "  and  I  have 
said  nothing,  I  have  said  nothing;  and  I  shall 
never  see  you  again.  Let  me  tell  you  what  I 
mean.  This  fortune  is  yours  ;  it  must  be  yours. 
It  is  an  arrow  in  my  heart.  Do  not  think  I  am 
speaking  from  a  momentary  impulse.  I  know 
myself.  I  have  lived  so  much  alone,  I  have 
had  so  little  to  deceive  or  to  delude  me,  that  I 
know  myself.  If  you  will  not  let  me  do  justice 
you  declare  my  doom.  I  cannot  live  if  my 
existence  is  the  cause  of  all  your  prospects 
being  blasted,  and  the  sweetest  dreams  of  your 
life  being  defeated.  When  I  die,  these  riches 
will  be  yours  ;  that  you  cannot  prevent.  Refuse 
my  present  offer,  and  you  seal  the  fate  of  that 
unhappy  Flora  whose  fragile  life  has  hung  for 
years  on  the  memory  of  your  kindness." 

"  Vou  must  not  say  these  words,  dear  Flora ; 
you  must  not  indulge  in  these  gloomy  feehngs. 
You  must  live,  and  you  must  live  happily.  You 
have  every  charm  and  virtne  which  should 
secure  happiness.  The  duties  and  the  affec- 
tions of  existence  will  fidl  to  your  lot.  It  is  one 
that  will  always  mttxeaffSIBUA  shall  ever  to* 
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your  friend.  You  have  conferred  on  me  one  of 
the  most  delightful  of  feelings,  gratitude,  and 
for  ihit  1  bless  you.  I  will  soon  see  you  again," 
Uonrofullr  he  bade  her  farewell. 


CHAPTER   V 

About  a  week  after  [his  interview  with  Fioa, 
as  Coningsby  one  morning  was  about  to  SsUj 
forth  from  the  Albany  to  visit  some  cbambei) 
in  the  Temple,  to  which  his  notice  had  been 
attracted,  there  was  a  loud  ring,  a  bustle 
hall,  and  Henry  Sydney  and  Buckhurst  were 
ushered  in. 

There  never  was  such  a  cordial  meeting ;  and 
yet  the  faces  of  his  friends  were  serious.  The 
truth  is,  the  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers  had 
circulated  in  the  country,  they  had  written  to 
Coningsby,  and  after  a  brief  delay  he  had  con- 
confirmed  their  worst  apprehensions.  Imme- 
diately they  came  up  to  town.  Henry  Sydney, 
a  younger  son,  could  offer  little  but  sympathy, 
but  he  declared  it  was  his  intention  also  to 
study  for  the  Bar,  so  that  they  should  not  be 
divided.  Buckhurst,  after  many  embraces  and 
some  ordinary  talk,  took  Coningsby  aside,  and 
said,  "  My  dear  fellow,  I  have  no  objection  to 
Henry  Sydney  hearing  everything  1  say,  but 
still  these  are  subjects  which  men  like  to  be 
discussed  in  private.  Of  course  I  expect  you 
to  share  my  fortune.  There  is  enough  for  both. 
We  will  have  an  exact  division." 
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There  was  something  in  Buckhursfs  fervent 
resolution  very  lovable  and  a  little  humorous, 
just  enough  to  put  one  in  good  temper  with 
human  nature  and  life.  If  there  were  any 
fellow's  fortune  in  the  world  that  Coningsby 
would  share,  Buclchurst's  would  have  had  the 
preference  ;  but  while  he  pressed  his  hand,  and 
with  a  glance  in  which  a  tear  and  a  smile 
seemed  to  contend  for  mastery,  he  gently  in- 
dicated why  such  arrangements  were,  with  our 
present  manners,  impossible. 

"I  see,"  said  Buckhurst,  after  a  moment's 
thought,  "I  quite  agree  with  you.  The  thing 
.  cannot  be  done  ;  and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  a 
fortune  is  a  bore.  What  I  vote  that  we  three 
do  at  once  is,  to  take  plenty  of  ready  money, 
and  enter  the  Austrian  service.  By  Jove !  it  is 
the  only  thing  to  do." 

"There  is  something  in  that,"  said  Con- 
ingsby. "  In  the  meantime,  suppose  you  two 
fellows  walk  with  me  to  the  Temple,  for  I  have 
an  appointment  to  look  at  some  chambers." 

It  was  a  fine  day,  and  it  was  by  no  means  a 
gloomy  walk.  Though  the  two  friends  bad 
arrived  full  of  indignation  against  Lord  Mon- 
mouth, and  miserable  about  their  companion, 
ooce  more  in  his  society,  and  finding  little 
difference  in  his  carriage,  they  assumed  uncon- 
sciously their  habitual  tone.  As  for  Buck- 
hurst, he  was  delighted  with  the  Temple,  which 
he  visited  for  the  first  time.  The  name  en- 
dianted  him.  The  tombs  in  the  church  con- 
vinced him  that  the  Crusades  were  the  only 
He  would  have  himself  become  a  law 
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atudeot  if  he  taifhz  have  prosecuted  his  sto&a 
in  chain  armour.  The  calmer  Henry  5jdixf 
was  consoled  for  the  misfortuQes  of  Coningib 
by  a  fanciful  project  himself  to  pass  2  poito 
of  bis  life  amid  these  hails  and  couits,  gaidcil 
and  terraces,  that  maintain  in  the  heart  of 
great  dty  in  the  nineteenth  century,  so  muc 
of  the  grave  romance  and  picturesque  decona 
of  our  past  manners.  Henry  Sydney  was  sia 
goine ;  he  was  reconciled  to  the  disinheritauo 
of  Coniogsby  by  the  conviction  that  it  wis 
providential  dispensatioo  to  make  him  a  Loi 
Chancellor. 

These  faithful  friends  remained  in  town  wil 
Coningsby  until  he  was  established  in  P>pa 
Buildings,  and  had  become  a  pupil  of  a  cdf 
brated  special  pleader.  They  would  have  n 
mained  longer  had  not  he  himself  suggested 
chat  it  was  better  that  they  should  part.  It 
seemed  a  terrible  catastrophe  after  all  tiie 
visions  of  their  boyish  days,  their  college 
dreams,  and  their  dazzling  adventures 
world. 

"  And  this  is  the  end  of  Coningsby,  the 
brilliant  Coningsby,  that  we  all  loved,  that  wu 
to  be  our  leader!"  said  Buckhurst  to  Lord 
Henry  as  they  quitted  him.  "  Well,  come  what 
may,  life  has  lost  something  of  its  bloom." 

"  The  great  thing  now,"  said  Lord  Henry, 
"  is  to  keep  up  the  chain  of  our  friendship.  We 
must  write  to  him  very  often,  and  contrive  to  be 
frequently  together.  It  is  dreadful  to  think  that 
in  the  ways  of  life  our  hearts  may  becom 
estranged.     I  never  felt  more  wretched 
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do  at  this  moment,  and  yet  I  have  faith  that  we 
shall  not  lose  him." 

"Amen!"  said  Buckhurst ;  "but  I  feel  my 
plan  about  the  Austrian  service  was,  after  all, 
the  only  thing.  The  Continent  offers  a  career. 
He  might  have  been  prime  minister;  several 
Strangers  have  been ;  and  as  for  war,  look  at 
Brown  and  Laudohn,  and  half  a  hundred  others. 
I  had  a  much  better  chance  of  being  a  field- 
marshal  than  he  has  of  being  a  Lord  Chan- 
cellor." 

"  I  feel  quite  convinced  that  Coningsby  will 
be  Lord  Chancellor,"  said  Henry  Sydney, 
gravely. 

This  change  of  life  for  Coningsby  was  a  great 
social  revolution.  It  was  sudden  and  complete. 
Within  a  month  after  the  death  of  his  grand- 
father his  name  had  been  erased  from  all  his 
fashionable  clubs,  his  horses  and  carriages  sold, 
and  he  had  become  a  student  of  the  Temple. 
He  entirely  devoted  himself  to  his  new  pursuit. 
His  being  was  completely  absorbed  in  it  There 
was  nothing  to  haunt  his  mind;  no  unexperienced 
scene  or  sensation  of  life  to  distract  his  intelli- 
gence. One  sacred  thought  alone  indeed  there 
remained,  shrined  in  the  innermost  sanctuary  of 
heart  and  consciousness.  But  it  was  a  tradition, 
no  longer  a  hope.  The  moment  that  he  had 
fairly  recovered  from  the  first  shock  of  his 
grandfather's  will ;  had  clearly  ascertained  the 
consequences  to  himself,  and  had  resolved  on 
the  course  to  pursue ;  he  had  communicated 
unreservedly  with  Oswald  Millbank,  and  had 
need  those  pretentions  to  the  hand  of 
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his  »ster  which  it  ill  bec&me  the  destituK 
prefer. 

His  letter  was  answered  in  person.  Millbuk 
met  Henry  Sydney  and  Buckhurst  at  the  cha 
bers  of  Coningsby.  Once  more  they  were  al 
four  together  :  but  under  what  different  drctin- 
stances,  and  with  what  different  prospects  frofl 
those  which  attended  their  separation  at  Eton! 
Alone  with  Coningsby,  Millbank  spoke  to  hin 
things  which  letters  could  not  convey.  "* 
bore  to  him  all  the  sympathy  and  devotioa  c( 
Edith  ;  but  they  would  not  conceal  from  theis- 
selves  that,  at  this  moment,  and  in  the  preseiil 
state  of  affairs,  all  was  hopeless.  In  no  m; 
did  Coningsby  ever  permit  himself  to  int" 
to  Oswald  the  cause  of  his  disinheritance. 
was,  of  course,  silent  on  it  to  his  other  frienda; 
as  any  commuaicalion  of  the  kind  must  bare 
touched  on  a  subject  that  was  consecrated  ' 
his  inmost  soul. 


CHAPTER   VI 

The  state  of  political  parties  in  England  in  the 
spring  of  r84i  offered  a  most  remarkable  con- 
trast to  their  condition  at  the  period  com- 
memorated in  the  first  chapter  of  this  work. 
The  banners  of  the  Conser\-ative  camp  at  this 
moment  lowered  on  the  Whig  forces,  as  ibe 
gathering  host  of  the  Norman  invader  frowned 
on  the  coast  of  Sussex.  The  Whigs  were  not 
yet  conquered,  but  they  were  doomed ;  and 
'ley  themselves  knew  it.     The  mistake  which 
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was  made  by  the  Conservative  leaders  in  not 
retaining  office  in  1839;  and,  whether  we  con- 
sider their  conduct  in  a  national  and  constitu- 
tional light,  or  as  a  mere  question  of  politioal 
tactics  and  party  prudence,  it  was  unquestionably 
a  great  mistaite ;  had  infused  into  the  corps  of 
Whig  authority  a  kind  of  galvanic  action,  which 
only  the  superficial  could  mistake  for  vitality. 
Even  to  form  a  basis  for  their  future  operations, 
after  the  conjuncture  of  '39,  the  Whigs  were 
obliged  to  make  a  fresh  inroad  on  the  revenue, 
the  daily  increasing  debility  of  which  was  now 
arresting  attention  and  exciting  public  alarm. 
It  was  clear  that  the  catastrophe  of  the  govern- 
ment would  be  financial. 

Under  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  the 
conduct  of  the  Whig  Cabinet,  in  their  final 
propositions,  cannot  be  described  as  deficient 
either  in  boldness  or  prudence.  The  policy 
which  they  recommended  was  in  itself  a  Si^cious 
and  spirited  policy  ;  but  they  erred  in  supposing 
that,  at  the  period  it  was  brought  foEwaid,  any 
measure  promoted  by  the  Whigs  could  have 
obtained  general  favour  in  the  country.  The 
Whigs  were  known  to  be  feeble  ;  they  were 
looked  upon  as  tricksters.  The  country  knew 
they  were  opposed  by  a  powerful  party;  and 
though  there  certainly  never  was  any  authority 
for  the  belief,  the  country  did  believe  that  that 
powerful  party  were  influenced  by  great  prin- 
ciples ;  had  in  their  view  a  definite  and  national 
policy ;  and  would  secure  to  Englaiid,  instead 
of  a  feeble  administration  and  fluctuating 
Qpuiions,  energy  and  a  creed. 
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le  future  effect  of  the  Whig  propositions  of 
ill  not  be  delrimental  to  that  paxty,  even  if 
in  the  interval  they  be  appropriated  piecemeal, 
as  will  probably  be  the  case,  by  their  Conserva- 
tive successors.  But  for  the  moment,  and  in 
the  plight  in  which  the  Whig  party  found 
themselves,  it  was  impossible  to  have  densed 
measures  more  conducive  to  their  precipitate 
fall.  Great  interests  were  menaced  by  a  weak 
government.  The  consequence  was  inevitable 
Tadpole  and  Taper  saw  it  in  a  moment.  Tbey 
snuffed  the  factious  air,  and  felt  the  coming 
storm.  Notwithstanding  the  extreme  congeni- 
ality of  these  worthies,  there  was  a  little  latent 
jealousy  between  them.  Tadpole  worshipped 
Registration ;  Taper  adored  a  Cry.  Tadpole 
always  maintained  that  it  was  the  winnowing  of 
the  electoral  lists  that  could  alone  gain  the  Sij; 
Taper,  on  the  contrary,  faithful  to  ancient  trac- 
tions, was  ever  of  opinion  that  the  game  must 
ultimately  be  won  by  public  clamour.  It  alwayi 
seemed  so  impossible  that  the  Conservative' 
party  could  ever  be  popular:  the  extreme 
graciousness  and  personal  popularity  of  th». 
leaders  not  being  sufficiently  apparent  to  b^ 
esteemed  an  adequate  set-off  against  the  ■■>• 
veterate  odium  that  attached  to  their  opinions 
that  the  Tadpole  philosophy  was  the  favouret 
tenet  in  high  places !  and  Taper  had  baoi 
his  knuckles  well  rapped  more  than  once  fot 
manceuvring  too  actively  against  the  New  Poor 
law,  and  for  hiring  several  link-boys  to  baw) 
much-wronged  lady's  name  in  the  Parle  wh< 
Court  prorogued  Parbament. 
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And  now,  after  alt,  in  1841,  it  seemed  that 
Taper  was  right.  There  was  a  great  clamour  in 
every  quarter,  and  the  clamour  was  against  the 
Whigs  and  in  favour  of  Conservative  principles. 
What  Canadian  timber- merchants  meant  by 
Conservative  principles  it  is  not  difficult  to 
conjecture ;  or  West  Indian  planters,  It  was 
tolerably  clear  on  the  hustings  what  squires  and 
farmers,  and  their  followers,  meant  by  Con- 
servative principles.  What  they  mean  by  Con- 
servative principles  now  is  another  question  : 
and  whether  Conservative  principles  mean 
something  higher  than  a  perpetuation  of  fiscal 
arrangements,  some  of  them  impolitic,  none  of 
them  important.  But  no  matter  what  different 
bodies  of  men  understood  fay  the  cry  in  which 
they  all  joined,  the  Cry  existed.  Taper  beat 
Tadpole ;  and  the  great  Conservative  party  beat 
the  shattered  and  exhausted  Whigs. 

Notwithstanding  the  abstraction  of  his  legal 
studies,  Coningsby  could  not  be  altogether 
insensible  to  the  political  crisis.  In  the  political 
world  of  course  he  never  mixed,  but  the  friends 
of  his  boyhood  were  deeply  interested  in  affairs, 
and  they  lost  no  opportunity  which  he  would 
permit  them,  of  cultivating  his  society.  Their 
occasional  fellowship,  a  visit  now  and  then 
to  Sidonia,  and  a  call  sometimes  on  Flora,  who 
lived  at  Richmond,  comprised  his  social  rela- 
tions. His  general  acquaintance  did  not  desert 
him,  but  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  did  not  wish 
to  be  remembered.  Mr.  Ormsby  asked  him  to 
dinner,  and  occasionally  mourned  over  his  fate 
in  the  bow  window  of  White's;  while   Lord 


642  Coningsby  ;  or 

Eskdale  even  went  to  see  him  in  the  Temple, 
was  interested  in  his  progress,  and  said,  with  an 
encouraging  look,  that,  when  he  was  called 
to  the  Bar,  all  his  friends  must  join  and  get 
up  the  steam.  Coningsby  had  onct  met  Mr, 
Rigby,  who  was  walking  with  the  Duke  of 
Agincourt,  which  was  probably  the  reason  he 
could  not  notice  a  lawyer.  Mr.  Rigby  cut 
Coningsby. 

Lord  Eskdale  had  obtained  from  Villebecque 
accurate  details  as  to  the  cause  of  Conii^stv 
being  disinherited.  Our  hero,  if  one  in  sudi 
fallen  fortunes  may  still  be  described  as  a  heroi 
had  mentioned  to  Lord  Eskdale  his  sorrow  that 
his  grandfather  had  died  in  anger  with  htsti 
but  Lord  Eskdale,  without  dwelling  on  the  sulv 
ject,  had  assured  him  that  he  had  reason  \i 
believe  that  if  Lord  Monmouth  had  lived, 
afTairs  would  have  been  different.  He  haii 
altered  the  disposition  of  his  property  at  3 
moment  of  great  and  general  irritation  and  e* 
citement ;  and  had  been  too  indolent,  periiaps 
really  too  indisposed,  which  he  was  unwilliog 
ever  to  acknowledge,  to  recur  to  a  calmer  tax^£ 
more  equitable  settlement.  Lord  Eskdale  h 
been  more  frank  with  Sidonia,  and  had  K 
him  all  ahout  the  refusal  to  become  a  candidati^ 
for  Darlford  against  Mr.  Millbank ;  the  com-  I 
munication  of  Rigby  to  Lord  Monmouth,  asW 
the  presence  of  Oswald  Millbank  at  the  easily  . 
and  the  love  of  Coningsby  for  his  sister;  aS 
these  details,  furnished  by  Villebecque  lo  LoiJ 
Eskdale,  had  been  duly  transferred  by  thai 
nobleman    to    his   co-executor;    and   Sidonia 
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when  he  had  sufficiently  digested  them,  had 
made  Lady  Wallinger  acquainted  with  the  whole 
history. 

The  dissolution  of  the  Whig  Parliament  by 
the  Whigs,  the  project  of  which  had  reached 
Ixtrd  Monmouth  a  year  before,  and  yet  in 
which  nobody  believed  to  the  last  moment, 
at  length  took  place.  All  the  world  was  dis- 
persed in  the  heart  of  the  season,  and  our 
solitary  student  of  the  Temple,  in  his  lonely 
chambers,  notwithstanding  all  his  efforts,  found 
his  eye  rather  wander  over  the  pages  of  Tidd 
and  Chitty  as  he  remembered  that  the  great 
event  to  which  he  had  so  looked  forward 
was  now  occurring,  and  he,  after  all,  was  no 
actor  in  the  mighty  drama.  It  was  to  have 
been  the  epoch  of  his  Hfe;  when  he  was  to 
have  found  himself  in  that  proud  position  for 
which  all  the  studies,  and  meditations,  and 
higher  impulses  of  his  nature  had  been  prepar- 
ing him.  It  was  a  keen  trial  of  a  man.  Every 
one  of  his  friends  and  old  companions  were 
candidates,  and  with  sanguine  prospects.  Lord 
Henry  was  certain  for  a  division  of  his  county ; 
Buckhurst  harangued  a  large  agricultural 
borough  in  his  vicinity ;  Eustace  Lyle  and  Vere 
stood  in  coalition  for  a  Yorkshire  town ;  and 
Oswald  Millbank  solicited  the  suffrages  of  an 
important  manufacturing  constituency.  They 
sent  their  addresses  to  Coningsby.  He  was 
deeply  interested  as  he  traced  in  them  the 
influence  of  his  own  mind  ;  often  recognised 
the  very  expressions  to  which  he  had  habitu- 
ated them.     Amid  the  confusion  of  a  general 
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election,  no  unimpassioned  critic  had  time  to 
canvass  the  longiu^e  of  an  address  to  as 
isolated  constituency ;  yet  an  intelligent  specu- 
lator on  the  movements  of  political  parties 
might  have  detected  in  these  public  declarationi 
some  intimation  of  new  views,  and  of  a  tonA 
of  political  feeling  that  has,  unfortunately,  beeD 
too  long  absent  from  the  public  life  of  this 
country. 

It  was  the  end  of  a  sultry  July  day,  the  last 
ray  of  the  sun  shooting  down  Pall  Mall  swelte^ 
ing  with  dust;  there  was  a  crowd  round  tliA 
doors  of  the  Carlton  and  the  Reform  Club% 
and  every  now  and  then  an  express  arrived^ 
with  the  agitating  bulletin  of  a  fresh  defeat  or 
a  new  triumph.  Coningsby  was  walking  up 
Pall  Mall.  He  was  going  to  dine  at  the 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  Club,  the  only  club  on 
whose  list  he  had  retained  his  name,  that  he 
might  occasionally  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
an  Eton  or  Cambridge  friend  without  the 
annoyance  of  encountering  any  of  bis  formei 
fashionable  acquaintances.  He  lighted  in  his 
walk  on  Mr.  Tadpole  and  Mr,  Taper,  both  of  J 
whom  he  knew.  The  latter  did  not  noticn 
him,  but  Mr.  Tadpole,  more  good-naiuicc^l 
bestowed  on  him  a  rough  nod,  not  unmarked^ 
by  a  slight  expression  of  coarse  pily. 

Coningsby  ordered  his  dinner,  and  then  took 
up  the   evening   papers,  where   he   learnt   the  1 
return  of  Vere  and  Lyle  ;  and  read  a  speech  Otm 
Buckhurst  denouncing  the  Venetian  Const! 
tion,  to  the   amazement    of    several    ihousaatfl 
persons,  apparendy  not  a  little  terrified  by  tl ' 
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^HMn  danger,  now  first  introducud  to  their 
HOtice.  Being  true  Englishmea,  they  were  all 
jgainst  Buckhurst's  opponent,  who  was  of  the 
Venetian  party,  and  who  ended  by  calling  out 
Buckhurst  for  his  personalities. 

Coningsby  had  dined,  and  was  reading  in 
flie  Ubrary,  when  a  waiter  brought  op  a  third 
edition  of  the  Sui,  with  electioneering  bulletins 
from  the  manufacturing  districts  to  the  very 
latest  hour.  Some  large  letters  which  ex- 
pressed the  name  of  Darlford  caught  his  eye. 
There  seemed  great  excitement  in  that  borough ; 
Krange  proceedings  had  happened.  The  column 
iras  headed,  "Extraordinary  Affair!  Withdrawal 
of  the  Liberal  Candidate !  Two  Tory  Candi- 
dates in  the  field!  11" 

:  His  eye  glanced  over  an  animated  speech  of 
Mr.  Miilbank,  his  countenance  changed,  his 
heart  palpitated.  Mr.  Miilbank  had  resigned 
rtie  representation  of  the  town,  but  not  from 
kreakoess ;  his  avocations  demanded  his  pre- 
tence; he  had  been  requested  to  let  his  son 
supply  his  place,  but  his  son  was  otherwise 
provided  for ;  he  should  always  take  a  deep 
interest  in  the  town  and  trade  of  Darlford ;  he 
boped  that  the  link  between  the  borough  and 
Bellingsley  would  be  ever  cherished ;  loud 
cheering;  he  wished  in  parting  from  them  to 
take  a  step  which  should  conciliate  all  parties, 
put  an  end  to  local  heats  and  factious  conten- 
tions, and  secure  the  town  an  able  and  worthy 
representative.  For  these  reasons  he  begged 
to  propose  to  them  a  gentleman  who  bore  a 
'  hich  many  of  them  greatly  honoure(^ 
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himself,  he  knew  the  individual,  and  Itwii 
his  firm  opinion  tliat  whether  ihey  considered 
his  talents,  his  character,  or  the  andei 
nection  of  his  family  with  the  district,  he  conM 
not  propose  a  candidate  more  worthy  of  iheit 
confidence  than  Habrv  Coningsby,  Esq. 

This  proposition  was  received  with  that  wild 
enthusiasm  which  occasionally  bursts  out 
the  most  civilised  communities.  The  contest 
between  Mill  bank  and  Rigby  was  equally 
balanced,  neither  party  was  over-confident 
The  Conservatives  were  not  particularly  lealODS 
in  behalf  of  their  champion ;  there  was 
Marquess  of  Monmouth  and  no  Conii^bj 
Castle  now  to  back  him ;  he  was  fighting 
his  own  resources,  and  he  was  a  beaten  horse. 
The  Liberals  did  not  like  the  prospect  of 
defeat,  and  dreaded  the  mortification  of  Rigb/s 
triumph.  The  Moderate  men,  who  thou^ 
more  of  local  than  political  circumstance!, 
liked  the  name  of  Coningsby.  Mr.  Millbank 
had  deKterously  prepared  his  leading  supporteis 
for  the  substitution.  Some  traits  of  the  charac- 
ter and  conduct  of  Coningsby  had  been  cleveriy 
circulated.  Thus  there  was  a  combination  of 
many  favoiuable  causes  in  his  favour.  In  half 
an  hour's  time  his  image  was  stamped 
brain  of  every  inhabitant  of  the  borough  as  aO'' 
interesting  and  accomplished  youth,  who  hi  " 
been  wronged,  and  who  deserved  i 
rewarded.  It  was  whispered  that  Rigby  was 
his  enemy.  Magog  Wrath  and  his  mob  offered 
Mr.  Millbank's  committee  to  throw  Mr.  Ri| 
into  the  rivet,  or  to  burn  down   his   hotel, 
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s  prudenl  enough  not  lo  show.  Mr. 
RigT)y  determined  to  fight  to  the  last.  All  his 
hopes  were  now  staked  on  the  successful  result 
of  this  contest.  It  was  impossible  if  he  were 
returned  that  his  friends  could  refuse  him  high 
office.  The  whole  of  Lord  Monmouth's  re- 
duced legacy  was  devoted  to  this  end.  The 
third  edition  of  the  Sun  left  Mr.  Rigby  in  vain 
attempting  to  address  an  infuriated  populace. 

Here  was  a  revolution  in  the  fortunes  of  our 
forlorn  Coningsby  !  When  his  grandfather  first 
sent  for  him  to  Monmouth  House,  his  destiny 
was  not  verging  on  greater  vicissitudes.  He 
rose  from  his  seat,  and  was  surprised  that  all 
the  silent  gentlemen  who  were  about  him  did 
not  maric  his  agitation.  Not  an  individual  there 
that  be  knew.  It  was  now  an  hour  to  mid- 
night, and  to-morrow  the  almost  unconscious 
candidate  was  to  go  to  the  poll.  In  a  tumult 
of  suppressed  emotion,  Coningsby  returned  to 
bis  chambers.  He  found  a  letter  in  his  box 
from  Oswald  Millbank,  who  had  been  twice  at 
the  Temple.  Oswald  had  been  returned  with- 
out a  contest,  and  had  reached  Darlford  in 
time  to  hear  Coningsby  nominated.  He  set 
off  instantly  to  London,  and  left  at  his  friend's 
chambers  a  rapid  narrative  of  what  had  hap- 
pened, with  information  that  he  should  call  on 
him  E^ain  on  the  morrow  at  nine  o'clock,  when 
.  they  were  to  repair  together  immediately  to 
Darlford  in  time  for  Coningsby  to  be  chaired, 
for  no  one  entertained  a  doubt  of  his  triumph. 
Coningsby  did  not  sleep  a  wink  that  night, 
t  when  he  rose  early  felt  fresh  enough 
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for  any  exploit,  however  dttficult  or  hazaidom. 
He  felt  as  an  Egyptian  does  when  the  Nile 
rises  aftei  its  elevation  had  been  despaired  oL 
At  the  very  lowest  ebb  of  his  fortunes,  an  eieii 
had  occurred  which  seemed  to  restore  all.  He 
dared  not  contemplate  the  ultimate  result  of  aii 
these  wonderful  changes.  Enough  for  him, 
that  when  all  seemed  dark,  he  was  about  to  be 
returned  to  Parliament  by  the  father  of  Edith, 
and  his  vanquished  rival  who  was  to  bile  the 
dust  before  him  was  the  author  of  all  bis 
misfortunes.  Love,  Vengeance,  Justice,  the 
glorious  pride  of  having  acted  rightly,  the 
triumphant  sense  of  complete  and  absolute 
success,  here  were  chaotic  materials  from 
which  order  was  at  length  evolved ;  and  all 
subsided  in  an  overwhelming  feeling  of  gratitude 
to  that  Providence  that  had  so  signally  protected 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  It  was 
Oswald.  They  embraced.  It  seemed  that  Os- 
wald was  as  excited  as  Coningsby.  His  eye 
sparkled,  his  manner  was  energetic. 

"We  must  talk  it  all  over  during  our  journey. 
We  have  not  a  minute  to  spate." 

During  that  journey  Coningsby  learned  some- 
thing of  the  course  of  affairs  which  gradually 
had  brought  about  so  singular  a  revolution  in 
his  favour.  We  mentioned  that  SidonJa  had 
acquired  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  circum- 
stances which  had  occasioned  and  attended  the 
disinheritance  of  Coningsby.  These  he  had 
told  to  Lady  Wallinger,  first  by  letter,  after- 
wards in  mote  detailt  on  hes  arrival  in  Londoo.. 
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Lady  Wallinger  had  conferred  with  her  husband. 
She  was  not  surprised  at  the  goodness  of 
Coningsby,  and  she  sympathised  with  all  his 
calamities.  He  had  ever  been  the  favourite  of 
her  judgment,  and  her  romance  had  always 
consisted  in  blending  his  destinies  with  those 
of  her  beloved  Edith.  Sir  Joseph  was  a 
judicious  man,  who  never  cared  to  commit 
himselfi  a  little  selfish,  but  good,  just,  and 
honourable,  with  some  impulses,  only  a  little 
afraid  of  them :  but  then  his  wife  stepped  in 
like  an  angel,  and  gave  them  the  right  direc- 
tion. They  were  both  absolutely  impressed 
with  Coningsby's  admirable  conduct,  and  Lady 
Wallinger  was  determined  that  her  husband 
should  express  to  others  the  convictions  which 
he  acknowledged  in  unison  with  herself.  Sir 
Joseph  spoke  to  Mr.  Millbank,  who  stared ;  but 
Sir  Joseph  spoke  feebly.  Lady  Wallinger  con- 
veyed all  this  intelligence,  and  all  her  impres- 
sions, to  Oswald  and  Edith.  The  younger 
Millbank  talked  with  his  father,  who,  making 
no  admissions,  listened  with  interest,  inveighed 
against  Lord  Monmouth,  and  condemned  his 
will, 

After  some  time,  Mr.  Millbank  made  inquiries 
about  Coningsby,  took  an  interest  in  his  career, 
and,  like  Lord  Eskdale,  declared  that  when  he 
was  called  to  the  Bar,  his  friends  would  have  an 
opportunity  to  evince  their  sincerity.  Affairs 
remained  in  this  state,  until  Oswald  thought 
that  circumstances  were  sufficiently  ripe  to  urge 
his  father  on  the  subject.  The  position  which 
Oswald  had  assumed  at  Millbank  had  neces- 
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SQiily  roade  him  acquainted  with  the  affairs  and' 
fortune  of  his  father.  When  he  computed  the 
vast  wealth  which  he  knew  was  at  his  parent's/ 
command,  and  recalled  Coningsby  in  bis' 
humble  chambers,  toiling  after  all  his  noble' 
elforts  without  any  results,  and  his  sister  pining* 
in  a  provincial  solitude,  Oswald  began  to  cursei 
wealth,  and  to  ask  himself  what  was  the  use  of 
,  /  all  their  marvellous  industry  and  supernatuiBli 
^  skill?  He  addressed  his  father  with  that  iire-^ 
sistible  frankness  which  a  strong  faith  can  alone 
inspire.  What  are  the  objects  of  wealth,  if  not' 
to  bless  those  who  possess  our  hearts?  The' 
only  daughter,  the  friend  to  whom  the  only  son 
was  indebted  for  his  life,  here  are  two  beings' 
surely  whom  one  would  care  to  bless,  and  both 
are  unhappy.  Mr.  Millbank  listened  without! 
prejudice,  for  he  was  aheady  convinced.  But 
he  felt  some  interest  in  the  present  conduct  <rf' 
J  Coningsby,  A  Coningsby  working  for  his  bread' 
was  a  novel  incident  for  him.  He  wished  W 
be  assured  of  its  authenticity.  He  was  resolved 
to  convince  himself  of  the  fact.  And  perhaps^ 
he  would  have  gone  on  yet  for  a  little  time, 
and  watched  the  progress  of  the  experiment, 
already  interested  and  delighted  by  what  had 
reached  him,  had  not  the  dissolution  brought' 
affairs  to  a  crisis.  The  misery  of  Oswald  at 
the  position  of  Coningsby,  the  silent  sadness  of' 
Edith,  his  own  conviction,  which  assured  him< 
that  he  could  do  nothing  wiser  or  better  MDxa'i 
take  this  young  man  to  his  heart,  so  ordained' 
it  that  Mr.  Millbank,  who  was  after  all  the' 
creature    of    impulse,    decided    suddenly,    and 


The  New  Generation      651 

decided  rightly.  Never  making  a  single  admis- 
sion to  all  the  representations  of  his  son,  Mr. 
Millbank  in  a  momenl  did  all  that  his  son  could 
have  dared  to  desire. 

This  is  a  very  imperfect  and  crude  intimation 
of  what  had  occurred  at  Millbank  and  Hell- 
ingsley ;  yet  it  conveys  a  faint  sketch  of  the 
■enchanting  intelligence  that  Oswald  conveyed 
to  Coningsby  during  their  rapid  travel.  When 
they  arrived  at  Birmingham,  they  found  a 
messenger  and  a  despatch,  informing  Con- 
ingsby, that  at  mid-day,  at  Dariford,  he  was  at 
the  head  of  the  poll  by  an  overwhelming 
majority,  and  that  Mr.  Rigby  had  resigned. 
He  was,  however,  requested  to  remain  at  Bir- 
mingham, as  they  did  not  wish  htm  to  enter 
Darlford,  except  to  be  chaired,  so  he  was  lo 
arrive  there  in  the  morning.  At  Birmingham, 
therefore,  they  remained. 

There  was  Oswald's  election  to  talk  of  as  well 
as  Coningsby's.  They  had  hardly  had  time  for 
this.  Now  they  were  both  Members  of  Parlia- 
ment. Men  must  have  been  at  school  together, 
to  enjoy  the  real  fun  of  meeting  thus,  and 
realising  boyish  dreams.  Often,  years  ago,  they 
had  talked  of  these  things,  and  assumed  these 
results;  but  those  were  words  and  dreams, 
these  were  positive  facts;  after  some  doubts 
and  struggles,  in  the  freshness  of  their  youth, 
Oswald  Millbank  and  Harry  Coningsby  were 
members  of  the  British  Parliament;  public 
characters,  responsible  agents,  with  a  career. 

This  afternoon,  at  Birmingiiam,  was  as  happy 
an  afternoon  as  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  man. 


J 


652  Coningsby  ;   or 

Uoth  of  Ihese  companions  were  labouring  unds 
that  d^ree  of  excitement  which  is  necessary  n 
felicity.  They  had  enough  to  talk  about  Editti 
was  no  longer  a  forbidden  or  a  sorrowful  snt 
ject.  There  was  rapture  in  their  again  meeting 
under  such  circumstances.  Then  there  nm 
their  friends ;  that  dear  Buckhurst,  who  hit 
just  been  callcKi  out  for  styling  his  opponeot  i 
Venetian,  and  all  their  companions  of  csrij 
days.  Wbat  a  sudden  and  marvellous  chai^ 
in  all  their  destinies  I  Life  was  a  pantomime; 
the  wand  was  wared,  and  it  seemed  thai  tbe 
schoolfellows  had  of  a  sudden  become  eleraents 
of  power,  springs  of  tbe  great  machine. 

A  train  arrived ;  restless  they  sallied  forth,  to 
seek  diversion  in  the  dispersion  of  the  p»s- 
sengers.  Coningsby  and  Millbank,  with  thai 
glance,  a  little  inquisitive,  even  in]pertioent,if 
we  must  confess  it,  with  which  one  greets  1 
stranger  when  he  emerges  from  a  public  con- 
veyance, were  lounging  on  the  platform.  The 
train  arrived;  stopped;  the  doors  were  throrm 
open,  and  from  one  of  them  emerged  Mr. 
Rigby !  Coningsby,  who  had  dined,  was  greatly 
tempted  to  take  off  his  hat  and  make  him  a 

ybow,  but  he  refrained.  Their  eyes  met.  Rigbj 
was  dead  beat.  He  was  evidently  used  up ;  a 
man  without  a  resource;  the  sight  of  Coningsby 
his  last  blow  ;  he  had  met  his  fate. 

"  My    dear    fellow,"    said    Coningsby, 
y  remember    I    wanted    you    to    dine    with    my 
grandfather  at  Montem,  and  that  feHow  would 
not  ask  you.     Such  is  life  !  " 
About  eleven  o'clock  the  next  morning  they 
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arrived  at  the  Darlford  station.  Here  they 
were  met  hy  an  aDxious  deputation,  who 
received  Coningsby  as  if  he  were  a  prophet, 
and  ushered  him  into  a  car  covered  with  satin 
and  hlue  ribbons,  and  drawn  by  six  beautiful 
grey  horses,  caparisoned  in  his  coloure,  and 
ridden  by  postilions,  whose  very  whips  were 
blue  and  white.  Triumphant  music  sounded, 
banners  waved;  the  multitude  were  marshalled; 
the  Freemasons,  at  the  first  opportunity,  fell 
into  the  procession;  tlie  Odd  Fellows  joined 
it  at  the  nearest  corner.  Preceded  and  followed 
by  thousands,  with  colours  flying,  trumpets 
sounding,  and  endless  huzzas,  flags  and  hand- 
kerchiefs waving  from  every  window,  and  every 
balcony  filled  with  dames  and  maidens  be- 
decked with  his  colours,  Coningsby  was  borne 
through  enthusiastic  Darlford  tike  Paulus 
Emilius  returning  from  Macedon.  Uncovered, 
still  in  deep  mourning,  his  fine  figure,  and 
graceful  bearing,  and  his  intelligent  brow,  at 
once  won  every  female  heart. 

The  singularity  was,  that  all  were  of  the  same 
Opinion ;  everybody  cheered  him,  every  bouse 
was  adorned  with  his  colours.  His  triumphal 
return  was  no  party  question.  Magog  Wrath 
and  Bully  Bluck  walked  together  like  lambs  at 
the  head  of  his  procession. 

The  car  slopped  before  the  principal  hotel  in 
the  High  Street.  It  was  Mr.  Millbank's  com- 
mittee. The  broad  street  was  so  crowded, 
that,  as  every  one  declared,  you  might  have 
walked  on  the  heads  of  the  people.  Every 
window  was  full  j  the  very  roofs  were  peopled. 
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The  car  stopped,  and  tbe  populace  ^ie  ttan 
cbeen  for  Mi.  Millbank.  Tfaeir  lite  membB,' 
snnounded  by  his  fiiends,  stood  id  lite  biloo^, 
which  was  Sited  up  with  Coningsby's  cotam 
and  bore  his  name  on  tbe  hangings  in  gi^otc 
letters  formed  of  dahlias.  The  flashing  md  h 
quiring  eye  of  Coningsby  caught  the  fonn  ci 
Edith,  who  was  leaning  on  her  father's  ana 

The  hustings  were  opposite  the  bote),  md 
here,  after  a  while,  Coningsby  was  carried,  ud 
stepping  from  his  car,  took  up  his  post  to 
address,  for  the  first  time,  a  public  assembly 
Anxious  as  the  people  were  to  hear  him,  it  wu 
long  before  Iheir  enthusiasm  could  subsitie  inio 
silence  At  length  that  silence  was  deep  swi 
absolute  He  spoke;  his  powerful  and  ticli 
tones  reached  every  ear.  In  five  minutes'  lim 
every  one  looked  at  his  neighbour,  and  witfaaitt 
speaking  they  agreed  that  there  never  was  any 
thing  tike  this  heard  in  Darlford  before. 

He  addressed  them  for  a  considerable  limei 
for  he  had  a  great  deal  to  say ;  not  only  lo 
express  his  gratitude  for  the  unprecedented 
manner  in  which  he  had  become  their  repre- 
sentative, and  for  the  spirit  in  which  they  had 
greeted  him,  but  he  had  to  offer  thera  no 
niggard  exposition  of  the  views  and  opinions 
of  the  member  whom  they  had  so  confidingly 
chosen,  without  even  a  formal  declaration  ot 
his  sentiments. 

He  did  this  with  so  much  clearness,  and  in  a 
manner  so  pointed  and  popular,  that  tbe  deep 
attention  of  the  multitude  never  wavered, 
lively  illustrations  kept  them  often  in  continued 
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merriment.  But  when,  towards  his  close,  he 
drew  some  picture  of  what  he  hoped  might  be 
the  character  of  his  future  and  lasting  contiection 
with  the  town,  the  vast  throng  was  singularly 
affected.  There  were  a  great  many  present  at 
that  moment  who,  though  they  had  never  seen 
Coningsby  before,  would  willingly  have  then 
died  for  him.  Coningsby  had  touched  their 
hearts,  for  he  had  spoken  from  his  own.  His 
spirit  had  entirely  magnetised  them,  Darlford 
believed  in  Coningsby :  and  a  very  good  creed. 

And  now  Coningsby  was  conducted  to  the 
opposite  hotel.  He  walked  through  the  crowd. 
The  progress  was  slow,  as  every  one  wished  to 
shake  hands  with  him.  His  friends,  however, 
at  last  safely  landed  him.  He  sprang  up  the 
stairs  i  he  was  met  by  Mr.  Millbaok,  who 
welcomed  him  with  the  greatest  warmth,  and 
offered  his  hearty  congratulations. 

"  It  is  to  you,  dear  sir,  that  1  am  indebted 
for  all  this,"  said  Coningsby. 

"No,"  said    Mr.   Millbank,   "it    Is    to   your 
own   high  principles,  great   talents,  and  good  '' 
heart." 

After  he  had  been  presented  by  the  late 
member  to  the  principal  personages  in  the 
borough,  Mr.  MiUbaak  said— 

"  I  think  we  must  now  give  Mr.  Coningsby  a 
little  rest.  Come  with  me,"  he  added,  "  here  is 
some  one  who  will  be  very  glad  to  see  you." 

Speaking  thus,  he  led  our  hero  a  little  away, 
and  placing  his  arm  in  Contngsby's  with  great 
affection  opened  the  door  of  an  apartment. 
There  was  Edith,  radiant  with  loveliness  and 
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beaming  with  love.  Tbelr  agitated  hearts  (old 
at  a  glance  the  tumult  of  their  joy.  The  btho 
joined  their  hands,  and  blessed  them  with  voids 
of  tenderness. 


CHAPTER    VII 

The  marriage  of  Coningsby  and  Edith  tool 
place  early  in  the  autumn.  It  was  solemnW 
at  Millbank,  and  they  passed  their  first  moon  U 
Hellingsley,  which  place  was  in  future  to  be  the 
residence  of  the  member  for  Darlford.  The 
estate  was  to  devolve  to  Coningsby  aftet  the 
death  of  Mr,  Millbank,  who  in  the  meaDdntf 
made  arrangements  which  permitted  the 
married  couple  to  reside  at  the  Hall  in  1 
manner  becoming  its  occupants.  All  lh« 
settlements,  as  Mr.  Millbank  assured  Con- 
ingsby, were  effected  not  only  with  the  sanaioa, 
but  at  the  express  instance,  of  his  son. 

An  event,  however,  occurred  not  very  k>n| 
after  the  marriage  of  Coningsby,  which  rendered. 
this  generous  conduct  of  his  father-in-law  no 
longer  necessary  to  his  fortunes,  though  lie 
never  forgot  its  eitercise.  The  gentle  and  un- 
happy daughter  of  Lord  Monmouth  quitted  a 
scene  with  which  her  spirit  had  never  greatly 
sympathised.  Perhaps  she  might  have  lingered 
in  life  for  yet  a  little  while,  had  it  not  been  for 
that  fatal  inheritance  which  disturbed  her  peace 
and  embittered  her  days,  haunting  her  heart' 
with  the  recoUectioD  that  she  had  been  the  uDr 
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conscious  instrument  of  injuring  the  only  being 
whom  she  loved,  and  embarrassing  and  encum- 
bering her  with  duties  foreign  to  her  experience 
and  her  nature.  The  marriage  of  Coningsby 
had  greatly  affected  her,  and  from  that  day  she 
seemed  gradually  to  decline.  She  died  towards 
the  end  of  the  autumn,  and,  subject  to  an  ample 
annuity  to  Villebecque,  she  bequeathed  the 
whole  of  her  fortune  to  the  husband  of  Edith. 
Gratifpng  as  it  was  to  him  to  present  such 
an  inheritance  to  his  wife,  it  was  not  without 
a  pang  that  he  received  the  intelligence  of  the 
death  of  Flora.  Edith  sympathised  in  his  affec- 
tionate feelings,  and  they  raised  a  monument  to 
her  memory  in  the  gardens  of  Hellingsley. 

Coningsby  passed  his  next  Christmas  in  his 
own  hall,  with  his  beautiful  and  gifted  wife  by 
his  side,  and  surrounded  by  the  friends  of  his 
heart  and  his  youth. 

They  stand  now  on  the  threshold  of  public 
life.  They  are  in  the  leash,  but  in  a  moment 
they  will  be  slipped.  What  will  be  their  fate  ? 
Will  they  maintain  in  august  assemblies  and 
high  places  the  great  truths  which,  in  study  and 
in  solitude,  they  have  embraced  ?  Or  will  their 
courage  exhaust  itself  in  the  struggle,  their  en- 
thusiasm evaporate  before  hollow-hearted  ridi- 
cule, their  generous  impulses  yield  with  a  vulgar 
catastrophe  to  the  tawdry  temptations  of  a  low 
ambition?  Will  their  skilled  intelligence  sub- 
side into  being  the  adroit  tool  of  a  corrupt 
party  ?  Will  Vanity  confound  their  fortunes,  or 
Jealousy  wither  their  sympathies  ?  Or  will  they 
remain  brave,  single,  and  true;  refuse  to  bow 
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fore  shadows  and  worship  phrases;  senabl 
the  greatness  of  their  position,  recc^nia  tb 
ttness  of  their  duties ;  denounce  to  a  p( 
;ed  and  disheartened  world  th< 
theories  of  a  generalising  age  that  have  1 
itroyed  the  individuality  of  man,  and  resta 
the  happiness  of  iheir  country  by  believing! 
their  own  energies,  and  daring  to  be  greil? 


FLOWERS  OF  PARNASSUS 

A  Series  qf  Famous  Poems  Illustrated 

t 

Volumes  already  fPuhlisAed — continued 

l^olume  tX,       FiTZGBHALD's  RUBAIYAT  OF  OMAR  KHAY- 
YAM. 

Volume  X,         Pope's  THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK 

Volume  XI.       Watts  -  Dunton's    CHRISTMAS    AT    THE 
"MERMAID" 

Volume  XII.     Blake's  SONGS  OF  INNOCENCE 

Volume  XIII.    Shelley's  THE  SENSITIVE  PLANT 

Volume  XV.      Watson's  WORDSWORTH'S  GRAVE 

Volume  XVI.    RELIQUES  OF  STRATFORD-ON-AVON 

Volume  XVII.  Milton's  LYCIDAS 

Fb/« we  JfP^///.  Wordsworth's  LINES  COMPOSED  A  FEW 
MILES  ABOVE  TINTERN  ABBEY 

Volume  XIX.    Longfellow's   THE    BUILDING   OF  THE 
SHIP 

Volume  XX.      Watson's  THE  TOMB  OF  BURNS 

Volume  XXI.    Chapman's   (E.    R.)    A   LITTLE    CHILD'S 
WREATH 

Volume  XXII.  Morris's  THE  DEFENCE  OF  GUENEVERE 

Volume XXIII.Uogg's  KILMENY 

Volume  XXV.  Davidson's  THE  BALLAD  OF  A  NUN 


Living  Masters  of  Music 


Edited  by  ROSA  NEWMARCH 
Price  a/6  net.     Crown  8vo.      Price  $i-oo  net 


1 


The  fillataing  'Uolumes  art  in  firefiaratiini ; — 

Cokme  III.     RICHARD    STRAUSS.      Bj  A. 

Kalisch 

FohmelK.      PADEREWSKl.      By  Edwa»dA. 

Baughan 

fokme  f^.        ALFRED    BRUNEAU.     Br 
Arthur  Hebvey  j 

l^alume  VI.      lOACHIM.      By  J.  A.    Folui 

"Maitland  I 

Voisime  I'll.    GRIEG.     By  Lawrence  Gilmam   I 

ro/K/B^W//.  THEODORE  LESCHETIZ- j 
SKY.     By  Ankctte  Hullah 

Folume:  already  Pubfished 

rd.  I.     HENRY  J.  WOOD.      BY  ROSA  NEWMARCH 
F-il.  II.   SIR  EDWARD  ELGAR.    BY  R.  J.  BUCKLSY 


JOHN  LANE,  Publisher,  Lonoow  &  New  York 


THE  NEW  POCKET  LIBRARY 

Size,  pott  8vo,  6  x  3f  ins. 

Printed  from  a  clear  type  upon  a  specially  thin  and 

opaque  paper,  manufactured  for  the  Series. 

Bound  in  Cloth  .         .       is.  6d.  net. 

Bound  in  Leather   .         .         .       2s.        net. 

Vol.  I.    ADAM  BEDE.    By  George  Eliot. 

Vol.  II.     SCENES    OF   CLERICAL   LIFE.     By 
George  Eliot. 

Vol.  III.    DR.   THORNE.     By  Anthony  Trol- 
lope. 

Vol  IV.    THE  WARDEN.    By  Anthony  Trol- 
lope. 

Vol.  V.    BARCHESTER    TOWERS.      By    An- 

thony  Trollope. 

Vol.  VI.    THE   MILL   ON    THE   FLOSS.      By 
George  Eliot. 

Vol.  VII.    SILAS  MARNER.    By  George  Eliot. 

Vol.  VIII.     FRAMLEY    PARSONAGE.      By  An- 
thony  Trollope. 

Vol  IX.    LAVENGRO.    By  George  Borrow. 

Vol.  X.     THE    ROMANY    RYE:    a   Sequel   to 
**  Lavengro."    By  George  Borrow. 

Vol.  XI.    THE  BIBLE  IN  SPAIN.     By  George 
Borrow. 

Vol  XII.    THE  ZINCALI :  or,  an  Account  of  the 
Gypsies  of  Spain.    By  George  Borrow. 

Vol.  XIII.     THE   SCARLET   LETTER.     By    Na- 
thaniel  Hawthorne. 

Vol.  XIV.     THE     HOUSE     OF     THE     SEVEN 
GABLES.   By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Vol.  XV.    EUPHRANOR.       By    Edward    Fitz- 

GERALD. 

Continued  Overleaf, 


JOHN  LANE,  Publisher,  Vigo  Street,  London,  W. 


,^THE   NEW    POCKET    LIBRARY 


Continued. 

Vol.  XVL  TYPEE.  By  Hermann  Mblvillb. 
Edited,  with  an  Introdnction,  by  W. 
Clark  Russbll,  and  Notes  by  Marib 
Clothildk  Balfour. 

Vol.  XVII.  OMOO.  By  Hermann  MBLvnxB. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  W. 
Clark  Russell,  and  Notes  by  Maris 
Clothilde  Balfour. 

Vol.  XVIII.  MR.  MIDSHIPMAN  EASY.  By 
Captain  Marryat.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  W.  Clark  Russelu 

Vol.  XIX.  PETER  SIMPLE.  By  Captain 
Marryat.  Edited,  with  an  Introdac- 
tion,  by  W.  Clark  Russell. 

Vol.  XX.  THE  BERTRAMS.  By  Anthony 
Trollope.  Edited,  with  an  Introduc- 
tion, by  Algar  Thorold. 

Vol.  XXI.  THE  THREE  CLERKS.  By  An- 
thony Trollope.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Algar  Thorold. 

Vol.  XXII.    WILD  WALES.   By  George  Borrow. 

Vol  XXIII.  SYBIL.  By  the  Earl  of  Beacons- 
FIELD.  With  an  Introduction  by  the 
Earl  of  Iddesleigh. 

Vol.  XXIV.  TANCRED.  By  the  Earl  of  Beacons- 
field.  With  an  Introduction  by  the 
Earl  of  Iddesleigh. 

Vol.  XXV.  VENETIA.  By  the  Earl  of  Beacons- 
field.  With  an  Introduction  by  the 
Earl  of  Iddesleigh. 

Vol.  XXVI.  CONTARINI  FLEMING.  By  the 
Earl  of  Beaconsfield.  With  an  In- 
troduction by  the  Earl  of  Iddesleigh. 

JOHN  LANE,  Publisher,  Vigo  Street,  London, W. 


THE   LOVER'S  LIBRARY 


Edited  by  FREDERIC  CHAPMAN 

Price  1/6  net.    CEoth.  Price  50  cents  net 

Price  a/-  net.    Leather.         Price  75  cents  net 
Price  3/-  net.    Parctament.    Price  $1  'oo  net 


«/.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  SHELLEY 

ull.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  BROWNING 

•eUl.  THE  SILENCE  OF  LOVE 

r(  IV.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  TENNYSON 

a  V.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  LANDOR 

„  yj.  \  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  E.  B.  BROWNING 

■.t  Vn.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS 


fViBK  IX.      THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  HERRICK 
VdmiX.      THE   LOVE   POEMS  OF  W.  S.  BLUNT 

(PROTEUS) 
Velami  XI.     THE  SONNETS  OF  SHAKESPEARE  1 
y^mtuXn.    LOVE  SONGS  FROM  THE  GREEK 
VdiKi  XIII.  THE  LOVE  POEMS  OF  BYRON 

Olhir  rdumii  in  Prcfareiicn,  mclmitni 
folami  Xiy.  THE     SONG     OF    SONGS,    WHICH 


SOLOMON-S 


JOHN  LANE,  PuflLisHER,  Lokdok  &  Nex 


1 

F^ 

p 

^PXOWERS  OF  PARNASSUS 

■^ 

S^.fP,^P«^.IU^tr^ 

5ia  ^K^  inch,!,  gill  tuf 

Prk»  ■/•net 

Bonad  la  cletb.         Prica  so  anii  ■<! 

PrIcai/AMt 

Baand  In  iHtber.     Price  75  ccM*  «t 

NEW    VOLUMES 

y^...,xj^. 

ISABELLA:  OR,  THE  POT  OF  BASIL.  Bj 
JoK»K«Ts.    Wi.hKiRhtIllun™ii(«ulijP*iii 

W-»..^.V/i 

ODE  ON  THE  MORMmc  OF  CHEISTS 
NATIVITY.     Br  JoHii  Milton.     Wilh  E^ 

(W.-K  j.vr 

RESOLUTEON    AND    INDKPENDESCt 
By  W|LL1*H  WOUDSWOBTH     With   Eight  Uhi- 
DtLiSD!  by  DOBALU  M-UCWBLL 

Vdtmu  alrcaJj  Tublhktd 

Volume  1- 

G«.v's  ELEGY 

y^umi  11. 

Browning's  THE  STATUE  AND  THE  BUSI 

Vatu«it  in. 

Stmphbn  Philufs's  MARPESSA 

Cfl/-«,  ly. 

RossBTTi'sTHE  BLESSED  DAMOZEL 

Vtl,,«i  V. 

THE  NUT-BROWN  MAID 

c^ni  yi. 

Tbkkvson's  a  dream  of  FAIR  WOUEM 

r,t^i  Vlt. 

Tknktson-5  THE  DAV  DREAM. 

yohfnl  yiii. 

SuCKUNc'sABALLADE  UPONAWEDDING 

JOHN  LANE,  Puoi-iSHE*,  Losdon  &  New  York 

L 

i. 


iiiiiiiii 

3   6105   044   955   248 


P.- 


^■4 


?6Co^- 


Stanford  University  Utirary 

Stanford,  California 


lo  order  that  others  may  use  Ihis  book, 
please  return  it  as  soon  as  possible,  but 
not  later  than  the  date  due. 


